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If you've been searching for the
perfect New Year’s resolution for
1974, consider this.

The new 2.0-liter Porsche 914.

It gives you all the things you
thought you had to give up in a
sports car.

Like comfort. There’s plenty of
headroom and legroom in this new
914.

And loads of luggage room.
There are two trunks, front and
rear, that will hold up to 15 cu. ft.

The

of anything.
And econo-
my. The kind
that delivers
up to 23 miles per gallon. Which
lets you travel over 350 miles on

just one tank
of gas.
There’s a

rough-tough

roof that will surprise you also. If
you want to bask in the sun, the
roof slips off easily (in seconds)

and stores in the
rear trunk with

OI.SC e room to spare.
® But the feature

that will surprise you the most is
what this Porsche is most famous
for.

The unbelievable road balance
and handling you gef from its mid-
engine design and rack-and-pinion
steering.

There’s virtually no corner or
curve you can’t straighten out.

And with the powerful 2.0-liter
engine (that Porsche engineers
took over a year and a half to de-
velop) coupled with a 5-speed
gearbox, straight roads are some-
thing to look forward to.

The 1974 Porsche 2.0.

Already, it’s a very good year.




If youve been
saving up for a great receiver
you just got a break.

The Pioneer SX-828 and SX-727
AM-FM stereo receivers have been
acclaimed as the greatest values at
$499.95 and $399.95 respectively.
And so they are, But Pioneer, as the
leader in high fidelity components, is
totally committed to expanding the
frontiers of high fidelity to achieve
perfection in sound reproduction.
And we are continuing to do so.

Shortly we will introduce three
new stereo receivers — SX-1010,
SX-939 and SX-838. They will continue
the Pioneer tradition of unrivalled
excellence through innovation in
state-of-the-art technology in design
and performance.

But until these new models are
available, Pioneer dealers will be able

to offer unusual savings on the SX-828
and the SX-727. Currently they're the
best values in the world of high
fidelity, With only a limited supply at
Pioneer dealers, they won’t last long.
The choice is yours. You can wait
for Pioneer’s new breakthrough
models. If so, we admire your
foresight. If you decide to take the
substantial savings on the SX-828 or
SX-727, we applaud your business
acumen.
U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.,
75 Oxford Drive, Moonachie,
New Jersey 07074
West: 13300 S. Estrella, Los Angeles
90248/ Midwest: 1500 Greenleaf,
Elk Grove Village, l1l. 60007
Canada: S.H. Parker Co.

SPECS SX-828 SX-727

IHF Music Power 270 watts 195 watts

4 ohms

RMS @ 8 ohms, 60+60 40440

Both channels watts walts

driven @ 1KHz

FM Sensitivity 1.7uVv 1.8uv

{IHF) 4

Selectivity +75dB +70dB

Capture Ratio 1.5d8B 2.0dB

W PIONEER’
when you want something better
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Richard M. Nixon stood beside the Great
Wall of China at the climax of a historic junket that trans-
formed the visit to Peking, theretofore a passport-lilting ol-
fense. into a chic stop-oft on the grand our. One of the more
attractive—and articulate—new China hands who've tollowed
in the President’s [ootsteps is actress-writer Candice Bergen.
whose Can a Cultwyval Worker from Beverly Hills Find Happi-
ness in the People’s Republic of China?, illusrated by Herb
Davidson, appears herein. After a two-and-a-hall-year vacation
from films, Candy recently made 11 Harrowhouse, shot in
London: before that. she spent a month in Ethiopia on a maga-
zine assignment. There she found, in order: “Haile Selassic.
camels, dust and a man who feeds wild hyenas lor a living,
which gives you an idea of what night life in Ethiopia is like.”
Two other China watchers. coincidentally, are among this
month's contributors: Susan Sontag. whose sardonic Baby is
our lead hction, and _|ulm Kenneth Galbraith, who reveals
Neuroses of the Rich. Miss Sontag toured China a couple ol
months belore Miss Bergen; last we heard rom her, she was
in Israel making a war documentary. Galbraith. author ol
(among other things) A4 China Passage. now spends a good pan
ol the vear among the Beautiful People in Gstaad. Switzerland.
Richard Rhodes. back home in Kansas alter a trip to Alvica (on
which he wrote for us last November). had only 1o aross the
wide Missouri to witness the hotel demolition he describes in
Strung Out on Blast.

The collapse ol the State Hotel was considerably tidier than
the sell-destruction of the Nixon Administration. Political
pranksicr Dick Tuck insists. rather plaintively. Watergate
Wasn't Al My Fauli. Whoever's fault it was. the whole mess is
driving many citizens, like the husband in Henry Slesar's short
story Nothing bui Bad News. to seek various means ol escape.
Slesar's the head writer lor the TV soaper The Edge of Night.
the sort of fantasy with which inmates of the vast waistland de-
scribed by Malcolm Braly in Tervor Stalks the Fat Farm con-
soled themselves. The starvation regimen worked, Braly tells
us; one year postiast, he's still svelte—down Irom 215 o 175.
But he found the institution strongly reminiseent of San Quen-
tin, where he had previously been incarcerated on an involun-
tary basis. (Only for burglary. Braly points out. not for the kind
of capers perpetrated by the cover boys in Peter Palombi’s illus-
wration for Playboy's History of Ovganized Crime: Murder, Inc.)

I TV doesn’t turn you on, how about music? Pick a winner
[rom Jazz & Pop 7 f—with text by Nat Hentoft, illustrations by
Ignacio Gomez and Bill Uuterback and sculpture by Jack
Gregory—and insert a tape of his/her /theiv latest hit in your
Car-IFi, the one you'll buy alter reading Frank M. Robinson’s
report on the subject. Friends ol mild-mannered, unassuming
Frank will cheer the news that, since taking a leave of absence
from a cozy sinecure on the LAY Boy staft in Chicago, he's mak
ing out like a bindit with sacenplays: two in the past vear
bought by major studios. “I suspect sooner or Later I'll end up
in Hollywood with my own private pool,” Frank writes from
San Francisco.

Hollywood's stock in trade is escapism, and that's what really
brings people 1o the movies, says the guy who ought 10 know,
the world's leading box-oflice attraction: Clint Eastwood, inter
viewed by film critic Arthur Knight and rrayvsoy Associaic
Editor Gretchen MeNeese. And belore movies came books:
cartoonist Flolkes vedoes some ol the classics with Ffractured
Ffiction. A used-book dealer from Oregon, Richard Kennedy,
some months back unearthed an old German tome on exercisc:
reciptioned and called Body English, it spools the currently
[ashionable study of body Linguage.

Bodies—and laces—beautiful are the prolessional province
of Contributing Photographer Mario Casilli, who wriple-threats
this month with Playmate Francine Parks and aciresses Alex-
andra Hay and Ratna Assan. Photographer David Chan under-
took a quite dilferent assignment with Be Our Guest, a parodic
how-to [or a flock ol potential rLAYBOY imitators. We sull think
the original is better. But we'll let you find out for yoursell.
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Minolta helps you
understand courage.

Smile at the challenges of everyday life. All it takes is a sense of
humor and a responsive camera to see the pictures that are evzrywhere,

If you have the insight, a Minolta SR-T could be the camera. This
is a 35mm reflex you'll be comfortable with frem the moment you pick it up.
It lets you concentrate on the picture, because the viewfinder shows all the
information needed for correct exposure 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 *‘fish-
eye" wide angle to super-telephoto.

Next time you see the funny side of life, be ready with a Minolta
SR-T. For more information, visit your photo dealer or write Minolta Corp.,
200 Park Ave. So., N.Y., N.Y."10003. In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., P.Q.

Minolta SR-T 101/Minolta SR-T 102
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When identified by a factory-sealed “M" tag, Minolta 35mm reflex c are war by Minali
o) delects in work hip and matenals for two years from date of purchase, excluding

p.
user-inflicted darmage. The camera will be serviced at no charge provided it is returned within the war-
ranty period, postpaid, securely packaged, including $2.00 for mailing, handling and insurance.
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Get all of what’s happening
on TDK high-MOL. cassettes

When you want to feel it as well as hear it. .. when you
want to capture all the emotion that goes into the music
.. . there’s only one way to go. Record it on one of TDK’s
new DYNAMIC-series cassettes.

Of all the cassettes on the market today, TDK EXTRA
DYNAMIC cassettes have the highest MOL (maximum
output level). This means you can record and play back
at higher levels without any audible distortion! You cap-
ture all the highs, all the lows, all the complex charac-

TDK's EXTRA DYNAMIC (ED), SUPER DYNAMIC (SD) and DYNAMIC (D)
casselles are available in 45, 60, 90, 120 (SD & D) and even 180-minute
(D only) lengths at quality sound shops and other fine stores.

teristics of “real-life” sound, even at blow-your-mind
levels, And without losing any of the overtones and har-
monics that gave the original session its richness, full-
ness and warmth.

For high-fidelity in its purest possible form .. . for sound
you feel as well as hear...discover the dynamic new
world of TDK. Ask for TDK's great new DYNAMIC-series
cassettes at quality sound shops and other fine stores

everywhere!
the new dynamic world of

TDK ELLECTRONICS CORP.
755 Easlgale Boulevard, Garden City, New York 11530
TOK ELECTROMNCS CO.LTD. = Tokyo

TOK ELECTROMNCS EUROPE GmbH « Dusseldor!




Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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tastes tremendous

IMPORTED HEINEKEN. IN BOTTLES, ON DRAFT AND DARK BEER.
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MAN'S FATE
Kudos to Richard Rhodes for his

Goodbye 1o Darlkest Africa (PLAYBOY.
November), one of the finest pieces ol in-
terpretive journalism that I have reind in
a long while. A sentence in his article—
“Man Dbegan in Alrica black. footloose
and  free’'—veminded me of o simila
statement expressed by paleontologist
Louis Leakev at a talk I atended several
vears ago. "_\l;m}' |)|.'u|11(3 have asked me,”
he said. “what Alrica ever save human
culture. They cie the contributions of
China, Greece aud Rome: whar did Afrvica
give us?” The doctor paused. then an-
swered, “Alrica gave us man.”

Hans Bertsch

Berkeley, Calilornia

Rhodes writes that the basic mecha-
nism ol evolution is random mutation,
implying that the living world consists of
nothing more—and nothing less—than
the results of purposcless accident. An-
other visitor 1o Olduvai Gorge had a dif-
[erent explanation. He was Teilhard de
Chardin, Jesuit Father and distinguished
French paleontologist. In his The Phe-
nomenon of Man. De Chardin wrote. “O[
cowrse there exists in living organisms
a sclective mechanism for the play of con-
sciousness. We have merely to look at our-
selves 1o perceive it—the nervous svstem.
... So let us atwempt to dassify living
beings by their degree of ‘cevebralization.
What happens: An order appears. - . .
Among the infinite modalities in which
the complication of lile is dispersed, the
differentiation of nervous tissue stands
out. its theory would lead us to expect, as
a signihcant transformation. It provides
a direction; and therefore it proves that
evolution has a direction.” As Shake-
speare might have said. this explanation
is, for me, nobler in the mind than
Rhodes's.

Casper M. Murphy
Tinley Park. Ilinois

Because of rravnov's wide circulation,
there is a danger that Rhodes’s ofthand
speculations might be accepted as facts.
Rhodes writes: “Migrating to colder cli-
mates, [man] lorestalled the evolution
ol body hair by inventing clothing and
taming fire; seeking larger game, he fore-
stalled the evoluwion of claws or ca-
nines by organizing hunting parties with

spears.”  First, man  didn’t “forestall™
anything. Rhodes’s speculation suggests
that if man had not invented clothing, he
would now be more hary. Mavbe so: but
man still 75 quite hairy. Besides, il you
compare man with the other mammals
who evolved under the broiling East Af-
rican sun, vou notice that hairlessness
(and light skin, as a mauer of fact) con-
stitutes a less successful evolutionary ad-
aptation among mammals than hairiness
and dark skin. Early man was hairy
because without the protection of hair or
pigmentation. he would have svnthesized
too much vitamin D under the mtense
tropical sun. The lighter skinned and less
hairy among our lorebears in Africa died
ofl sooner. Therelore, it cannot be said
that our lack of body hair is a successful
evolutionary adaptation. Light skin color
and hairlessness only appeared to be suc-
cessful adaptations when man moved 1o
the northern latitudes. There, sunlight is
less inmtense and. because healthy levels of
vitamin 1) were more olten than not main-
tained among those who were less hairy
and lighter skinned. the haivier and darker
skinned hegan to die out. Evidently, over
the long history of man. hairiness has
had mixed results as an adaptive mecha-
nism. But since it has not proved 10 be
necessary for survival of our specices, it has
been gradually diminished. But skin color
does vary greatlv in man and there's no
way in which evolution of cither skin
color or hair was lorestalled by the inven-
tion of clothes. Morcover, the organizing
of hunting parties did not suppress the
evolution ol canine teeth and claws.
Wolves, to cite but one example, also
hunt in parties and they have both -
nines and claws. Of course, unlike m:n.
wolves never carried spears. hut even
spears did not forestall canine develop-
ment. To this day, man retains substantial
canines. They are one of those leatures
that are diminishing in importance but
are still in our genetic code. As for claws
versus natls, Rhodes should have noted
that chimpanzees and most other pri-
mates, including man, have nails and not
claws. Nails are an evolutionary develop-
ment that has more o do with increased
tactile sensitivity at the ends of the digits
than the invention of hunting parties.
No, man did not forestall the evolution
ol body hair, claws and canines, as
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Playboy
presents

the wild,wild
West Indies

Only one of Jamaica’s many hotels has
swimming, boating, golf, tennis,
marvelous food, air conditioned rooms
and suites. And Bunnies.

It’s the same hotel (the only Jamaican
hotel) honored consistently with a
citation for spectacular entertainment:
both Playboy-style and Jamaican-style.

It's Jamaica’s after-dark hotel.
The Playboy Club-Hotel.

wild! .z‘.a‘

Sas¥

playboy club-horvel
AT ocho Rios - jamaica
For room reservations only at all Playboy

Club-Hotels and Hotels, call TOLL-FREE
(800) 621-1116. In Hlinois, call (312) PL 1-8100.
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Rhodes would have us believe. Claws
were selected before our species existed
and man has simply evolved beyond the
days when body hair and canines were so
important.

John C. Brower

State College, Pennsylvania

East Africa obviously offers much in
the study of man and in the abundance
and variety of its wildlife. Unfortunately,
I've just returned from a trip to East Af-
rica and, though I was impressed with its
wildlile, I was disturbed by the number
of tourists who are willing to go to East
Alfrica unprepared. If only they'd read
Rhodes’s Goodbye to Darkest Africa,
they could have better appreciated what
the region has to offer. Rhodes’s arricle
should be required reading for everyone
visiting Kenya and Tanzania.

Deirdre Womack
Bakershield, California

ARMA-DILLY
Congratulations on your fine Playboy
After Hours item Three Days at the
Armadillo Races (rLavboy, November)
concerning the Third First Annual Inter-
national Armadillo Confab and Exposi-
tion in Victoria, Texas. Although your
coverage is accurate, I find it isn’t com-
plete. For example, The Bull Durham
Roll-Off Contest was noteworthy not
only because folks rolled some fine home-
made cigarettes but because so few of the
contestants cared whether they won or
lost. (Must have been the filler they used
in their hand rolls.) And although your
reporter correctly noted that the winner
of The World Championship Armadillo
Throw was lost “in the excitement,” he
failed to report that the same fate be-
fell the winner of The Annual Yelling
Contest, the reason being that nobody
could hear the name of the winner with
all that yelling going on. Nevertheless, I
would like to take this opportunity to in-
vite you to join us for our First Second
Annual International Armadillo Confab
and Exposition, which I'm sure will in-
clude many new events along with many
new world's records.
John M. Young
Victoria, Texas

DEFENSE MECHANISMS
Bruce McCall's playful and stimulating

humor piece on military design, Project
Superscrooge (pLavnoy, November), sent
the tactician in me scunying to my
workshop. Congratulations on a funny
piece.

Bruce W. Lick

St. Paul, Minnesota

McCall goofed on the M-X “Mirror-
matic” VW-Powered Tank Float. If the
tank identification lettering U.s. ArRmy
were painted reversed, it would not, as
McCall writes, “show correctly in reflect-

ed mirror image.” After being rellected
off two mirrors, the reverse lettering
would still show up reversed.
Paul W. Porter
Chicago, Illinois
Our cockamamie ordnance expert says
he designed the “Mirrormatic” especially
for enemies who attack from the year.

Bruce McCall, in his Project Super-
scrooge, has a number of splendid, low-
cost ideas on how to keep our country’s
defense strong at a fraction of the cost.
The design for the “McBoing-Boing™
ICBM, however, could lead to huge hid-
den costs. I'm referring to his choice of a
giant “Gus Zernial” model fielder's glove
as a recovery vehicle. Zernial, a reallife
major-leaguer, had a good deal of diffi-
culty handling missiles shot his way. In
fact, during his 11-year career, he either
led the league in fielding errors or was
near the top in this category eight times.
A glove bearing Zernial’s name could
only mean expensive recovery blunders,
the cost of which would be passed along,
as usual, to the unsuspecting taxpayer.

Thomas R. Ellis
East Lansing, Michigan

CHASIN’ MASON
Sam Merrill's superb personality por-
trait of Mason Hoffenberg in Mason Hof-
fenberg Gets In a Few Licks (pLAYBOY,
November) brightened an otherwise un-
eventful day. Merrill's insights into the
lives of the members of The Band and
news of Bob Dylan only add to the arti-
cle’s excellence. Well done, one and all.
Randy W. Frey
Kent, Ohio

So that’s what happened to Hoffen-
berg. I was beginning to have my doubts
as to whether there ever was a Hoften-
berg. I even thought he might he some
clever comic character created by Terry
Southern who somehow didn’t get into
any of his books. Then your November
issue arrived, and now I know that it was
Southern who was invented by Holfen-
berg! I hope that you continue your miss-
ing-person journalism and that Mason
keeps body and soul together long
enough to finish the “funny dope book™
of which he spoke. Write. Mason.

John Guido Geirland
San Pedro, California

I think it only [air you realize that the
identity crisis of Mason Foffenberg (if,
indeed, that is his name) and kis fan-
tasyville existence were at full cry and
whack-off before he encountered yours
truly or, for that matter, most of the
other people he refers to in Merrill's arti-
cle. In fact, the one thing that rings true
in the article is what is implicit in the
title phrase “gets in a few licks"—the
licks being the jerk-off and self-delusion
he’s been into for the past 20 years. All

the rest, to put it at its most generous, is
sheer bullshit.
Terry Southern
East Canaan, Connecticut
Southern, of course, is the co-author of
“Candy.”

SMOKE AND FIRE
Michael S. Lasky's November article
on cigars, A New Leaf, was both excel-
lent and informative. But, il I may, I'd
like to offer a few additions and correc-
tions. The band on the cigar originally
did have a function beyond keeping a
lady’s fingers clean; bands used to hold
together the wrapper on handmade ci-
gars. Incidentally, cigar lore has had
more to do with ladies than just their
fingers. In years gone by, cigar smokers
were urged to smoke some Caribbean
brands that were “rolled between the
naked thighs of dusky maidens.” Com-
bustible as that come-on is, I regret to
say, there is still only one proper way to
light a good cigar, and that is with a
wooden match. Fluid or gas lighters,
cardboard matches and $20 bills, while
convenient or flashy, only pollute the
cigar with foul aromas. And, spedkmg ol
foul odors, the best way to minimize
them when you are through with the
smoke is to extinguish it, as Lasky notes,
by letting it expire rather than by stamp-
ing it out. The process of terminating a
cigar can be aided, however, by blowing
a puft of air back through the cigar, then
placing the remains in an ashtray, angled
with the ash end pointing up. This sim-
ple operation will greatly minimize foul
odors and is a far more civilized way of
bidding adieu to a friend that has per-
formed well.
Lt. Harries-Clichy Peterson, Jr.,
U.S. M. C.
Quantico, Virginia

Rudyard Kipling did say, “A woman is
only a woman, but a good cigar is a
smoke.” But if he’d only seen actress-
Playmate Anne Randall, who was fea-
tured in your pictorial accompanying A
New Leaf, he'd never have opened his
mouth. My compliments also to photog-
rapher Mario Casilli, one of the best in
the land. Never before have I seen such
beauty as Miss Randall’s. From the soul,
gentlemen, thank you.

Steven A. Mitchell
Crailshiem, West Germany

BOORBY PRIZE

V. S. Pritchett ought to get a Nobel
Prize himself for timeliness with his
essay The Ignoble Nobel (pLavpoy, No-
vember). The Nobel committee’s ding-
bat move to give Secretary of State Henry
Kissinger the peace prize pretty much
proves Pritchett’s point. Of course, the
real reason Kissinger got the peace prize
has nothing to do with peace but, rather,
with politics, precisely the kind of poli-
tics that moves Pritchett to decry the
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selection process for the literature prize.
As he points out, pressure campaigns
(such as Nixon's nominating himself) and
wheeling-dealing have nothing to do
with enduring literature. Neither have
they anything to do with peace.

Jerry Greenberg

Glens Falls, New York

Pritchett calls the awarding of the
Nobel Prize for literature to John Stein-
beck for The Grapes of Wrath “a gen-
erous mistake.” Would that Pritchett
could write something that would result
in a similar mistake.

Mark Raplan
Portland, Oregon

SKIN SHOW
Robert L. Green's fashion feature The
Skin Game (pLAYBOY, November) is great.
But where can I find that great jewelry
worn by the girls?
Janice Coswell
Derrott, Michigan
Kit Hamilton’s jewelry designs can be
seen—and acquived—at Certain Some-
thing, Chicago.

DICKEY DELIVERS
Your interview with James Dickey
(pLAvBOY, November) is excellent. 1 am
able 1o relate to his ideas not so much be-
cause of the way I am but because of
what 1 am striving to be.
Lloyd Meyer
Tigard, Oregon

On at least one point, Dickey reveals
himsell to be a hvpacrite. In your inter-
view, he inveighs against the habit some
pocts have of vililying one another. “I
don’t want to indulge in literary battles,”
he says. Yet, in the very next exchange
with your interviewer, he clanns fellow
poet Robert Bly “has an inferior intelli-
gence and no imagination at all.” In
1968, Bly was awarded the National
Book Award for poetry. In subsequent
years, his work has won him considerable
following on the campus and among pro-
fessional poets. Critics have singled out
Bly's writing for its forcefulness and imag-
ination, and Dickey’s entirely unsubstan-
tiated personal attack is in poor taste.

Garry S. Herzog
Ardmore, Pennsylvania

It was refreshing and enlightening to
read your interview with Dickey, a suc
cessful poet still among the living.

Roval McGowan
Springficld, Ohio

LOW-PRICED SPREAD

I have just finished reading Larry
Siegel's pavodv Last Polka in Albania
(PLaveoy, November). I found Albania
excellent except for its ending, where
Marlon Brando dies of a broken heart
after discovering that Maria Schneider
has smeared hersell with margarine in-

stead of burter. Neither Brando nor
Siegel should have been so appalled.
After all, everything's better with Blue
Bonnet on it.
Albert Delgado
Louisville, Kentucky

As a former citizen of Tirana, Albania,
I certainly had to admire the way in
which Siegel captured the bhittersweet
contrast of quaint hospitality and cosmo-
politan raunchiness so apparent to the
thousands of Westerners who annually
visit my dear home town. But, loath as I
am to do it, I must chastise Sicgel for in
troducing a glaring improbability into
his final scene. Anyone who profes
knowledge of the Communist countries
should know that for several years, nur-
garine has been outlawed in all of
them—Albania included—as part of an
“Imperial™-istic plot.

WS

Ross R. Whitney
Austin, Texas

HANG-UP

A photo caption in Sex in Cinema—
1973 (rraysoy, November) incorrectly
identifies the blonde actress pictured in
a scene from Hangup as Marki Bey. I'm
Marki Bey and I star in Hangup, and,

as you can see, there’s no way the blonde
in your photo is me.
Marki Bey
Los Angeles. Calilornia
The actress shown in “Sex in Cinema™
is Mikel James. In addition, the actor in
that photo, incorrectly identified as Wil-
liam Elliott, is Bob Delegall. Well, at
least we got the name of the mouvic right.

TEN YEARS—AND COUNTING
Garry Wills’s Ten Years After (LAY BOY,
November). which commemorates the
tenth anniversary of John F. Kennedy's
death, attests to how [ashionable it has
become to rvip J.F.K. and his Admin-
istration. Granted, Kennedy made mis-
takes, but I'm sure I'm not alone when
I say that he was a statesman ol the
highest order and the only real President
we have had since Franklin D. Roosevelt.
In street language, J.F.K. had balls, both
as a man and as a President. This rare
quality still sets him head and shoul-
ders above the political hacks who have

coveted—and achieved—the Presidency
since his murder. It was with a deep and
profound sense of loss, therelore, that I
approached the tenth anniversary of his
death. And that loss was exacerbated by
the frustration of knowing that the per-
petrators of the conspiracy that carried
out his murder still walk the streets in
freedom.
John F. Kennedy—ten years after, 1
still mourn you.
J. B. Ervin
Muncie, Indiana

My father once told me, “Roosevelt
proved that a man could overcome any
obstacle and become President. Truman
proved that anvone could be clected
President. And Eisenhower proved that
we could get along without one.” As
for Kennedy: At least he didn’t pull the
boners of the current Administration.

Jerrie Rexroat
Fort Worth, Texas

In his opinion piece, Wills assails Presi-
dent Kennedy [or not being liberal
cnough by today’s standards. That may
be true, but the Kennedy Administra-
tion, by passing such measures as the
Trade Expansion Act, the Peace Corps.
the Mental Health and Mental Retarda-
tion Acts and by signing the Nuclear
Test Ban Treaty, established a progres
sive record that others might envy. More
than this, though, was the feeling then of
contfidence in our nation’s leaders, our-
sclves and our future. Such sentiments
are sadly lacking now. Hans Morgen-
thau, who is certainly no devotec of the
Kennedys, has written of the brothers:
“That intellectual and emotional aware-
ness of the distance between the actual
conditions of American life and what
they ought to be set [the Kennedys]
apart . . . from their contemporary ri
vals. For that alone, they have earned the
gratitude of their countrymen, and no
myths are needed to evoke or deepen it.”

Robert Thompson
College Park, Maryland

Wills writes that his insights into the
Kennedy era came to him, in part,
through the practice of “Monday-morn-
ing quarterbacking.” His essay illustrates
how such a method leaves something to
be desired, especiallv when he cites Khru-
shchev as “the real hero of the [Cuban
Missile] crisis.” Wills would be wise to
consider these few words from Kennedy's
commencement speech o Yale Uni-
versity on June 11, 1962: “Let us not
engage in the wrong argument at the
wrong time between the wrong people in
the wrong country—while the real prob-
lems ol our own time grow and multiply,
fertilized by our neglect.”

Sean Mullin
Newton, Massachusetts
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Yes, its true'— no matter what kind of record
or tape buyer you are ... whether you buy
regularly or just occasionally during the
year.. you can now join the Columbia
Record & Tape Club under the membership
plan that best suits your music needs!

Membership Plan No. 1. .if you join under
this plan. you may have ANY 13 of these
records or tapes—all 13 for only $1.97 .Just
fill in the application provided here and
mail it in an envelope. together with your
check or money order for $1 .97 as payment.
In exchange. you agree to buy just ning
more selections (at regular Club prices)
dunng the coming two years.. .and you
may cancel your membership at any hime
after doing so

Membership Plan No. 2. . .if youre an oc-
casional buyer. thus trial membership plan
15 ideal for you. Just mail the application,
together with only $1.00—and you may
have ANY 5 of these records or tapes. In
exchange, you agree to buy just four maore
selections [at regular Club prices) during
the coming year ..and you may cancel
.membership any time after doing so

Your own charge account will be gpened
upon enroliment. The seleclions you order
as a member will be mailed and billed at
the regular Club prices: cartridges and cas-
selles, $6.98: reel-1o-reel tapes, $7 98; rec-
ords, $4.98 or $5 98— plus processing and
postage. [Occasional special selections
may be somewhat higher.}

You may accepl or reject selections as fol-
lows: every four weeks {13 times a year)
you will receive a new copy of the Club’'s
music magazine. which describes the Se-
lection of the Month fer each musical in-
terest . plus hundreds of alternate selec-
tions from every field of music. in addition,
about four times a year we will offer some
special selections {usually at a discount off
regular Club prices). A response card will
always be enclosed with each magazine.

..if you do not wan! any selection offered,
just mail the response card provided by
the date specified.

..it you want only the Selection oif the
Month for your musical interest. do noth-
ting—it will be shipped autematically.

..if you want any of the other selections
offered, just order them on the response
card and mail it by the date specified.

You will always have at least 10 days in
which to make a decision. If for any reason
you do not have 10 days in which to decide.
you may return the reqular selection at our
expense and receive full credit for it,

You'll be eligible for cur bonus plan upon
completing your enrollment agreement

a plan which enables you to save at least
33% on all your tuture purchases. Act now!

if the application is missing, please
write to: Columbia Record & Tape Club
Dept. 1WV, Terre Haute, Indiana 47608
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Bloodhound.

What’s red, has Smirnoff in it
and is served in a tall glass?
Think you know? Suppose
we add it’s easy to make and
it has a nut-like taste instead
of a spicy one? Still confident?
Well, evenwewere fooled .

when somebody served us To make N d
whatappearedtobeaBloody poucr) ;T;g ois. ofgmirr?ct‘f?
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lttle dry sherry. We're calling o e
it the Bloodhound.So nobody 5"""“’1‘(
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e have it on unimpeachable author-
"\]'il.)r that the phrase cover gir], when
translated into classical Arabic, becomes
“woman of the foreskin.”

Ease up on the New _]011r11:|1i5111,
please: Ontario’s Peterborough Exam-
iner reports that during a showing of Last
Tango in Paris, “a 67-year-old physician
suffered a eceee oeeel eeee hrd tin ctaine
watching the movie. . . . He died on the
way to the hospital.”

An Ohio hobbyist publication offers a
collection of nude pz:imings on sramps,
“a total of 24 picces . . . all fully ready to
be mounted.”

.

The Dolomites, 2 kind of Austro-Ital-
ian version of the Catskills, never had
much of a reputation as a funky vacation
area, but all that may change soon,
thanks to Britain’s Spectator magazine.
The editors published a sampling of let-
ters from Dolomite innkeepers advising
prospective tourists what 1o expect.
Among the proniised features were “two
rooms with a vulgar balcony and excom-
municating doors” and a convenient ncar-
by village, where “you can buy jolly
memorials for when you pass away.”
There were also “scalding aqueducts in
the litter rooms” and a list of room
“prizes” from one innkecper, who added,
“If I am dear to you and your mistress,
she could perhaps be reduced.” But four
of the letters are clearly more informative
than the rest, and we reprint them in full:

Honoured:
I am amazing diverted by your en-
treaty for a room. 1 can offer you a

commaodious Chamber with balcony
imminent to the romantic gorge and
hope you want to drop in. A viva-
cious streamn washes my doorsteps, so
do not concern yourself that I am not
to good in bath: Also, I am superb
in bed. As for cuisine my wile is
an unapproachable tyrant of the
kitchen. Partty of fungus a specialty:
Enjoy it, rest in peace.

For the youthful personages there
are alluring ways, wild life, rustic

revelries: very good hospital only 50
miles away. My charges are so
changeable to be all you can aflord.
I shall myself be strenuous for you
and my wife will mimic me. A sati-
ated puest wrote: “I will never to
visit other stranger countrysides.”
Listening attentively for you.
Dear Sir!
I am very pleasing to retort to Your
Asking for my Hotel. I am happy
that I am empty in the upstairs com-
partment from 23st to 5st. . . . You
will be agreeable that in view of the
Services my Figure 1s highly modest.
There are hot and cold Waters run-
ning on every Floors. If you are wish-
ing a Pension, one can order it. . ..
Sorrowfully I cannot abide your
Auto, but Oberflockigs Autowork
can put up with it.

If you will come here you will be
certainly arrested by the local beauty.
My wife and 1 will be always at at-
tention. We will make your duration
so dear as possibly. Your humble
and expectant
Servantl
Dear Sir or Madam,

Having freshly taken over the prop-
erty of this notorious house, 1 am

A North Carolina community was
up in arms over the establishment of
an all-girl massage parlor within the
town limits. Conscientious reporters
did a bit of on-thespot investigating
and found that it was, indeed, that
kind of massage parlor. Name of the
community: Horneytownn.

wishful that you remove to me your
esteemed costume. Standing amongst
savage scencry, the hotel offers stu-
pendous revelations. There is a
french widow in every bedroom,
affording deliteful prospects! 1 give
personal look to the interior wants
of each guest. Here you shall be well
fed-up and agreeably drunk! Having
once sampled our fooding, you will
surely wish to enlarge your stays.
Numerous bedrooms! Full drain-
age! Our charges for weakly visitors
are scarcely creditable! Peculiar ar-
rangements for gross parties! Our
motto is ever “Serve You Right!™

Dear Madame,

I am honorable to accept your im-
possible request. Unhappy it is I here
have not bedroom with bath. A bath-
room with bed I have. I can though
give you a washing with plcasure in
a most clean spring with no person
to see. 1 insist that you will like this.

Your question also to receive beds
for twins. For this I have grate seck-
ing made without O.K. As well from
the Postmeister because the wife to
this man gives him many childs. This
man admits no knowledge about beds
for twins. Part of you may sleep in
this place while your extras at the
Postmeister po. It is only throwing
a stone away.

All must eat in this haus the cheap-
est food. The fish your man hopes
to catch is always in the stream.
Hoping to do you.

Yours fully faithful.

Tony Appleton, of Dover, England, set
what is surely a record by sailing across
the English Channel in a four-poster bed.
“The French people on the beach were
amazed when I chugged ashore,” he mod-
estly told a U. P. 1. reporter. The 21-mile
n'ip took hve hours, assisted by an out-
board motor.

More shameful permissiveness on TVI
Listing for a late movie in the Chicago
Sun-Times: “Stolen Hours—10:30 par.—
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IT’S TOUGH MAKING A DISHONEST BUCK

It may have something to do with
the way those guys in the White House
kept breaking the law with such daz-
zling incptitude, but we think we've
spotted a national wend. While the
competition from Washington was,
admittedly. preuy siiff (when those
two missing tapes made a splash last
November, one White House aide
couldn’t take it any longer: “Jesus, we
can’t even bug : = =
oursetves right!™),
there were exam- g
ples elsewhere §
ol strange im-
proprieties and
klutzy  wrong-
doing worthy of atten-
tion in their own right.
In Franklin, Tennessce.
a man was arrested for drmnken driv-
ing and taken to the station house.
With a ruelul smile. he told police that
other people had also had the same
mistaken impression about him in the
past: Whenever he ate black-cyed peas
or corn on the cob, he explained, his
breath smelled as il he'd been drink-
ing. The officers listened patiently but
decided to press charges when the man
fell out of his chair.

-

An FBI agent investigating a Man-
hattan bank holdup asked a teller to
describe the robber. The teller looked
around and pointed at a customer
standing in line. “He looked a lot like
that man,” she said. A pause. Then she
remarked, “You know, I believe it is
the same man.” The agent waited be-
hind him in line. As the man reached
the window, he passed the teller
another robbery mnote. The agent
tapped him on the shoulder and ar-
rested him.

&

A burglar who broke into an apart-
ment in Preston, England. was appar-
ently weary from the night's rounds,
because he was discovered the next
morning by the owner of the apart-
ment—asleep in bed. He was sen-
tenced to 18 months.

4

Two gunmen who had robbed a
Holiday Inn in Chicago were arrested
after one of them ran at full tilt into
some wire screening and the other
shot himself in the leg.

Two reputed Mafia gunmen in
Brooklyn were holding a man in the
front seat of a car who had defaulted
on his payments to a loan shark. They
drew their guns and pointed them at
the man, who was siting between

them. Four shots were fired, but the
intended victim escaped with a nick
in the shoulder; both mafiosi sus-
tained serious gunshot wounds.

A roundup of unusual crimes in
the London Sunday Times lists thefts
of a beach in the Canary Islands.
where sand is at a premium: a street in
Bradford. England,
where paving stonces
are in great demand:
" a house in South
London, which disappeared
in 1971 and hasn’t been
seen since: and a railway sta-
ton in Yorkshire, which

“melted away” over
a two-month period.

Benny Melton put
on a stocking mask at
SN 9:40 in the morning,
pulled a gun from his pocket and
rushed the [ront door of the Bank of
America building in Los Angeles, at-
tempting to push open the door with
his shoulder. The door didn’t give and
Benny bounced back into the arms ol a
security guard. A visitor to Calilornia,
Benny was annoved: “In North Caro-
lina, the banks open at nine!” he said,
In LA, lllcy open at temn.

Joe Sherlock of Belmont, Califor-
nia, phoned his wife and asked her to
pick him up at San Mateo County
Jail, where he was being held for
drunken driving. On her way over,
she was arrested for drunken driving,.

Police in Sherman, Texas. discov-
cred a 65-year-old man rummaging
through a downtown garbage basket.
Asked what he was doing, the man re-
plied that he was an undercover agent
for the Watergate affair and was look-
ing for bloodstains. He explained that
he also owned a 1.000,000-acre ranch
in Oklahoma, where he raised ele-
phants. Police ordered the man o go
home, but he advised them that they
owed him $300 [or taking up so much
of his time,

-

Finally, as if to clinch our Water-
gate suspicions, a U.P.1. dispatch
poinis out that late last August., both
Kennedy and Nixon were charged
with burglary in Boston Municipal
Court, while on the same day, Truman
was being sentenced for cashing a
forged check. Roger Kennedy and
Philip Nixon pleaded innocent, but
Ed Truman was given a six-month
suspended sentence.

Susan Hayward stars in a remake of Beue
Davis’ classic rearjerker Dark Victory.”

This we have to see: According to
Maine's Portland Press Herald, the wine
steward at a local hotel is a stunning 22-
year-old girl who “does her cock-popping
in hotpants and knee-length boots.”

RECORDINGS

Two of the most happily public lovers
around, Kris Kristofferson and Rita Cool-
idge, seem also to be most publicly happy.
They share some of their joy on Full Moon
(A&M), a delightful excursion into vari-
ous modes of country-and-western, folk.
pop. even one quasi-Mexican number. Al
though Rita can sing rings around Kuris,
their duets have a lot of charm. With an
outstanding group of backup musicians
and a good selection of tmes—by Paul
Williams. Bobby Charles, Kris and oth-
ers—the album offers glimpses into a rare,
musically rewarding relationship.

Marvin Gaye has made an extraordi-
nary career out of relatively few albums,
almost no public appearances, a tough-
minded attitude toward his music and a
dedication to quality. His albums sell
like crazv, and the new one. Let's Get It
On (Tamla), is no exception. This is im-
peccably performed soul music, irre-
pressibly erotic. Savs Gaye: I wanted to
make some sort of strong, funky state-
ment on sex and love. Something that
people could listen o and get in closer
touch with sex and love and sensuality.”
While sex has always been a staple of soul
music. its treatment has generally been
mannered and stylized. tailored o the
musical lformat. On this disc, Gaye has
turned all that around and made the mu-
sical values serve his message, which is, as
he suggests, to get people in touch with

their feelings. Theae's a considerable
range of [ecling (and music)—from
the totally frank sexuality ol You Sure
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THE ITALIAN MARTINL

Use a couple of drops of
anisette instead of vermouth,
and the perfect martini gin,
Seagrams Extra Dry.
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Seagram’s Extra Dry. =
The Perfect Martini Gin.

24 Seagram Distillers Company. New York, N.Y. 90 Proof, Distilled Dry Gin. Distilled from American Grain.

Love to Ball to the wistful, upper-register
reminiscence of fust to Keep You Satis-
fied. Every song is carelully modulated
and arranged and masterfully sung. We
hope Marvin, as one ol his titles has it,
can Keep Gettin® It On.

OF Blue Eyes Is Back (Reprise) announces
to the world that Frank Sinatra, friend
of veeps and master of songs, has re-
turned o showbiz. We wouldn’t eall his
unretiremertt album a complere success,
but there are enough uncommonly attrac-
tive cuts to more than satisly those who
have bemoaned his absence [rom the
musical scene. Producer Don Costa and
conductor  Gordon  Jenkins share the
charting chores. Joe Raposo is the favored
songwriter this outing, with lour of the
nine songs, including two beauties—
There Used to Be a Ballpayk and Noah.
T'he top song, however. is Kris Kristoffer-
son's Nobody Wins. which Sinawa makes
his very own, mimparting an aura of world-
weariness that is his hallmark. He also
applies that o Siephen  Sondheim's
Send in the Clowns, from A Litile
Night Music, 1o stunning effect. There
are a couple of tunes that shou'd be dis-
missed as pretentious bores, but those
can be overlooked as minor Haws on a
major new LP.

A gentleman who once tnned out a
lovely album with Sinatra has his own
ine LP, Jobim (MCA). Antonio Carlos
Jobim is probably the best composer
(Gato Barbieri notwithstanding) o have
wended his way north from Latin Ameri
ca. Jobim, of course, was catapulted 1o
fame with the bossa-nova aaze and has
since proved his staying power. This ses-
ston was  charted  and  conducted by
Claus Ogerman, who has a nice feel lor
the Latin-American idiom. There is some
music Jobim did [or movie sound tracks.
and the marvelous Jobim tune Agnas de
Margo that leads off the LP, with Jobim
doing the lyries in Portuguese. and caps it
with Jobim singing them in English. His
singing voice is that very appealing Bra
zilian half whisper. Another Brazilian
composer-performer of immense talents
is Baden Powell. Canto on Guiter (BASF |
MPS), recorded in Germany, fills two LPs
with lots of Powell compositions and a
wonderful display of his extraordinary
guitar work, Several of the best tunes are
uot his, however—Jobim's Dindi, Vini
cius de Moraes’ Euridice from Black
Orplicus, Edu Lobo's Reza and the Kern-
Hammersicin classic Al the Things You
Are. Except for a flute on four of the
tracks, Powell has only a rhythm section
for company, but that'’s all he needs, A
superlative album, Riding the crest of his
Last Tango in Paris sound-rack music,
Gato Barbieri is a hot recording name.
The Argentine composer-leader—tenor
man is currently offering Bolivia (Flving
Dutchman), on which he shares billing
with that fine pianist Lonniec Liston



Smith. Also on hand to add driving Lauin-
American rhythms is percussionist Airto
Moreira. In addition to his tenor work,
Barbieri tosses in some impressive [luting
and a couple of vocals that are nothing to
be ashamed of. His compositions, which
form the bulk of the album, display a vi
tality and an eclecticism that make him
one of the most interesting composcrs
around.

“I pissed ot alter I'd slept oll the
comedown. I got me suit cleaned at the
automat and spent two howrs l)l't‘\.-iiu_s;
the pissing thing. It never did look quite
vight.” Thus Jimmy, the sad-ass casualty
of family, society, culture and gencs in
The Who's watery parable Quadrophenia
(Track). This whopping indiciment ol
lower-middle-class British life 15 the most
mteresting and coherent work the group
has ever done, including Tommy. Four
musical themes represent Jimmy's char-
acter, as well as each member ol the
four-man Who. Jimmy offers his story in
a prose autcbiographical sketch, and the
music and lyrics Hesh our the details and
amplify his feelings. Hung up with pills
(“leapers™), sex. fighting, clothes and his
Vespa, the only trath in his life is the
pull of the sea, the reliefl of the rain. Nom-
imatlly, Jimmy's story is about a seemingly
pointless wip to Brighton that leads 1o a
weird revelation ol what his lile 1s all
about on a rock out in the sea. His Eather
called him schizophrenic: he knows bet-
ter, he's split four ways, “quadrophenic.”
The music gives us [lashes ol nsight, dra
mitically, into this charicter, and it's
powerful enough o carry through on s
own. The symbolic suggestions through-
out don’t intrnde but deepen both the
search and the despair that Peter Town-
shend and The Who have brilliantly
rendered.

SPORTS

Recently, we learned that the most
aindly anticipated croic coent in Lan-
sing, Michigan, is the annual football
game between the Pigs and the Freals.
More than 35,000 advance tickels were
purchased for last October’s meecting of
teams fielded by the Fraternal Ovder of
Police, Capitol City fodge 141, and the
local hippie community.

Lansing is a city of some 130,000 mostly
solid citizens who often feel beset by the
vsihle and vocal 40000 studenis in Easl
Lansing. Espectally ominous is the lmse
hippie community, ltving in dilapidated

Fictorian houses acvoss Grand  River
Avenue from the main campus.
In 1970, acrimony beticeen the flower

childven and (he local police evupted
when a pick-up football game was busi-
ed. Restawrateur Chuck Rose, a spokes-
man for the Freaks, challenged Deputy
Sheviff Mike Harringlon to a full-dress
gridivon confrontation between the two

The Soft Smoke.
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hostile groups. The three annual games
since then have been barn-burners, each
decided with less than two minutes to
play. Before the 1973 meeting, the sevies
stood al lwo to one in favor of the
Freaks, and reports of feverish prepara-
tions prompted us o dispalch our fool-
ball expert Anson Mount to see what
was going on. Herewith his all-points
bulletin:

A sun-bleached October afternocon,
the smell of burning leaves in the air, an
autumnal haze on the far horizon; a 43-
man Pig squad, the sartorial elegance of
their red-and-white uniforms topped off
by helmets emblazoned with fierce-
visaged swine, trotted onto the Tartan-
turf of Michigan State University's
Spartan Stadium while 20.000 suraights in
the west stands cheered.
As the Pigs were

warming up with precision drills. the
Freaks shuffled raggedly out of the con-
crete tunnel ar the north end ol the field.
The crowd in the east stands, rivaling
Ringling Bros.” best precircus parade, ex-
ploded in cheers.

Led by wwo cheerleaders in granny
dresses, the Freaks wore uniforms—dved
approximately black—that were obvious
discards from the university athletic de-
partment: their helmer emblems were
large marijuana  leaves. Indeed, the
night before, a corpulent former Pig
player, explaining his team’s previous
[rustrating deleats, told us over a bourbon
and root beer, “We didn’t know what to
expect before the first game, and they
breathed in our faces. I we hadda been
wearing gas masks, we woulda stomped
‘em. By God, next year we put in a spe-
cial rule. Hell, even at the wrack you ain't
supposed to dope the horses.”

The Freaks insisted on a special game
rule of their own: Tackling a runner by
grabbing the hair hanging out of his
helmer would draw the same penalty as
grabbing a face mask. Another special
rule decreed that any game ending in a
tic would be settled by a sudden-death
fifth period.

Stories abound concerning the Pigs’
laborious annual preparations, the rela-
tively relaxed preparations of the Freaks
and the frustrating ill luck that always
stalks the Pigs during the games. Chiel
Pig Mike Harrington told us, “We're al-
ways in far beuer physical shape than
they are. We're bigger, faster, better
coached and much better organized. But
they always luck out some way.”

“We got more spirit. We want to win
‘cause we want to kick some Pigs’ asscs.

God is on our side,” explained Freak
fullback O. C. Wilson, a big black ele-
gantly dressed dude who tools around
town in a Buick deuce-and-a-quarter and
whose regular occupation, he told us, is
“not doin” much.”

The start of the game was delayed by
officials beciuse of huge waffic jams
around the stadium. The Freaks won
the coin flip and chose o kick off. It
was immediately apparent that the Pigs
were the far better team. The Pig quar-
terback, an agent Irom the Lansing FBI
office, was a sharp passer and an elusive
scrambler. But a series of inopportune
Pig miscues kept the first quarter score
less. Half- way through the second

quarter, the Pigs drove to
° the Freak 15-yard line belore
3 stalling. Theysettled lor a field goal.

Two minutes before the end of the first

half, Freak defensive tackle John

Garland, whose potbelly hung six inches
over his belt buckle, fell on a Pig half-
back, nearly smothering him and caus-
ing him to cough up the ball. Garland
recovered the fumble, then tried abor-
tively to turn a cart wheel while running
gleelully off the ficld. With the help of
a passiinterference penalty, the Freaks
worked the ball down to the Pig four-
vard line, where, on fourth down. with
goal 1o go and one second lelt on the
clock, a wing-back reverse failed. The
half ended, Pigs 3-Freaks (.

In the Freak dressing room, head
coach Gary Bredahl, weeping with rage,
mercilessly  chewed out the oflensive
linemen. They were contrite. Blocking
assignments were changed and offensive
tactics readjusted. Meanwhile, Pig head
coach Chuck Ginther was redesigning
his puntrerurn tactics, because he had
noticed that on each ol the five occa
sions when the Freaks punted, they had
only ten men on the field. This pattern
persisted  throughout the second halk.
The Freaks never noticed and had two
punts blocked. *“Those assholes all went
to college and they can’t even count,”
sniffed Pig tackle Bill Renfrew who, at
41. was the oldest player on the field.

Although the Freak offensive line was
much improved in the third quarter, the
Pigs still dominated. A Pig ficld-goal at-
tempt, way oft target, was fielded two
yards inside the end zone by Freak tail-
back Al Miller, who then dashed for the
opposite side line. The Pig ream, assum-
ing the ball was dead, momentarily
relaxed. Before they realized what was

going on, Miller was headed down the
far side line and was still gaining speed
when he crossed the goal line.

The east stands erupted. The extra-
point attempt was ridiculous. and the
score was Freaks 6-Pigs 3. Thousands of
mitches were struck in the Freak cheer-
ing scction and soon the entire east side
of the stadium smelled like a burning
rope factory.

Another Pig field goal tied the score
66, but neither tecam could move the
ball during the last five minutes, largely
because the bedlam from both cheering
sections made the quarterbacks’ signals
inaudible.  After the regular game
ended, the officials decreed a ten-minute
rest period before the sudden-death
play-off. The Freaks won the toss and
chose to receive. The Pigs tried an on-
side Kick that failed, giving the Freaks the
ball near mid-field. A pass-interference
penalty and three furious fullback
plunges by O. C. Wilson put the ball on
the Pig 20-yard line. The Freak coaches
decided to try for a gamewinning field
goal, but therein lay a quandary: The
regular Freak field-goal kicker had been
dismissed from the squad a few days
carlier for failure to show up for practice.

Olfensive tackle Roy O'Dell was cho-
sen to awempt the kick. It was strict-
ly a bottom-of-the-barrel choice, hecause
O'Dell had never in his life wied to
kick a ficld goal, even in practice. The
snap [rom center was perfect. The kick
was high, limp and waobbly. It came
down on the crossbar of the goal posts—
and rolled over. As the releree threw his
arms in the air signaling the score, the
east stands went totally berserk. Bodies
were thrown in the air. Twenty thou-
sand shrieking celebrants poured onto
the field. O'Dell lay on the turf kicking
and gigeling hysterically while his team-
mates pummeled him and smothered
him with wet Kisses.

During the aflter-game party for both
squads at Chuck Rose’s restaurant,
brotherly love Howed like champagne.
Rose glowed like a light bulb. “You
know,” he told us, “there hasn't been a
single nasty conlrontation between our
kids and cops since the series started.”

Most of the Pig squad and their wives
departed for a beer-and-polka party at
Saint Gerard's parish hall, where Danny
Thomas, who had flown in [rom Holly-
wood, accepred a check for more than
$10,000, the gate receipts, for Saint ] ude’s
Children’s Research Hospital.

Meanwhile, the Freaks' party, gather-
ing momentum, had moved to O. C.
Wilson's apartment. In the parking lot
outside, two young toughs, armed with
bicycle chains and other assorted hard-

qare, attacked Freak assistant coach Pat
Long and game hero O'Dell. Long
and O'Dell were busy wiping up the pave-
ment with the two louts when police
cars, flashing and yelping, came from
all directions. Seeing how well things
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286. CROMWELL: The Lord Protector
By Antonia Fraser. A fresh look at the
controversial strong-man who whipped
medieval England into the modern
world. $12.50/%8.75

TRIAL MEMBERSHIP IN THE HISTORY BOOK CLUB

= 9 yolumes = 4924 pages
= 6870 documents & 43 Lincoln
photographs, engravings and manuscript facsimiles

From the collection of Clarence Heay

THE HISTORY BOOK CLUB

Please enroll me as a trial member and send me the $115 COL-
LECTED WORKS OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN plus the book
whose number ['ve entered here:

Bill the LINCOLN set at $5.95 for all nine volumes and my
other book at the low member's price—plus modest shipping
charges. Within two weeks, 1 may return the books at your ex-
pense and owe nothing. Or T will take four more books within a
year, always at reduced member's prices plus shipping. There-
after, I may resign at any time.

Stamford, Conn. 06904

Print Name

Address___

City. State Zip

In Conoda: Mall to The History Tlook Club. 10 Overlen Blvd.,

Toronto MAH 1AG, Ontorio PL 04L

A note on how the Club works: Every four weeks, you receive
our Review and a dated reply card. rﬁ you want the Editors®
Choice, do nothing: the book will come automatically. To order
a different book or no book, return the card by specified date,
You will have at least 10 days to make your choice—but if you
should get an unwanted book because of late mail, we guarantee
relurn postage.
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AT LAST A RECORD & TAPE CLUB WITH
NO “OBLIGATIONS”— ONLY BENEFITS
Yes, take your choice of ANY 6 STEREO LPs or ANY 5 STERED TAPE
CARTRIDGES or CASSETTES shown here—worth up to $41.88—FOR ONLY
99¢ when you join Record Club of America for low $5 Lifetime Member-
ship fee. Absolutely NO OBLIGATION to buy anything ever! This is JUST
AN INTRODUCTION to the kind of GIANT SAVINGS you can enjoy everyday
FROM THE INSTANT YOU JOIN. Because we are not OWNED. .. NOT CON-
TROLLED...NOT SUBSIDIZED by any record or tape manufacturer any-
where, yout always get the world’s lowest prices—GUARANTEED DISCOUNTS
UP 70 81%—on records and tapes of ALL LABELS!
See Why 4,000,000 Record and Tape Buyers
Paid a Lifetime Membership Fee to Join
Record Club of America when Other Clubs
Would Have Accepted Them FREE!
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Record Club of America—
The World’s Largest and Lowest Priced
Record And Tape Club
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were being handled, the police faded
back into the night.

0. C. lay on the Hoor of his apart-
ment, pretzel crumbs in his Afro beard,
contemplating the cracks in the ceiling.
“Hoooooeee! We kick their asses all over
the football ficld. and a lew hours later
they come on like Gang Busters when
they hear we're geuwin’ hassled. Those
Pigs are nice people. Most of them.”

He fell asleep.

BOOKS

In his philosophy of government, Dan-
iel P. Moynihan doesn’t come on quite as
strong as. say. Machiavelli or Marx—
which. when you think about it, may have
something to do with the way things have
been lor the past few hundred vears.
Moynihan is most emphatically not an
earth shaker; in [act, his approach is prei-
ty well summed up in the title ol his latest
collection: Coping (Random House). Il he
is anything. Moynihan is flexible: not
strictly  against  government—only the
kind that promises much, d<livers little
and generally excites great passion to
no sure end—and for government that
speaks in quiet tones (no more New
Frontiers, please—although  Moynih:in
served in the Labor Department under
Kennedy) and pays special attention to
those things that it knows for certain it
does not know. That may not sound like
a theme for the ages, the kind of thing 10
part the heavens, but Moynihan makes
it sound appealing. He can write about
such things as welfare, automobile safety
and aid o education with wit and grace
(which should be enough lor a prize right
there). He is a thoughtlul, articulate man
of wide experience, and even il all that
weren't true, he would still be worth
reading, since he is a member in good
standing of the Nixon Administration
(currently ambassador o India) as well as
an intellectual. It goes without saying that
he writes ol paradox most lucidly.

-

Four Reforms (Putnam), by William F.
Buckley, Jr., covers a lot ol the same
ground and with the same kind of wit.
But Buckley's book is considerably more
locused and more firmly rooted in doc
irine—although he is not one of those
conservatives who treat all docrine like
revealed mruth, and that is part of his ap-
peal. In this new, slender book, Buckley
grapples with the Seventies’ answer to the
Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse:
Crime, Wellare, Taxation and Education.
He wastes liule time arguing that some-
thing needs changing, since he is not one
to waste his eloquence on the obvious. Be-
sides, there is so much to say about what
can be done. For starters, he proposes a
new constitutional amendment (aimed at
keeping private schools alive) and urges
repeal of another (the Filth as currently
interpreted). Also, there would be no

graduated income tax, no Federally ap-
propriated funds for states with per-capita
income above the national average nor
(m‘por::llull tax.

The arguments are complex and
subtle—but not obscure—and can't be
summarized in this limited space. But
they are well stated (this is William Buck-
ley, after all) and provocative. And, like
a number of conservative proposals ad-
vanced recently (the negative income tax,
the voucher system in education). they
will, Buckley argues. not only serve to
increase individual Ireedom (first priority
of a conservative proposal) but also
improve life materially. Free beer and
wide roads, in other words. If it works,
we're for 1t

In Four Reforms, Buckley notes that
one of the most serious and long-term
social problems facing us has to do with
the aged and how we shall care for them.
Others have noticed, too. A very good
book called Nobody Ever Died of Old
Age, by Sharon Curtin, appeared a few
months ago. Now Marya Mannes enters
the field with tast Rights (Morrow). Un-
fortunately, it’s not the book it could
have been. Skerchy, superficial in think-
ing, badly organized. But still very mov-
ing in places. The aged, like the poor,
will be with us—more and more of

them. There are sure to be more books
(Donn Pearce, a pLAYBOY contributor, has
one in the works called Dying in the
Sun). As a mauter of [act, the books will
probably get better before the situation
does.

L]

Jane (Viking), by Dee Wells, is a first
novel that doesn’t take itself as seriously
as most first novels and. for that reason.
winds up being fun. Our heroine lives in
London with three (count ‘em, three)
men, none of whom knows about the
others. What's more, one of them is not

of the same race as the two others. Worse.
one of them is a smalltime burglar who
literally [ell into her life through the sky-
light in the converted warehouse where
she lives. Naturally, she gets pregnant.
That's the story. But Jane is likable and
the dialog is good and the novel is worth
some smiles. It accomplishes what it sets
out to do—a rare enough thing these days.
-

The Eye of the Storm (Viking), by the
1973 Nobel Prize winner Australian
Patrick White, is an old-fashioned long
novel gussied up to look fancy, rather
in the manner of its main character,
who at 86, bedridden and blinded by a
stroke, still has herself made up and
decked out in her jewels. Waited on by
her round-theclock nurses, her masochis-
tic housekeeper and her [aithful lawyer,
Elizabeth Hunter pettily tyrannizes thosc
who await her death. In particular, the
middle-aged son and daughier who re-
turn {from Europe to her bedside in Syd-
ney, so that she and they may relive the
hurts of the past, squabble through the
present and [ear the [urure—mirroving
one another’'s mindless coldness. White
does his best work in delineating the ste-
rility of these people. It is a sterility that
results from relocation: Mrs. Hunter's
departure Irom her husband’s country
ranch to fashionable Sydney society and
the children’s leaving Australia altogeth-
er lor the Continent. It is, in fact, the
rare character in The Eye of the Storm
who is comlortable with his life. Even
those who stick close o their roots, un-
molested by so-called civilization, achieve
only an artificial peace.

Despite the novel's involved structure,
with incident piled upon incident, which
reaches into the past and ourt to the lu-
ture, each character in The Eye of the
Storm still is given his due. Even the
meanest, shallowest character can compel
the reader’'s sympathy, as a result of
White's artistry as a basically honest story-
teller. Yer, because of the convoluted
style of the book, White has succeeded
only in making the reader pay more at-
tention to technique th o content.
The Nobel committee must have decid-
ed it was time for an Australian 10 win
the prize.

Larry L. King is an unlikely Texan in
his constant (if mild) self-deprecations—a
sort of what's-a-poor-kid-trom-Texas-like-
me-doing-cavorting-with-Presidents  auti-
tude prevails throughout his work. He
also laments his involvement in  the
“vexing impermanence” ol magazine
journalism. King should stop apologiz-
ing. There is litle impermanence, at
least in the work he chooses to antholo-
gize, and his latest collection of maga-
zine pieces, The Old Man and Lesser Mortals
(Viking), contains two or three of the
more memorable examples of magazine
nonfiction [rom the past five years. Many



Give your beau an Arrow

We've been waiting all year for this: to
point out we didn't adopt Cupid’s own
symbol for Arrow Cordials for nothing.

We did it, way back in the beginning,
because cordials make you feel friendly, even
affectionate sometimes.

And since, we assume, that's exactly the way
you feel about somebody special in your life,
giving an Arrow Cordial for Valentines Day is
one way you can let that person know how
you feel. '

The advantages of Arrow*
Cordials over other tokens of g3
affection are so numerous,inour gy
mind anyway, a complete listing
would run off the page. But we
should point out two.

For one thing, in a lot of
stores, you can buy our

for Valentine's Davy.
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cordials in a nice Valentine's Day gift carton
that can save you the bother of wrapping.

More important, Arrow Cordials taste

good, in a sophisticated and subtle way such a
flat statement can't do justice to.

And because of their irresistible taste, we
often compare them to the apple Eve gave her
boyfriend. (They didn't have cordials in those
days.) Cordials survive the comparison favorably
because when you give your beau our Arrow,

FEe o no one’s waiting around to
/') i punish you. Just the opposite.

¥ e

8l Arrow Cordials.

Give something
beautiful to drink.

Arrow® Cordials. 5490 Prool.
©1973 Heublein. Inc.. Hantord. Conn.
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of the selections come [rom Harper's
Magazine, published during the nerv-
ously golden period when Willie Morris
rode herd over a small remuda of inci-
sive, acerbic and imaginative contribu-
tors. It was a time when every issue of
Harper's contained at least one piece
worthy of being passed from reader to
reader with an insistent “You've got to
read this.” More often than not, the by-
line on that piece read Larry L. King.
(The last entry in the book is a memoir
of King's relationship with the erratic
and talented Morris, who is revealed as a
devout practical joker) “To appreciate
King's writing,” Morris once said. “one
need know that the land of his youth was
a reluctant civilization and that to escape
it was to come a long way, indeed.” And
King has come that way, including a Nei-
man Fellowship at Harvard and a visit-
ing Ferris Prolessorship of Journalism at
Princeton, not without some scars, the
first of which was the result of wrenching
himself away from the parched landscape
and harsh but honest lifestyle of his fa-
ther's country. In The Old Man, King
has written what is thus far probably his
best work, peeling layer after layer of [at
Irom the belly of a century's [ather-son
myths, revealing, as King discovers,
“larger subjects.” “Who was your favorite
President?”” King asks his Old Man.
“"Harry Truman. Harry wasn't afraid to
tike the bull by the horns. Wasn't no
mealymouthed goody-goody in him like
in most politicians. Ole Ike, now. They
blowed him up like Mr. Big and all he
ever showed me was that silly grin.” “Did
you ever vote for a Republicanz?” “Yeah,
in 19-and-28. Voted [or Herbert Hoover.
And he no more than put his britches on
the chair till we had a depression. I
promised God right then il He wouldn't
send no more depressions. I wouldn’t
vote for no more Republicans.” *Do you
think God really cares who's President?”
King asks. “I reckon not,” the Old Man
says. “Look at what we got in there now.”
-

A man-eating shark terrorizes Amity, a
Long Island resort community, becomes
a grisly tourist atwraction, then the vehi-
cle for a labored mishmash of ultimate
questions about chance and design, omi-
nous ecological imbalance, cven divine
judgment. Peter Benchley’s Jaws (Dou-
bleday) is a nimble thriller that neatly
satirizes economic impediments to social
responsibility (closing the beaches would
kill off summer trade) but gets in over
its head when it tries to be Moby Dick.
Benchley's hero, Martin Brody, is con-
vincing enough: an embattled small-
town police chiel trying to do right. But
when his investigation becomes a search
for “‘catharsis.” “personal expiation,”
“vengeance against a fish” . . . well, you
know. Benchley moves the viewpoint
around, fitting various characters’ hang-
ups to the pattern of general upheaval.
There are John O’Hara-like social dis-

cowrses: subplots are sprayed about in-
discriminately: Brody’s highborn wile
plots to seduce a conveniently available
youngstud marine biologist. Amity’s
mayor, in deep to a profitable real-cstate
swindle, has a vested interest in play-
ing down the dangers. (Would you be-
lieve the Maha is in it, too? Of course
you would.) Everyone's “jaws” are un-
hinged, menacingly

poised to
swallow ev-
cryone else.
Actions are un-
convincingly moti-
vated. except for
the shark’s, which
are unim-
peachably
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natural. (One exception: Everybody vom-
its a lot. That's motivated. Benchley has
a gift for unrelentingly repulsive details.)
Benchley knows a lot about sharks, even
more about boats. He also knows about
Herman Melville. The novel ends with a
chase several days long in a hired fishing
boat whose stony skipper is overcome by
a compulsion to destroy the “great fish,”
saying they have “no choice.” There are
storm clouds, harpoons. much agitated
discussion ol eternal verities . . . at the
end, Chiel Brody alone is left to tell thee.
There's an impression of vast imponder-
ables remaining unanswered. But the
only real questions here are who'll
produce and direct, and who's going to
play the shark.

MOVIES

Fresh from a prison break, boy meets
girl, robs banks and comes to a bad end
in Thieves Like Us, a blistering slice of lile
based on Edward Anderson’s mid-Thirties
novel and translormed into prime-quality
Americana by director Robert Altman,
whose M*A*S*H_ McCabe & Mys. Miller
and The Long Goodbye (to name a few)
guarantee his place in the top rank of
U. S. film makers. Already filmed once—
as They Live by Night, Nicholas Ray's
1949 drama starring Farley Granger and
Cathy O'Donnell—7hicves will inevita-
bly invite comparisons with Bonnic and
Clyde. Yet it belongs to an altogether dil-
ferent breed—as a gritty, unretouched

and moving portrait of America’s losers,
miarvelously photographed by Jean Bolfl-
ety in backwater Mississippi towns where
the Thirties and the Seventies meet with-
out a visible seam. Altman establishes the
Depression as the social context of his
tale only in the endless background
drone of old-time radios crackling with
Gang Busters, The Shadow, Rudy Vallee
and the tinny strains of I Found a Mil-
lion Dollar Baby (in a Five and Ten
Cent Store). An eloquent, lnely detailed
evocation of period, this rueful ode to
the have-not generation is built around
three dim but daring fugitives (Keith
Carradine, John Schuck, Bert Remsen)
and their molls, one a beauty-school
dropout, the other a scrawny country
mouse (played with stunning effect by
Shelley Duvall). These are the conmnon,
ignorant folk whose lives lack beauty or
purpose or hope for anything much
beyond mere survival. Aluman approaches
them with compassion but not a jot of
cheap sentimentality. and with special
emphasis on the stunted relationship be-
tween Carradine (a fine young actor im-
proving all the time) and Miss Duvall, as
his disadvantaged doxy, who sucks on
bottled Cokes as if they were truly the
optum of the masses. If she is Bonnie and
he is Clyde, they are naked prototypes,
stripped of glossy vencer and closer kin
to a shantytown Romeo and Juliet (as
the movie points up in one awkward-
ly groping love scene played against a
radio broadcast of Shakespeare’s classic).
Thicves Like Us has very little graphic
violence, for it is essenually a study in
unsparing close-up of some trapped so-
cial mishts who'd hock their souls and
bodies for a chance at the jack pot. Just as
he has done in earlier works debunking
the glib mythology of war movies, West-
ern movies and private-eye thrillers, Alr-
man takes the romance out of crime with
surgical precision.
-

All about the rise and fall of a Golden
Gloves contender, The All-American Boy
carries a subtitle announcing  “The
Manly Art in Six Rounds.” The subse-
quent division of the movie into num-
bered rounds is the viewer's first clue
that writer Charles Eastman, making his
directorial debut, had a serious problem
with continuity. Dividing his work into
parts, as if it were a symphony of the
sporting life, helps Eastman disguise a
jerky and uncertain film style that actu-
ally amounts to no style at all. Though
his script is interesting—a doggedly mis-
anthropic blend of Fat City and The
Loneliness of the Long-Distance Run-
ner—the director lacks the skill to fuse ac-
tors, ideas and expert photography into
a cohesive whole. All-American Boy stub-
bornly makes statements even when it
doesn’'t make sense; thus, its message
about the bleakness of contemporary
America comes through loud and clear.
Jon Voight plays the title role as a sullen,






PLAYBOY

34

inarticulate hero named Vie Bealer who
deplores life in a small town where
there’s nothing to do but “screw, booze
and smash up.” He gets into the fight
game, leaves a local girl pregnant (una-
bashed. she sashays off to L.A. to become
a rock recording star) and ultimately but
inexplicably kicks away a chance at the
amateur boxing crown. A middleclass

white son ol a bitch without responsibili-

ties” spells wouble every time. in the
words of one of the hangers-on and op-
portunists who surround Bealer. What
moves Vic is never made clear, however,
despite Voight's painstaking portraval of
a primitive lout who seems committed to
the proposition that nothing reallv mat-
ters very much—mneither life nor love,
suceess nor lailure. friends nor foes. All
the same, and all hollow. Unlortunately,
the pervasive emptiness appears 1o be
rooted in Eastman’s thesis rather than in
the lives of real people. Small wonder
that the movie was quietly shelved by
Warner Bros. after its completion a cou-
ple of vears ago. The All-Amervican Boy
turns out to be a dullard dressed up in
the hair shirt of Fishionable despair.

Jean-Louis Trintignant, Jean Scberg,
Michel Piccoli, Roy Scheider (Gene
Hackman's pavtner in The French Con-
nection) and an ace international sup-
porting cast create mesmerizing intrigue
ill The French Conspiracy, a fiction based
freely upon the known facts of a celebrat-
ed political scandal. In 1965, Ben Barka—
leader of French Morocco's left-wing op-
position party—was abducted and pre-
sumitbly murdered in Paris as the climax
of a high-level plot involving American
CIA men. French underworld characters
and top Moroccan and French officials.
Very low-key, ready as ever to make
mediocrity  seem 2 fascinating  fault,

Trintignant plays the spincless journalist
who is bribed and bullied into enticing a
Ihird World leader named Sadiel (the
Ben Barka character, coolly portrayed by
Italy’s Gian Maria Volonte) back from
exile in Switzerland, on the pretext of a

guest appearance in a television docu-
mentary. Among director Yves Boisset's
chiel collaborators here was author Jorge
Semprun, scenarist of Z, who undoubt-

edly contributed much from his private
stock of political savvy. In the age of Wa-
tergate, there is nagging resonance in a
press-conference scene that pits a French
government minister against a supposed-
ly tough TV commentator (Philippe
Noivet) who just happens to have been
a major figure in the kidnap plot and
now tikes a role as probing reporter in
the cover-up. French Conspivacy lacks
the sizzling pace that made Z a honanza,
vet it's taut, topical and gencrously forti-
fied with food for thought.
-

Conspiracy theories stemming from
the Kennedy assassinations—President
John F. Kennedy in November 1963, his
brother Robert in June 1968—are ad-
vanced in two American hlms of unigue
political portent. The more ambitious
but less cflective is Executive Action (dis-
cussed in rravsoy's November 1975 issue,
in interviews with producer Edwind
Lewis, director David Miller and scena-
rist. Dalton Trumbo). a fictionalized ac-
count ol events leading up to thar black
November dayv in Dallas based on a story
by Donald Freed and Mark Lane (whose
book-length Rush to Judgment was a
skeptic’s response to the Warren Re-
port). Burt Lancaster, Will Geer and the
Iate Robert Rvan—in his very last screen
role, after The Iceman Gometh—play a
trio of influential and obviously affluent
right-wingers who gather in a plush Vir-
ginia mansion to plot ways of ridding the
nation ol J. F. K. They follow through
on a scale worthy of an Ian Fleming
thriller—with charts, film bricfings,
pavoffs to two teams of perfectly drilled
assassins and cunning use of an impostor
to incriminate Lee Harvey Oswald. Exec-
uttie Action stands on dramatic quick-
sand, however, which is acknowledged at
the outset—in small print—with a plea
for factual license: “Did the conspiricy
we describe actually exist? We do not
know.” Somehow it matters a lot, for the
film’s fictions ring Lilse, measured agminst
unforgettable newsreel and TV coverage
that is woven into the drima at whim
and with scant regard for any evidence
likelv 1o weaken a [amiliar, cherished
hypothesis. As a result, the movie raises
as many questions as it answers, simply by
fudging details about the moves and mo-
tives of such kev figures as Oswald and
Jack Ruby. the man who slew him. While
director Miller conscientiously avoids
melodramatic flourishes. he also erases
any possibility of real tension or suspense
by letting his star conspirators—capable
as they are—loll around in smoke-filled
rooms, gencrally expressionless except
when they scowl at their TV sets during
Kennedy  speeches.  The  inexplicable
deaths within lour subsequent vears of 18
material witnesses in the Kennedy-Oswald
cas¢ are cited at the end yet are omitted
[rom the flm itself. Now, there is material
for a political shocker.

In The Second Gun, an out-and-out doc-

umentary. producer Theodore Charach
and director Gerard Alcan make a pro-
vocative case against California and U. .
law-enforcement agencies for hastily con-
demning Sirhan Sirhan as the sole assas-
sin of Senator Robert Kennedv. The
argument that Sirhan’s gun was not the
only weapon fired in a corridor of the Am-
bassador Hotel in L.A. gets substan-
tial backing [rom a county coroner, a
respected ballistics expert and @ number
of evewitnesses. But Second Gun really
ZCroes 1 on Lestmony concerning i se-
curity guard who admitted drawing his
weapon directly behind Kennedy and who
was only perfunctorily questioned, de-
spite his membership in a right-wing po-
litical group. This half of a woublesome
double feature adds to the mounting
proof that truth in our time is both stran-
ger and scarier than fiction.

A callgirl plummets to her death from
a high-ise apartment house in Mon-
treil—and while putting the pieces of her
life together. deteative inspector Chris-
topher Plummer finds himsell caught up
in a web ol occultism, Satanism and ritnal
murder. Under director Hinvey Hart,
The Pyx is an cllective but rather fancy
thriller characterized by artful crmera
angles and numerous flashbacks (ihe
title, by the way, is borrowed from the
locketlike case in which a priest cories
the Eucharist to a believer who's il o
dving). The movie as a whole scems
[rankly deriviive—as if Klute and Law i
had mated o produce a sibling for Rose
mary's Baby—and builds to a disappoumn
ing climax. But the beginning aund
middle will quicken a moviegoer’s pu'se,
thanks largely to a substantial mortality
rate and some eloquent body English by
Karen Black. as the doomed hustler
{more than a match for Plummer, a finc
classic actor who chews gum as if to 1l
us he's just a regular guy). Tough and
likable and believably human in the st
ring role, Karen makes The Pyx well
worth watching. Worth lisicning 1o, as
well, since those all-but-inevitable ballads
on the flm's sound track are composed
and sung with promising proficiency by
tunesmith Karen Black.

French directors are incurably ad-
dicted to inside jokes—usually in the form
of sly relerences to other movies by them-
selves and admired colleagues—but that
sort of nonsense cannot wither the frothy
charms of Happy New Year. It’s pretty
droll, in fact, when writer-director
Claude Lelouch steals a moment to let
one of his characters dismiss Lelouch’s 4
Man and a 1V oman with a four-word cri-
tique as an essay on “windshield wipers
and wranquilizers.™ The opening of
Happy New Year whimsically replays the
closing scenes of 4 Man and a Woman,
then fades smoothly into a prison audito-
rium, where some hardened convias
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Mazda
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The RX+4 is more Mazda:
longer, wider, sleeker. It drives,

-I-he ﬁrSt quyry cars Wi‘l'h :;?l:: ;?d feels like the luxury
rotary-engine performance. . umgyes e =

performance. It is designed for
today's overall driving condi-

tions. The RX+4 offers a careful
balance of fuel economy, good




handling, sensible size, emis-
sion controls, and rotary-engine
performance. .

It's a balance no other car
can give you. In short, the
Mazda RX-4 brings back the thrill
of driving —in the best way
for today.

The Coupe, Sedan and Station
Wagon have the luxury features
you expect in a thoughtfully

designed car, like tinted glass,
reclining front bucket seats
and full carpeting. Along with
unexpected ones, like rear-
window defroster and built-in
windshield radio antenna.

And with every RX-4 comes a
double-length engine warranty.
Mazda warrants the basic engine
block and internal parts to be
free of defects with normal use

and maintenance for two years or
24,000 miles, whichever occurs
first, or Mazda will fix it free.
Test-drive the RX-4. It runs on
the cheapest gas you can buy.
And at a time when other '74s are
choking on smog controls, Mazda
brings back the thrill of driving.
It's the first luxury car
with rotary-engine performance.

The thrill is back.
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have been savoring a bit of high ro-
mance. There's more to come when Lino
Ventura—as a tough guy cut from the
stuff left over when they made Jean
Gabin and Bogart—is sprung from jail to
claim his ill-gotten gains and the girl he
lelt behind., How he acquired both is re-
counted in flashbacks, and they add up
to a merry tale about a jewel thiel who
travels to the French Riviera to rob a
burglarprool branch of Van Cleef & Ar-
pels but unexpectedly lalls in love with
the sophisticated proprietress of an an-
tique shop next door. Since the lady is
played deliciously by Frangoise Fabian
(the svelie seductress of My Night at
Maud’s). this bizarre Gallic love story
might be compared to a heady vintage
wine.  “Affairs  don't need a  pre-
text .. . they stare with a look and end
with breakflast,” purrs Frangoise, midway
through an  affair  characierized by
grown-up dialog and breezy reassurance
for 40ish swingers everywhere. Happy
New Year celebrates amour, divorce, lib-
eration and casuval inhdelity, with a bit
of well-timed suspense thrown in. Only a
grouchy moralist who abhors Paris labels
would dismiss it as frivolous.

-

Another novel by Larry McMurtry,
author of The Last Picture Show, gives
a solid base to Loving Molly, adapted and
produced by Stephen Friedman (from
McMuriry's Cheyenne)  and
directed by Sidney Lumet. Once again,
rural Texas is the seuwing for a roman-
tic suga spanning two generations—with
Blythe Danner, Beau Bridges and Tony
Perkins cast as a trio of freethinkers con-
siderably ahead of their time, at least
among countryfolk. Since the story chron-
icles their youthlul follies of 1925 straight
through 10 their twilighe years in the miad-
Sixties. Lowung Molly cannot achieve total
credibility; and in their middle period,
when they're pretending 1o be 10ish, Lu-
met’s actors look like people playing mom
and dad voles in a high school play. But
they are effective, all the same, in a rela-
tively liberated drama that treats modern

Leaving

morals with more humor, truth and com-
passion than you'll hnd in a dozen
pscudo-hip imitations of Bob & Carol &

Ted & Alice. *I ain’t gonna marry . . .
I'll do anything you want me to do but
that,” says Miss Danner in her role as
Molly. an earthy farm gal who loves both
Gid (Perkins) and Johnny (Bridges), but
instead marries a third suitor for reasons
she can never quite explain—mayvbe, she
muses. simply because she liked the way
the hair curled at the back ol his neck.
The gist of the tale is that Molly—begin-
ning before she's widowed—hangs onto
her beaus for four decades and bears a
son by each ol them—despite pain, in-
tense rivalry and the enmity of small-
town bigots who call her a whore. Bridges
and Perkins perform remarkably well in
difficult roles as bovhood pals who pass a
lifetime sharing one woman's bed; but
the movie belongs to Miss Danner, who
first commanded auention on Broadway
m Butierflies Ave Free. As Molly, she is
simultancously folksy and sexy, the very
embodiment of a truly liberated female
character who mav herald a new era
in femmes fatale on film. Lowing Molly
looks at the complexities of love with
disarming [reshness.
-

Triple Echo, sct in rural England dur-
ing the dark days of World War Two,
notes the fickleness of fashion by remind-
ing us that an Army deserter (played by
movie newcomer Brian  Deacon) could
pass for a girl back then by letting his hair
grow shoulder length. As the wile of a
P.O.W,, a swong-minded country lass
who shares her bed and board with the
boy, Glenda Jackson delivers yet another
forcelul, stunning performance. All's well
up to a point, and director Michael Apted
intelligently charts the subtle shifte of
male-female sexual roles. But Echo dwin-
dles into preposterous melodrama when
Oliver Reed appears on the Fwm as a
horny sergeant and persuades Glenda’s
“sister”—the soldier in drag—to be his
date at o Chrisumas dance in camp.

An exhilarating blast of openminded-
ness and candor emanates [rom Washing
ton, D.C., of all places, in a delightful
62-minute documentary titled 1. F. Stone's
Weekly—the Movie. The tag is film maker
Jerry Bruck, Jr's, atempt to distinguish
this cinematic ribute from the four-page
journal published for nearly two decades
by the irascible black-listed newspaper-
man whose admirers, young and old.
were won by Stone’s blunt, basic assump
tion “that every government is run by
liars, and nothing they say should be be-
lieved.” Part of the narration is by Times-
man Tom Wicker. performing a labor of
love that becomes contagious on film.

Fans of Rudoll Nurevev will find lim
in rare lorm—which is probably usual for
him—as Basilio in the full-length Rlmed
ballet Den Quixote opposite Robert Help
mann, Lucette Aldous and members of

the Australian  Ballet. Codirecied by

Nureyev and Helpmann, this mannered
and stagy spectacle is steeped in the tradi-
tions of story ballet and may prove in-
comprehiensible to moviegoers who think
of Cervantes’ classic in Man of La Mancha
terms. Make no mistake: Rudolf’s smash-
ing solos are the whole show.

THEATER

Lorraine Hansberry's 4 Raisin in the
Sun is a landmark in the American thea-
ter—the first black play to touch a rising

consciousness.  Since  Miss Hansberry's
death in 1965, her husband and “literary
executor.” Robert Nemiroll, has been
mining her creations with a sometimes
questionable  compulsiveness. For that
reason and because the original play is
basically a close-knit naturalistic drama
that wears 1ts sentiments on its sleeve, one
greets the musical Roisin with skepticism—
which is overcome by the strength and
professionalism of the production. As an
asset, there is. first of all, the play. What
could have been soap opera becomes
myth deepened by memories—ol more
peaceful black-revolutionary times, of the
deaths ol Miss Hansberry and Diana
Sands, who first leaped to [ame in the
nal production in the role of the
awakening sister. The musical book (by
Nemiroll and Charlowe Zaltizberg) retains
the essence of the drama. As director and
choreographer. Donald McKayle stays
hrmly inside the Younger household but
surrounds it with the pulse of the street.
To a certain degree, Raisin becomes a
play within & musical, and although the
music and lyrics are not milestones. the
dances fill the stage with vitality and
the songs are smashingly delivered by a
highly musical cast—Joe Morton, Ernes-
tine  Jackson, Deborah Allen, Robert
Jackson, Ralph Carter (as the youngest
Younger) and, especially, Virginia Capers
as the domineering, soul-filled mother.
The new Raisin is an irvesistible emo-
tonal experience. At the 46th Street, 226
West 46th Streer.
(Y]




Something nice happened yesterday. A foot of new
snow. Now you're completely snowed in. Just the two of you.

And white rum. There’s always a place for white rum. In
a martini. In a screwdriver. In a bloody mary. Wherever gin-and
vodka go, white rum goes. Smoothly and confidently. That's
because white rum is aged in white oak casks for no
less than one full year— by Puerto Rican law.

No wonder white rum is so easy to stay with.
From winter to winter. Year after year.

PUERTO RIKKAN RUMS

For ee recipe book, wrile Puerlo Rican Rum, Dept, P3, 1290 Ave ol Ihe Amencas, N.Y. N.Y. 10019
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the most frank and revealing
pictorial library of the sexual
and psychological aspects of
love and adult relationships.

Including ...

The Silent Language

Sexual attraction is communicated not by
words but by “body language.”” What
are these telltale signs?

Positions for the Adventurous

Here are beautifully illustrated ways to
introduce a new excitement into love-
making.

Must Friendship Lead to Sex?

Is there really such a thing as *‘platonic
friendship”™ between the sexes? Does
close friendship between a man and a
woman always lead to bed? The answer
may surprise you.

The Art of Kissing

A kiss can be many things, from a sign
of affection to a highly erotic act. What
is the art of kissing?

How Permissive is the

Permissive Society?

Changing attitudes are calling for fresh
approaches to moral problems. Sex be-
fore marriage is now common and ac-
cepted. But are other changes as great
as we think?

The Psychology of Orgasm

Is orgasm a simple matter of physical
stimulation—or is it more? How far do
emotions control our orgasms?

Can a Man Love Two Women?

Is it possible for a man to be in love with
two women at the same time, or must he
be deceiving himself?

Sexual Capacity

No one has a “‘normal’’ sex life. Sexuality
varies; near-abstinence for one may be
satisfaction for another.

The psyci;;)-l;).éirqof nudity

Fantasies

The Sensuous Lover

Imagination, initiative, and a sense of
adventure are the most effective aphro-
disiacs. How can a person acquire the
skill that will make him or her a confident
sensuous lover?

The Man Who Needs a Mistress

The dilemma of a man who feels com-
pelled to seek escape in an extramarital
affair.

Girls Who Tease
Why do they do it? An eminent psychia-
trist explains what motivates them and
what teasing can lead to sexually and
psychologically.

How to Cope with a Jealous Mate

A jealous person's fears may be irra-
tional. Yel,if not allayed,they can destroy
a relationship.
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Your subscription on the following terms to the twenty-six
volume “‘Man & Woman: The Complete Encyclopedia of
Aduit Relationships’* will be entered, subject to acceptance,
if you complete and mail the accompanying order certificate:

1. Send me Volume 1—FREE!

2. If, after examining my free volume, | decide
fo cancel my subscription, my only obligation is
to notify you within 7 days of receipt of the
volume. | keep Volume 1 as a gift no matter
what | decide.

3. If 1 do not cancel, send me 1 volume on ap-
proval each month for the next 3 months and
the balance of the Encyclopedia, also on ap-
proval, the following month. | may cancel my
order for any or all of the remaining volumes
at any time within 7 days after receiving any
shipment.

4. 1f | accept the entire 26-volume Encyclopedia,
| will pay for it in 25 consecutive monthly in-
stallments of $4.45 each ($3.98 plus $.47 for
shipping and handling per book). The Cash Price
of $99.50 plus $11.75 for shipping and handling
charges is the Deferred Payment Price of
$111.25. There is no FINANCE CHARGE or down
payment. If | fail to pay an installment within
1 month after the date it is due as shown in the
payment book you will send me with the balance
of the Encyclopedia, then you may declare the
entire unpaid balance due and payable at your
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What is “normal’” in lovemaking? What
are the secrets of a deeply satisfying
relationship between a man and a wom-
an? Is marriage obsolete? Is sex a physi-
cal necessity?

Today there is a new freedom in inti-
mate relationships between men and
women and in public discussion of love
and sex. Adults of both sexes are de-
manding that the dark secrets of the past
be opened up and exposed to the sun-
light and fresh air of loving knowledge.

In recognition of this healthy new free-
dom in altitudes about love, sex, and
human relationships — and available in
America only in the last few months —
here is a complete set of 26 matched
volumes about MAN & WOMAN.

And to acquaint you with the breath-
taking scope and honesty of this land-
mark series — without obligating you to
buy even one volume — the publishers
would like to send you Volume One
FREE.

Browsing through this free sample vol-
ume, you will discover for yourself how
MAN & WOMAN examines in depth thou-
sands of areas of adult human life—the
joys, heartaches, ecstasy, and problems
that arise when a man and woman live
together closely and intimately.

Prepared by a team of experts in the
fields of psychology, medicine, sociology,

SMANEWOMAN

is a frank and sensitive work

that deals with the complex and
fascinating world of sex—and
with hundreds of other important
adult relationships.

To acquaint you with

‘MANEWOMAN

“Volume I ‘Free

with a stop-when-you-please
subscription that does not
obligate you to buy even

one volume.

Complete and mail postage-
paid card today!

and philosophy, MAN & WOMAN an-
swers hundreds of provocative and
highly personal questions that most
people wonder about all their lives but
are usually too embarrassed to ask.

Nearly 3000 beautiful, tasteful pictures,
most photographed in full color, portray
with sensitivity, yet utter frankness, all the
intimate aspects of adult relationships.

The Editorial Advisory Board includes
distinguished British physicians, univer-
sity professors, and marriage counsel-
ors. And in addition to helpful insights
into all the physical aspects of lovemak-
ing, each volume deals with hundreds of
important psychological problems in re-
lationships. Can a man love two women?
What causes a woman's “‘moods’*? What
breaks up marriages? How can jealousy
be dealt with? Can a man or woman be
single yet happy?

Find out for yourself how these books
can help you achieve a richer, more ful-
filed and contented life. Accept this
special offer just by completing the ac-
companying order card. If card is
missing, write to:

MAN & WOMAN

Dept. CMR 274

225 Park Avenue South
New York, New York 10003
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1.0 mg. nicotine
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Filter Kings and Longs in offering free
B&W coupons. These coupons add up
fast for valuable gifts .

like this sterling silver

Duchin table lighter.

For your free

Gift Catalog showing
over 1000 gifts,
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

N(r;u'ly 30 years ago, I married the eld-
est of three wonderlul sisters. Four years
ago, the second sister lost her husband
and moved in with us. None of the sisters
is jealous and as the second sister and I
had shared a bed discreetly many times,
she soon became a second wile. About 18
months ago, the husband of the youngest
sister passed away and, as she was child-
less, the ladies wanted very much to
bring her into the household. Within a
few months, she was on equal standing
with her sisters. However, she began to
assert herself, gently at fust and then
more firmly, holding my hand in public
and coming to my room frequently. (We
have separate bedrooms.) I have repri-
manded her for her selfishness, but scold-
ing her is difficult, since I do love her.
My problem is that I'm 74 and have a
limited amount of love to distribute. I
must not neglect the other sisters, How
can I solve this problem?>—H. S., Palo
Alto, California.

You're old enough to remember the
Boer War admonilion that three on a
match is bad luck, but anyone who can
sivike a malch for three sisters at the
age of 74 doesn’t have lo worry about his
luck. If you want to play it safe and con-
serve your incredible energy, you should
make the body ervolic a democracy. Share
your concern with all of the sisters and
work oul an arrangement that fits ecach
of your needs.

Em‘l}f blues recordings arc my abiding
passion and I have a large collection of
78s. I just purchased a fourspeed turn-
table with an elliptical cartridge and dia-
mond stylus. The brochure says that this
equipment was designed for standard
LPs. Can I use it on my 78s>—S. P.,
Buffalo, New York.

Yes, but the resulting sound would be
similar to that produced by dragging a
hatpin through the grooves of a IFrisbee.
The grooves on a 78 are considerably
wider than those on a 33-vpm LP; your
stylus would rattle around in them. You
should obtain a stylus designed ex pressly
for 78s. It's inexpensive and castly inter-
changeable with your cartvidge. Be sure
to rebalance the tonearm and adjust the
Iracking force when you make the switch.
A clerk al your steveo shop should be able
to give you the proper seliing for satisfac-
tory listening.

A penny arcade that actually charges a
quarter just opened near my apartment. I
like to unwind over a pinball machine
after work and I sometimes take a date to
play air hockey, electronic ping-pong or
Foosball. A few nights ago, two guys
playing air hockey noticed that 1 was

waiting to use the table. One of them
motioned to a row of quarters, said that
they were playing a best-of-hve series and
that T should put a quarter at the end
of the row to claim my turn. Is this stand-
ard practice’—NM. F., Cleveland, Ohio.

Emily Post and “Robert’s Rules of
Ovder” say nothing about it, but the ges-
ture appears to be an informal, nationally
recognized way of letting others know
that a machine will be tied up for some
time. Also, if somcone challenges you to
a game, he will put a quarter on top of
the machine, while you put a quarter
into it. The winner picks up the extra
quarter, plays for free and heeps posses-
ston of the table if he chooses.

M)’ girlfriend and I have sex every Fri-
day night at a drive-in theater. Alter we
get our clothes off and I'm about to enter
her, she opens her purse and pulls out a
vibrator. She starts to use it and asks me
to rub her breasts. Then she says it's all
right to enter her. What do you advise
I do?>—B. G., Englewood, New Jersey.
Do exactly what she says, movie lover.

R(-luming from a short vacation, 1
found that my girlfriend had moved into
my apartment, completely changing it
and filling the closets with her clothes.
We're close, but believe me, I wis not
prepared for this invasion. I would like
to see her leave. She is sensitive and I
don’t want to hurt her Ieelings. How can
I extricate mysell gracefully from this
situation?—C. D.. Richmond, Virginia.

State your feelings clearly or you may
never escape the interpretations of others.
Your givlfriend was operaling in an at-
mosphere of affection, if not actual invi-
tation (we assume that you had given her
a key). The means were drastic, but her
strategy of breaking and entering was
conceived in the interest of her own emo-
tional security. Be divect: Explain your
need for privacy and offer to help her
find a new place to stay. If you still can’t
tell_her to leave, wail until your lease
expires, send her lo the corner for stamps,
then move,

I-clmy Bruce once suggested that the
sexual fantasies of the American male re-
volve around “tits and ass.” If so, then
I must be abnormal; my focus of atten-
tion is four or five inches higher than
that of the rest of the nation. Simply, I
am turned on by collarbones and sacral
dimples (the two depressions near the
small of the back). Mind you, it's not
that I don't appreciate tits and ass, it’s
just that when I catch a glimpse of a

The
0ld Timer.

When you've heen making satin sheets for mﬁ
years, like we have, you use only the softest acetate
satin . . . 225 x 78 thread count. (Some people
don't!) Your sheets are MACHINE WASHABLE, and
you give people a choice of 72 colors for regular or
ROUND beds! Avocado, Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black,
Bronze, Blue, Silver, Pink, White, Mint or Orchid,
(After 20 yeaors, we know whaot we're doing
in bed!) -

SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases)
Double Set  $20.50 Queen et $23.50
Twin Set 19.98 King Set 21.50
Round 84" Set 43.50 Round 96” Set 49.95

3 letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.00
For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 te dowhle or
twin price; $2.50 te gqueen; $3.00 to king price.
Round sets are fitted. Odd sizes on request. Send
check or me. 50% deposit en C.0.D.'s.

® 4802 N. Broadw P2
SCINTILLA,” INC. chicigs, 606t
Free 40-Page Color Catalog of our
Satin Fashions With Every Order!

FREE

’74 Heathkit Catalo

Packed with :
famous Heathkit
“plus-value™

do-it-yourself
kits for every
interest.

More quality,
more perfor-
mance per
dollar plus the
personal pride
and satisfac-
tion of creating
something of real worth with

your own hands. These are the *'plus-
values" you get in every Heathkit
product. Check the listing below and
send for your FREE catalog today.

B Color TV B Stereo hi-fi ® Fishing & marine
B Amateur radio @ Home appliances MW Trea-
sure finders & trail bikes ® Automotive tuneup

B Junior kits ® Radio control B Test instru-
ments M Electronic organs B Hundreds more

b

e,
g e s R L T Sy TR ™~
: Heath Company, Dept. 38-2 I
| Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022 9 1
| O Send my FREE 1974 Heathkit Catalog |
| Name. |
l Address l
: City. State Zip. }
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beautifully articulated collarbone or
when a girl confesses that she is graced by
sacral dimples, I almost faint with desire
and immediately pledge my undying
love. So far, no one has noticed my obses-
sion, but I am afraid that one day it will
be discovered. What should I do:—]J. P.,
Chicago, Illinois.

Funny you should mention it. Would
you belicve thal for 20 years pLAYBOY
has been devoted to collarbones and sa-
cral dimples and that no one has cver no-
ticed? Probably not, and for the same
reason, il's unlikely that you will be
Jound out. When you unbutton and slow-
Iy remove a woman’s blouse to veveal her
collarbone, or when you slip your hand
mnto the waistband of her blue jeans to
caress hey sacval dimples, she will probab-
Iy think you ave going for the traditional
erogenous zones and will react according-
Iy. So don’t worry about it. In one sense,
we are all felishists. Frnest Becker, a noted
psychologist, explained that “Our cul-
ture leaches us to become commiited in
some way to the body of the opposile sex,
and we ave eager for cues which give us a
passport to permissive excilation. When
e learn such a cue, we invest it with ricdk
significance.” What you see in women is
a symbol of desire, not a symptom of
discase. As long as you end up dealing
with the whole person, therve is nothing
wrong or abnormal about your vesponse.
In fact, the adjective sacval has two mean-
ings: “in the region of the sacrum” and
“designed for use in rveligious rites and
ceremonies.” You're not the first.

This may sound kinky, but the hair on
my mons is as straight and as silky as the
hair on my head. The only time it has
any curl at all is after a bath, and then
for only about a hall hour. My boyfriend
says he's never seen or felt anything like
it. No one in my family has an unbush,
cither. Have you ever come across any-
thing similar>—Miss D. D., Columbia,
Missouri.

Yes, we've come across it occasionally.
Straight pubic hair is unusual, but that
doesn’t malke it kinky. Don’t worry,

I am a college graduate with a job with
a small television studio. My great love
is Alm and 1 would like to direct movies
eventually. Unfortunately, Hollywood is
a union town and 1 can’t figure out how
to get my foot in the door. Do you kinow
of any schools that give on-the-job train-
ingz—G. L. C., Wausau, Wisconsin.

In most cases, the man behind the
megaphone got his start as one of the
men behind the man behind the mega-
phone. So contact: Assistant Direclors
Training Program, 8480 Beverly Boule-
vard, Hollywood, California, 90048. The
school is a joint venture of the Diveclors
Guild of America and the Association of

Motion Picturve and Television Produc-
ers. As a student, you attend seminars
and complete four 100-day on-the-job
traming periods, for which you receive
pav. At the end of the program, your
name is placed on the Industry Experi-
ence Roster, making you eligible for em-
ployment as a second assistant director.
Before you pack your duffel bag and
light meter, vead the following excerpt
from their brochure: “Acceptance into
the program does not represent a guaran-
lee of continuous employment. All train-
ces should be prepaved 1o cope with
periods of unemployment.” It sounds
just like veal life.

Aller ten years of an exciting, satisfying
marriage. I seem to be trning into one
of those frigid women vou read about.
My husband is all and good-looking, but
over the past six months, he has fallen
into the habit of asking for sex instead of
just taking it. My stock answer scems to be,
“Maybe Jater” or “I'm tired” or “I'm just
not in the mood.” He shrugs and leaves
me alone for the rest of the night. The
worst thing of all is that I don’t mind
being lelt alone. A few months ago, I
broke off a two-vear affair. It had been
reasonably satisfying, but I was afraid of
geting caught. My lover was not as sex-
ually talented as my husband, yet I re-
gretted leaving him. On the occasions my
husband and I have sex, T enjoy it—not
with my previous gusto, but my climaxes
are stll very powerlul. Recently 1 told
him that perhaps 1 did not like being
asked. that perhaps I just wanted to be
taken. I have been neither asked nor
taken since. How can 1 reverse this
wrend=—Mus. F. D.. Kansas City. Kansas.

Frgudity, when 1t exists, involves hawo-
ing sex and not having orgasms. Your
problem is not having sex. We suspect
that you ave boved with a tenyear pat-
tern of being the available wife. Passive
acceplance of sex often leads 1o a brief
but effective period of passive resistance.
A country-and-western song we heavd last
year described this declavation of inde-
pendence as: “If you don’t lease me
alone, I'll find someone who will.” You
didn’t have far 1o look; now, you'll have
to rekindle your husband’s desive as well
as your own. Initiate sex for a change.
The love you make should equal the love
he takes.

My favorite brewery has announced
that it's shutting down operations soon,
so I'd like to stock up on the brand
while I have the chance. What's the
best method of storage and how long
will my hoard keep?—S. P., Milwaukee,
Wisconsin.

The maximum shelf life of beer,
whether in cans or in boltles. is 90 days
to—at best—six months, depending on

which brewery you talk to. The same
goes for ales. Both beer and ale should
be kept from extremes of heat and cold,
with around 55 degrees Fahrenheit being
the preferred tempevature. Bottled beer
and ale should be protected from divect
sunlight and kept at least two feet away
jrom fluorescent light.

Eu:ry now and then, I get a letter from
a [riend of mine in the merchant marine
relating his exploits in foreign ports,
The last one came from Hong Kong and
contained reference to something called
the Chinese basket trick. He said that he
had read about it in a book called The
Rise and Fall of the Chinese Basket and
had finally gotten to try it. Apparently,
it was exquisite, but he assumed that
I knew what 1t was, and 1 don’t. Can
vou give me details>—S. K., Hartford,
Connecticut.

Sure. Lovers suspend a baskel from the
ceiling of their bedroom with a block
and tackle. The woman climbs into the
basket and lowers herself until her geni-
tals come into contact with her partner’s.
{ By the way, the basket should have a hole
in i, and the trick doesn't work quite as
well swith the man on top.) Some couples
have the man raise and lower the basket,
while the woman plicks the ropes as if
they were the strings of a hayp; the vibra-
tions can be delightful. Other lovers twist
the ropes before the woman gets into the
basket; the gentle unuinding motion
adds a new dimension to the phrase “get-
ting turned on.” We've heavd of several
vartations of the Chinese basket trick.
Persons concerned with bivth control at-
tach the basket to a catapult. When the
man feels the approach of ovgasm, he
tugs a second rope to ensure a rather dra-
matic form of coitus interruptus. Also,
single men sometimes combine the bas-
ket scith a Chinese finger handcuf] (one
of those tubes of folded palm fronds that
drove you crazy as a kid) for a unique
form of masturbation. If you would like
to experience the lechnigue and don’t
fmppr:rl to have beams in your bedroom,
iry the Chinese picnic-basket itrvick. Toss
a block and tackle into a basket and find
a sechuded wood where the tree Hmbs are
fairly thick. Make sure your equipment
is secure and never raise your friend high-
er than you weould like her to fall.

All reasonable questions—from fash-
ion, food and drink, steveo and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette—
will be personally ansivered if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addressed en-
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The
most provocalive, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages cach month.



A 19¢ BOX OF CRAYONS CAN
SAVE YOU FROM MAKING

A $400 MISTAKE ON A COLOR TV.

Get your kid's box of crayons and take out three
colors.

Red. Blue. Green.

These are the three colors that make up a color
television picture.

If you took microscopic portions of color television
screens, blew them up and simpﬁﬁeci them, ti‘xey would
look like the diagrams above.

FIRST GENERATION COLOR TV

Color n the circles in the first diagram.

Do not color the background.

You have just simulated the way the first generation
of color T'Vs reproduced a color image. The colors
look weak, soft.

This process was around back in 1956. Unfor-
tunately, many color TVs on the market still use it today.

SECOND GENERATION COLOR TV

Using the same three colors, color in the second
diagram.

Compare the two.

The circles in the second dia-
gram are much more colorful. Sharper.
Clearer.

The reason? The jet black
background.

"This process is also being used by
many manufacturers today. And while

Maode shown. C-335. Manufacturer's suggested retail price
$369.95. 13" picture measured diagonally. Solid
state circuitry composed of 3 plug-m modules for better

button” automatically

adjusts color balance. tint. bnghtness, contrast and
fine turang. Matching swivel stand included.

d"g g I N

it may be far superior to generation |, to a color TV expert
it's practically ancient.

THIRD GENERATION COLOR TV

Now we come to the modemn way of reproducing a
color image. Stripes.

Again, do not color in the background.

Notice how much more color you can get into stripes
than circles. Even though the total area of the diagrams
1s equal.

The colors look brighter. More true-to-life.

This system is the newest method of reproducing a
color image most manufacturers have.

But 1t’s not the newest Toshiba has.

TOSHIBA INTRODUCES FOURTH GENERATION COLOR TV

When you color n the fourth diagram, you'll see it has
all the advantages of the previous two.

The wealth of color of a stripe.

Plus the sharpness and snap of a black background.
Resulting in the brightest, clearest
color television 1image possible today.

This system was invented by
Toshiba. It's called Blackstripe:”

We decided to demonstrate its su-
periority to you the best way possible.
By letting you see for yourself.

Toshiba Blackstripe.

If you buy a color TV that
doesn’t have 1t, you could be making
a $400 mustake.

Toshiba America, Inc. 280 Park Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017
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Introducing Datsun 260-Z for 1974.

A product of four years of exhaustive
development in Japan, and four in America.
Eight years of in-depth scrutiny resulting in
numerous design and engineering
refinements to give America what it wants:
gran-turismo motoring as faultless as modern
automotive technology can provide. And, at a
reasonable price.

The legacy of “Z~

Americans got their first look at the Z-Car
late in 1969. It was love at first sight. Here
was a car fired by an overhead cam six with all
the power and response of a domestic V-8. A
flat out performer with nice manners, an
impressive list of standard creature comforts,
and economy to the tune of around 20 miles
per gallon.

Indeed, it looked as if the Z had
found a new happy home. Road
& Track called it “the most
exciting GT car of the
decade’ In"72,Carand
Driver readers selected |
the 240-Z as “Car of
the Year! And in 71
and 73 they voted it
“Best GT" over Porsche,
Lotus Europa, and the like.
Later a Road & Track owner
survey published in 1972, showed
that “91% of all Z-Car owners polled
said they would buy another one”

The

driver’s machine.
Whatever else the Z-Car is, it's
a driver's machine. One that has
taken the measure of its peers on
the track as three-time SCCA C-
Production National Champion, and
three-time winner of the treacherous
East African Safari. A car that has done a

DATSUN 260-Z SPECIFICATIONS: Engine: 6-cylinder, in-line SOHC,
water cooled. Bore & stroke: 3.27 in. x 3.11 in.; Displacement (2565¢c) 156.8
cu. in.; Compression ratio: 8.8:1; Carburetion: 2 Hitachi. Transmission: All-synchromesh
4-speed or optional 3-speed automatic. Dimensions: Length: 169.1 in.; Width: 64.1 in_;
Height: 50.6 in.; Wheelbase: 90.7 in.; Tread,(front) 53.3 in.; (rear) 53.0 in.;

Anatomy of a legend:

standing quarter mile in about
17 seconds, at nearly 85 MPH.
A car that has moved
from 0-60 in about
9seconds. A car that  «
can transport two
people from point

A to point B with

a minimum of fuss,
a maximum of fun,
and do it economically.

But now it's even better.
Now there's 260-Z.
The picking of nits.

Up front the six-cylinder overhead cam
engine has gone from 2.4 liters to 2.6 liters, to
prevent loss of power as a result of complying
with 1974 emission regulations. Heat
dissipation and fuel delivery have been
improved by a new transistorized fuel pump,
larger fuel lines, a larger radiator and fan,
and better carburetor cooling. To the rear
there's a redesigned taillight panel. And a new
stabilizer for even better cornering ability.
Spring rates have been altered
and the frame,




new Datsun 260-Z.

T
o engine mounts and suspension all have been
beefed up. Add those refinements to an all-

synchromesh 4-speed transmission that puts

crisp, positive shifts in the palm of your

hand—and you have an automobile ‘

_ the likes of which could sell anywhere \
g from $9,000 to $25,000.

? The affordable legend.

The 260-Z is the affordable result of _
Datsun-pioneered advancements
in computer design and one of 4
the most modern mass production
facilities in the world.

Space-age technology also
makes it economically feasible to
power the Z with a sophisticated
overhead cam engine. Fewer moving parts,
lower inertia and less friction produce higher
revs, more efficient use of fuel, and longer
engine life than a cheaper pushrod engine.

3 owning a260-Z

The 260-Z’s superb cornering and
remarkable ride are also products of superior
technology. Its strut type fully independent
system is usually found only on exotic racing

machines, and is normally considered far too
expensive to be practical on a production
automobile.

The luxury of it all.

The spacious interior accommodates two
6'6" adults in unadulterated comfort.
Everything is at your fingertips. Map light,
overhead light, heater/defroster,
standard AM/FM radio, and optional

factory-installed air conditioning.

Deep cushioned high-back bucket

seats recline 20 degrees and fold

forward for easy access to
the spacious rear
deck. Non-purists (gt
can even order an \\=Xg €S
optional 3-speed N
automatic trans-
mission. But for
all that, one of the

nicest luxuries of |

" is being able to
. get the same parts and service youd
get if you owned a Datsun economy
sedan—from nearly 1000 Datsun
dealers, nationwide.

What it all comes down to is this:
The Datsun 260-Z for 1974 epitomizes
everything pride and technology can

provide. These are the makings of an
automotive legend. But don't just take
our word, drive a Datsun...then decide.

Batsun
Saves

Min. road clearance: 5.7 in. Weight: 4-speed: 2580 Ibs.; Automatic: 2590 Ibs. Seating capacity: 2 persons.
Min. turning diameter: 31.4 ft. Suspension and Axle: Front: independent strut type with coil springs, telescopic shock

absorbers, stabilizer barand compression link. Rear: Fullyindependent strut type with coil springs, telescopic shock absorbers
and stabilizer bar. Steering: Rack & Pinion 18.0:1 ratio, 2.7 turns lock-to-lock. Brakes: Power assisted, all 4 wheels, hydraulically
operated. Front: Disc brake 10.7 in.; Rear: 9 in. drum brake (leading and trailing shoes).
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King: 17 mg."tar.” 1.2 mg. nicotine.
¢+ Bara Long: 18 mg.“tar,” 1.3 mg. nicatine
. av.per _u'g_alene. FIC Repon {Feb.'73).

=y

Smoke from the finest tobaccos filtered through a bed of real charcoal
to enrich the flavorand soften the taste.

Wamning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

THE LONG AND SHORT OF IT
Where does that anonvmous nurse
from New York City get the gall to make
such a statement about the profession of
nursing as “For many of us, just the
sight of a large penis is a tam-on™ (The
Playboy Forum, November 1973)? All you
hapless male patients, please believe that
most of us are neither sexless pill dispens-
ers nor voyeuristic sheet lifters. We are in-
terested in your welfare as persons, and
not in leering at your genitalia.
Christine R. Treadway, R.N.
San Diego, California
Shenels?

THE OTHER SIDE OF CIRCUMCISION

1 was over 60 years of age and for years
had wanted to have myself circumcised;
however, 1 had always imagined it to be
painful and I even read a medical column
that advised men past middle age not to
undergo the operation unless absolutely
necessary. Finally, though, I made up my
mind to have it done. My doctor checked
me into a Tulsa hospital and, after a care-
ful medical examination and preparation
that lasted for more than two days, I had
the operation. I awoke circumcised and
was told that T had bled scarcely enough
to wet the flap of an envelope. Within a
month, I was completely healed, having
experienced no discomfort. In fact, the
only pain I experienced was the injection
of the anesthetic.

It may be psvchological, but I now seem
to be hornier than I was before. I hope my
experience with circumcision will relieve
the doubts and fears others may feel.

George D. Watis
Tulsa, Oklahoma

LONG LIMB
According to the arvicle Porno Ghic
(rLAYBOY, August 1973). porno film star
John C. Holmes has a 13-inch penis. He's
lucky. If it had been one inch shorter, it
would have been a foot.
Al Hamburg
Champaign, Hlinois

PROBLEMATIC PENISES

I can’t tell you how grateful T am to
The Playboy Forwm for publishing the
letters discussing the problem of impo-
tence. As a woman who has gone to bed
with a number of men who turned out to
be impotent, I was greatly relieved to dis-
cover that many other women are facing
the same problem. It's nice to know that a

case of temporary impotence need not be
taken as a personal rejection. And learn-
ing that impotence is olien the result of
male fears about performance has made
me a lot less delensive and more inclined
to be understanding toward a man who,
for whatever reason, can’t make it on a
particular occasion. That, in turn, has
meant that sometimes, though not al-
wiys, we were able to enjoy sex later.
(Name withheld by request)
San Francisco, Calilornia

NOT SEX BUT POWER
I think many commentators miss the
point entirely when they assume that
men worry about the size ol their penises
because they want to satisly women.
The real reason men want larger penises
is that they instinctively associate penis
size with the ability to dominate others.
Ethologist Desmond Morris points out in
The Human Zoo that erection of the
penis is used in the animal world as a
threatening display and thar there 1s
evidence that humans so used it in pre-
historic times. Morris concludes, “It [ol-
lows that the greater the erection. the
greater the threat.” Even today, the Lirger
a man's penis the more he feels he can
dominate both men and women.
Danicel M. Cheney
Denver, Colorado

THE PHALLIC FALLACY

Most women who have unsansfaciory
sex lives blame psychological [actors for
their lack of gratification. This is proba-
bly due at Ieast in part to the enors of
noted sex researchers Masiers and John
son. In attempting to disprove a host of
myths that can and do Timit sexual cifec-
tiveness, they have created a monstrous
new illusion, namely, that penis size has
nothing to do with sexual perlormaunce.
This, of course, is utterly ridiculous, as
any honest woman or inadequately fur-
nished man will testify. The fact is tha
the most common causes of sexual dis-
satisfaction and incompatibility are male
impotence and small penises. Sexual in-
tercourse is a physical act for which the
male must be properly equipped physi-
cally. Psychology enters the piciure only
insoflar as a man with a small penis
doubts his virility and experiences shame
that causes him to perform more poorly
than he otherwise could. And some
women refuse to admit to a preference
for men with large organs because they

EXCITING
SATIN
SHEETS

OURS ARE MACHINE WASHABLE
NOW 12 LUSCIOUS COLORS
The choice is yours in the followin,
colors: Midnight Black, Scarlet Red,
Honey Gold, Royal Blue, Emerald
Green, Silvertone 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 straiiht top sheets

2 marching pillow cases
Twin sets $17.00 Queen sets $22.00
Double sets $§18.00 King sets $25.00
(For Full Size Beds)

No Charge For Postage
Send check or money order

50% deposit on C.0.D.’s
REGAL SATINS, INC.

46 Broadway Dept. P
Long Branch, N.]J. 07740

fashions you can't find
mn Stores. New Stuart McGuire Spring

& Summier 74 Catalog features more than 750 shoe
and sportswear styles. Over 200 pages of head-to-
toe fashion excitemient for men and women. All
at positive savings. Exclusive de-
signs plus quality and comfort

e features.

The Stuart McGuire Co.Inc, 115 Brand Rd. .q.lfr'm'».'!i.!.“c‘.
" MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY
| for free Stuart McGuire Catalog to: THE l
STUART McGUIRE CO. INC,, 115 BRAND
RD., SALEM, VA. 24156.
Mr.

Mrs,
Miss

|

|

| :
I Address

I

|

043402 I
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City -
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are insecure and are afraid of being
dominated by such men.

To ladies who appreciate plain old
physical sex but haven't settled on a sex-
ual parmner, I want to suggest that mascu-
line genital  bulk. combined with a
properly lubricated vagina, will prmlucc
the greatest possible pleasure. What's
more, a secure wonan ITEC(I 1ot [L’i]r
dominittion by a well-endowed man: she
will realize as she absorbs his full pene-
tration that it is she who triumphs by
being able to take all he can offer.

R. W. Byrnes, Executive Secretary
International Phallic Society, Lid.
Las Vegas, Nevada

Security. Domination. Triumph. Arve
you talking about balling or battling?
Masters and Johnson's concdusions were
the vesult of exhaustive studies of thou-
sands of episodes of sexual response
observed under rizorously scienlific con-
ditions. You, on the other hand, offer not
a particle of evidence lo support your
assertions, and they don't stand up under
cven the most casual scrutiny. There's no
proof that impotence and small penises
ave the most common souwrces of sexual
dissatisfaction. Impotence is not a canse
of sexual problems so much as an indica-
tion that they alveady exist. One sexual
problem that can cause impotence is the
fear that a small penis can’t satisfy a womn-
an. dnd that fear is put to rest by scien-
tific studies: Masters and Johnson have
shown that the physical sensations of in-
lercourse are not dependent on penis
size; the vagina accommodales itself to
whatever size  penis penetrales  il—ex-
panding to accepl a large one, filling
suugly around a smaller one.

“T'he Playboy Forum” and “The Play-
boy Adinsor” veceive letlers each month
from women who complain about vari-
ous sexual frustrations. Somelimes they
say i's their own problem, somelimes
their pavtner’'s. When a woman blanies
the man, she complains about his being
too slow, loo fast, not inlevested enough,
loo intervesied or obsessed with acts she
considers kinky. We never hear com-
plaiuts that a lover's penis is too small.

Maybe to the mind and the eye—and
possibly the hand—penis size makes a
diffevence if the individual woman cares
about i, just as breast size makes a differ-
chce 10 some men. But these are among
the many factors that influence sexual
enjoyment, and there is no evidence that
they are among the most important ones.

EXERCISE FOR TWO HANDS

Men seem to think that in sex their
hands are useful only for foreplay and
that once the woman becomes excited
the penis should take over. However, I've
discovered that there is no way a man
can move his body as Fast or as creatively
as his hands when it comes to providing
4 woman with sexual pleasure. Two of
the best orgasms I've ever had occurred

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

SEXY SENJOR CITIZEN

PORTLAND, OREGON—Police chaveed a
r8year-old man with prostitution because
he sought payment for his services. He
was arvested in a maotel voom after insisi-
ing that an undercaver policewoman give
him 850 to perform sexual acls with her.

PIECYE OFFICERS

cutcaco—Two Cook County Forest
Presevoe yangers have been charged with
cxtorting  money [from  couples they
found making love in parked cars. What

looked like just another amorous couple
inrned out 1o be an undercover team
from the state’s attorney's office, which
Irad  been  yeceiving  anonymous com-
Plainls of the shakedowns.

THE RAPE PROBLEM

WASHINGTON, D.e.—The District of Co-
Iumbioc Human Resources Deparytment
has announced that the city will set up a
special {rogram Lo treat vape viclims.
The program, to operale out of the D.C.
Geneval Hospital, will include a 24-hour
telephone sevvice and a special medical
team and will offer psychiatric counsel-
ing. In addition, the program will pro-
vide special traiming for doclors, nurses
and hospital personnel who deal with
aictims of sexual assault. Authorities esti-
male thai the actual number of sexual as-
saulls 15 five to ten times higher than
veporled, largely because of the embar-
rassient connecled with such crimes and
the failwre of public agencies to deal
with the victims quickly or sy pathetical-
Iy. The D.C. city council is considering a
reconmendation (o establish a special in-
slitution to lreal sexual offenders.

s The commander of a New York Po-
lice Department vape detail told a Chi-
cago City Council meeting that arvests for
sexnal assanil increased 38 percent since
an allwoman unit began processing rape
complainis. The increase was altvibuted
lo the grealer willingness of yape victims
to report attacks when the police person-
nel they deal with ave female. Chicago is

considering  setting up a similar all-
woman rape unii.

* Senator Charles Mathias of Maryland,
citing a 70 percent increase in veported
rapes over the past five years, has intro-
duced a bill in Congress to establish a
national center to combat vape and
mwestigate the problem of homosexual
assaults in prisons. He said that too often
a rape vietim “must also contend with
the societal assumplion that she may
have precipitated the attack, or did not
resist vigorously.”

* A Baltimore grand jury has charged a
17-year-old youth with murder after the
73year-old woman whom he allegedly
raped later committed suicide.

PLAYING DOCTOR

NASHVILLE—A  27-year-old man, de-
scribed by police as a smooth talker, has
been charged with practicing medicine
without a license after posing as a doc-
tor and giving physical examinations to
several women. He had listed himself
with an employment agency as a doctor
seeking female employees for his obstel-
ries and  gynecology clinic. He speci-
fied that the applicants be high school
graduates of good appearance and good
personality and that they undergo a com-
plete  physical examination—which he
performed. The agency discovered its
doctor was a phony after several appli-
cants complained that their physical
exam involved mostly fondling.

KISS, DON'T SHAKE

WASHINGTON, D.C—dA study by the Uni-
versity of Virginia School of Medicine
indicales that it's casier 1o caich a cold
from shaking hands than from kissing.
The vesearch project, financed by a Gov-
ernment grant and reporied in the New

England Journal of Medicine, found evi-
dence that the most common route of
infection is from the hands, on which at
least one type of virus can swvive for up
to three hours, to the mucous membranes
of the eyes or nose.

PROSTITUTION PICTURE

LOUISVILLE, RENTUCKY—A special Fed-
eral grand jury found prostitution wide-
spread m Louisville. then recommended
that consideration be given to legalizing




il. The report noted, “Il is anlicipated
and understood that this issue will cause
an aclive negative vesponse from those
who sincerely believe that prostitution is
a grave, moral cuvil,” but added, “the
community needs to decide whether il is
better to tolerate prostitution as an ille-
gal or as a legal activity. since ignoring
the problem will not make it go away.”

Elseiwhere: \

* In Sacramento, @ vandom telephone
swrvey of 302 persons by The Sacramento
Union indicated that 61 percent of men
and 19 percent of women favor legalizing
prostitution in California.

« In San Francisco, a judge who dis-
missed prostitution charges against a
woman has been sued by her for return
of the appointment book seized at the
time of her arvest. *Unless the book is re-
turned in the wvery near future,” the
Plainiff avgued, “I will suffer the full
damage of the loss, since appointments
will have already been missed, and so
forth.?”

= Also in San Francisco, members of
Coyote, a prostilules’ union organized by
Margo St. James (sce letter titled “St.
James vs. Saint Paul” in the December
1973 “Playboy Forum®™), picketed a hotel
because it supposedly provides free rooms
lo wice officers for the purpose of arrest-
ing prostitutes.

* In Rome, local prostitutes an-
nounced a strike against uniformed po-
lice and military SANAANA AN
personnel after 9
the Italian postal g
service suspended
a 3{-year-old wom-
an_employee who
had formed a pros-
litules’ defense
league. She  had
also ashed the gou-
ernment to classify
streetwalliers as arlisans. Said one of the
strikers, “This is our yeply to the post-
office decision. Uniform means the state
and the stale means repression.”

Va'a aaTR A e e e e e

SCREENING FOR GONORRHEA

ALBANY. NEW YORK—A new, simple
biood test, described as a major break-
thvough in the campaign against gonor-
vhea, will be wused by the New York
health department in the countyy's first
state-supported, siate-wide venereal-dis-
case screeming program. In iis fist 12
months, the program is expected to
rench more than 100,000 people, mostly
women, who tend to be asymptomatic.
The new test gives vesulls in less than
two howrs. The naditional bacierial
method, which takes several days, will
still be used for final dingnosis.

Another gonorrhea lest, called the
Gonosticon Dri-Dot, which requives only
two minutes, has been marketed by a
pharmaceuntical firm in New Jersey. Ac-

cording to the manufacturer, a drop of
blood serum and distilled water are
mixed on a disposable slide coaled with
chemicals that visibly change in the pres-
ence of gonococcus bacteria. The test ix
reported to be 80 percenl accuvate and
therefore suitable for preliminary screen-
tng prior (o conventional diagnosis.

CONTRACEPTIVE FAILURLE

WASHINGTON, D.C—About one out of
three couples who practice birth control
hase children anyway, according (o a re-
port published in Family Planning Per-
spectives. The study, an cvaluation of
bivth-control effectiveness among 6752
women over a froe-year pertod, was exirap-
olated from the 1970 National Fertility
Study divected by Dvs. Norman Ryder and
Charles Westoff of Princeton Universily.
It showed that about five percent of the
women who used pills oy F.U. D5 became
pregnant inoa yea)’s time and that the
fatlure rate was ten percent for those who
depended on condoms, 17 percent for
those who depended on diaphragms, moyve
than 20 percent for those who used con.
traceptive foams or the vhivithin method
and 40 percent for those who relied only
on douching. Commenting on the rela-
tively high over-all failure vale. Dr. Ryder
said, “The tmplication of this is thal we
have a substantial number of people in
the United States using ineflective meth-
ods of contvaception or wusing cffective
methods cavelessly.”

ALASKANS FREEZE BLULENOSES

ANCHORAGE—T he cily council and the
citizens of Anchorage have recisteved
their disapproval of censorship. The
conncil vejecled one anti-obscenity ordi-
nance and another one was defeated at
the polls by a vote of 3285 to 2493.

001 DELIGHTS, MINUS A FEW

HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT—Police are
puzzled over the burslary of an aduli-
mowvie theater in Havtford. The intruder
went through each reel of the film <1001
Danish Delights,” clipped out the nude
scenes and left the vest.

MADNESS OF THE MONTH

“Slaughterhouse-Five”  the  populary
novel by Kurlt Vonnegut, Jv., about the
Allied fire bombing of Dresden, Gevinany,
during World War Two. has inflamed
some small-town Amervicans for reasans
no one else has quite fieuved out. The
school board in Drake, North Duako-
ta, burned 32 copies of the book, de
nounced the 26-year-old Enalish teacher
who assigned it and searched lockers [or
any copies nol swyrendeied by students.
In Mabee, South Cavoliaa, a 25 year-old
high school teacher who assigned  the
book 1o his Enslish class was arvested
and charged with distributing obscene
malerials to minors,

after my lover came, then used his hands
to bring me to climax.

Obviously, I'm not saying that men
should forget about penile-vaginal inter-
course; they should just let go of the idea
that it's the only way to get or give pleas-
ure. Besides, I should think a man would
be happy to know he’s capable of provid
ing exquisite sensations and satisfying his
partner without wearing himself out.

{(Name withheld by request)
Snyder, Texas

SEXIST SAM

Samuel Newman says in the November
197% Playboy Forum that women cin
control sexual appetites much more casi-
ly than men and are *“able to give or
withhold as they see fit.” He adds that
“Men spend a great deal of time and en-
ergy trying to please women in order to
obtain sexual favors.” This is the sort of
self-serving male nonsense women have
had to put up with for centurics. The
fact is that my own experiences and those
of my friends are that if a girl doesn’t
come across on the first date, she'll never
hear from the guy again. Men don’t want
to waste precious time getting 1o know a
woman if they think they could be ball-
ing someonc else.

As for Newman’s statement that a man
who marries assumes a lifetime financial
burden, whether he stays married or not,
I'd like to introduce him to my hus-
band—if only I could find the Dastared!
He lelt me with bills 1o pay and a baby
to support on the pittauce that a wom-
an with only a high school education
can earn.

Samuel Newman doesn’t know any-
thing about ¢ither women or life.

Susan Hayes
Nashua, New Hampshire

Samuel Newman thinks that men are
Lorny “most of the time.” women aren’t
and, therefore, “Men spend a great deal
of time¢ and encrgy uving o plesse
women in order 1o obtain sexual Favors.”
Samuel Newman is full of shit. In the
first place. few of my colleagues or diink-
ing buddics crave sex most of the time.
Some of the time, yes. Maybe even a lot
of the time. But not most. In the sccond
place, the women I know (and I humbly
note that I've known more thin i lew)
are not much more indined “to give or
withhold” sex for manipulative purposes
than I am. If we're both in the mood. we
just do it, without any of the bartering
that Newman implies is necessary 1o get
a woman into the sack.

All of which brings me to my final and
most important point. If a woman and [
are In the mood, it's hecause we enjov
cach other generally, and sex is simply a
logical extension of our compatibility;
it's not because I've expended my re-
sources trying to make her feel obligated
to slake my savage lust. If 1 do spend
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time and energy—and money—on a
woman, it's because I enjoy doing so as
an end in itself. Anyone who does so be-
cause he thinks it's the only way to get
into the lady’s pants is either very crass—
and should simply find himself a good
whore——or very sad, apparently having
found few women who appreciate him
for anything but the favors he can offer,
Jack Green
Brooklyn, New York

WOMEN'S RIGHTS
E. R.A. Central is an organization for
1llinois supporters of the Equal Rights
Amendment to constitutionally protect
women from legal and economic sex dis-
crimination. Without the help of the
Playboy Foundation, E.R.A. Central
would probably not be operating at its
present level. We are deeply indebted to
the Foundation,
Sonia McCallum
L. R. A. Central
Chicago, Illinois

HAPPY WIFE AND MOTHER
Ubiquitous articles on women's libera-
tion, open marriage, egalitarian marriage
and the like disgust me. They are written
primarily by frustrated human beings
who are so damned worried about being
“lulfilled” that they completely forget
the purposes for which we have heen
placed on this planet: to propagate the
race and to hold the family unit together.
Belicve it or not, there are some
women left who do not want to be liber-
ated from anything. 1 have been a house-
wile for nine years and am the mother of
two children. I like it, even though I
have an above-average 1.Q). and a demnon-
strated ability to succeed outside my
home. Both my hushand and 1 realize
that a woman’s greatest challenge is to
raise well-adjusted, creative children. 1f
women want to seek fullitlment outside
the roles of wife and mother, they should
wait until their children no longer need
them full time.
Donna Lombardi
Reseda, California
Nobody needs liberation from doing
what she likes. All of us need liberation
from people who insist they know “the
purposes for which we have been placed
on this planet.”

WENDY'S CRUSADE

1 do agree with Wendy Berlowitz that
our socicty needs a change of attitude re-
garding nudity (The Playboy Forum,
October 1973). But I think she is going
about promoting this change in the
wrong way. You can’t just strip on any
busy corner and expect to get away with
it. T would suggest that if Wendy took her
bikini top off at a beach or some other ap-
propriate location, anyone who claimed
to be offended could justifiably be dis-
missed as a prude.

Anyway, T believe there are a lot of
more important matters that need chang-
ing in this sarewed-up world, but T guess
it's up to the individual to decide what
she wants to work for.

Giuinter Henke
Visselhovede, West Germany

Since writing that letter, Wendy has
barved her breasis and been arvested in
Albuquerque, San Francisco, Los Angeles,
Denver, Chicago and the White House in
Washington, D.C. She says her aim,
among other things, is to bring about
“the downfall of Weslern civilization and
the Judaeo-Christian ethic.”

BATHROOM LIBERATION

My wife and I recently encountered a
situation that we feel is certainly discrim-
inatory and probably unlawful. To wit:
In a public vest room, she had to pay a
dime to do what I do for [ree, simply be-
cause her anatomy dictates that she sit.

It wasn’t so much the dime as the prin-
ciple of the thing that made my wife furi-
ous. Her anger was rooted in her certain
knowledge that men would never stand
for such an outrage.

This form of discrimination is ugly and
crude, and serves no good purpose that
we can see. It should be stopped at once.

Robert T. Monica
St. Petersburg, Florida

In Chicago, at least, pay toilets officially
have been eliminated from public places.
Mayor Richard Daley explained: “1 did
i for women’s lib.” The Commitice to
End Pay Toilets in America noled that
“The introduction of this convenience
will greatly improve the quality of the
American way of life.” Chicago has estab-
lished one richt women will never have
to stand up for.

SEX IN THE SEVENTIES
I'm happy to see that the Playboy
Foundation and Morton Hunt are con-
firming with statistics the sexual revolu-
tion that has occurred in this country
since the days of Kinsey (Sexual Behau-
ior in the I1970s, rLaYBOY, October 1973
through February 1974). I've long had
the impression that sexual activity of
most types has been increasing, but 1've
never been able to prove it. We are all,
especially parents and others who deal
with young people, going to have to
come to terms with these new atticudes
and trends in sexual behavior. Before, it
was possible for many older persons to
close their eyes to what young people are
doing and to claim that outdated ideals
and standards still govern behavior. Now
the returns are in and no one can blind
himself to the Licts any longer.
Ralph Lippert
Cincinnati, Ohio

Stop the presses—the ones printing the
installments of Morton Hunt's Sexual
LBehavior in the 1970s. Don't you people

know what sort of man reads rravsoy?
He didn’t give 2 damn about Kinsey and
he doesn’t give a damn about your sex
survey. Comparative statistics bore him.
PLAYBOY readers are aware that sexual
mores have not changed in thousands of
years, excepe as to frequency. Increascd
opportunitics for privacy, V.D. control
and improved contriception have en-
couraged increased activity. And the ta-
boos against talking about sex have
withered away. But the positions and the
practices are almost as old as mankind.
What makes prayeoy think its readers
want to read such crap? Most of us are
living it.
A. Poole
Cleveland. Ohio
And some of us arve full of it. Since
you're sure you already know all about
contemporary sexual behavior, your lack
of curiosily about your fellow humans is
understandable, as is your conviclion
that PLAYBOY’s survey data must be bor-
ing. But the fact is, there have been
major—and very intevesting—changes in
moral attitudes and in the populavity of
certain sexual practices that only a few
years age weve widely considered taboo.

THE S AND M SCENE

The Seprember 1973 Playboy Panel:
New Sexual Life Styles discusses sado-
masochism at some length, but there was
no S and M representative on the panel.
As an S and M organization, we reject the
validity of what others say about us. We
formed the Eulenspicgel Society in order
to raise consciousness about sadism and
masochism among ourselves and within
society. Our message to society is that we
alone have the right to define or explain
ourselves,

Our own theorizing suggests that prac-
tically every human relationship involves
some implicit dominance and submission
and that S and M makes these implicit
dynamics highly explicic. S and M can
also be a way of working out early infan-
tile conflicts in which we were preny
well outmarched—one little kid against
the whole 20th Century.

Finally, on the most sublime level,
Sand M is toral giving. Because there are
sharply differentiated roles, each person
in an S and M relationship needs exactly
what the other one needs 1o give. As an
M, my need is 1o put mysell totally in the
power of my S, to worship him, to prove,
by my pain and humiliation, thar my
love can overcome all the obstacles that
the world can put in its path. The S must
be a giving, loving person—enough so
that he can accept such extravagant de-
votion with a clear conscience. He must
have the courage to live in this world of
limitations as a king.

We call ourselves the Eulenspiegel So-
ciety because in Theodor Reik’s book
Masochism in Modern Man the story of
Tyll Lulenspiegel is given to illustrate
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New Conceptrol Shields.
A prophylactic created to make you feel
like you’re not wearing anything.

The whole idea behind Conceptrol
Shields is to allow two people sensi-
tivity when using a prophylactic.

To do this, we had to make a change:

we changed the basic shape of the
prophylactic so it would fit you better.

Senoitivity: The change wasn't drastic,

but from the shape you know to a
slightly contoured shape at the head.
We feel this slight change will make

® Ortho Pharmaceutical Corporation 1573

We are making available through your local pharmacist educational matenal on the value of prophylactics in the p

and A man's guide 10 preventing pregnancy:’

Conceptrol Shields conform easier to
you, and give you a fit you're not get-
ting from an ordinary prophylactic.
Strength: Conceptrol Shields are made
from very thin latex. The thinnest we
can possibly use and still maintain our
quality control standards.

Comfort: They have a reservoir tip—a
receptacle at the tip of the prophylactic.
It allows you greater comfort.

Lubrication: They have a special dry
lubricant which makes them neater
than prophylactics with wet lubricants.
They're also available non-lubricated.
Conceptrol Shields. Comfortable,
strong and allow sensitivity.
We believe they're going to change

your attitude about using prophylactics.
Available now atyourlocal pharmacy.

Conceptrq_!“§hie|d3

World's largast laboratories

d 1o family planning
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THE DIAMONDTOOTHED (GENIUS
WHO SAID HE INVENTED JAZZ.

He was quarrelsome, moody, and a braggart.

Buthewasabrilliantcomposer and arranger,
and probably the greatest jazz pianist who ever
lived.

Ferdinand Jelly Roll' Morton was born in
Gulfport, Louisiana in 1885. He grew up playing
piano in bordellos in the fabled Storyville district
of New Orleans.

Morton claimed to have invented jazz in
1901. Few musicians of the period have disputed
his claim and, true or not, his impact on jazz was
enormous.

Jelly Roll's records are chronicles of New
Orleans at the turn of the century. They paint
a picture of contemporary city life there with
their blues, marches, stomps, and rags.

There was immense precision to Jelly Roll's
music. His carefully shaped harmonic. chordal
passages, and free improvisation were woven
together with astonishing skill.

As colorful with his life as he was with the
keys, Jelly Roll Morton would whip out a
thousand dollar bill and flash a diamond-toothed
smile to anyone who doubted his prosperity.

At different times he hustled pool for a living,
dabbled in the cosmetics business, became a
boxing promoter, and vacationed in Alaska.

Jelly Roll Morton was involved with the

——
——— ‘4 : |
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creation of music. We are involved with the
reproduction of music.

At Harman/Kardon we don't try to tamper
with his music; to ‘'sweeten'it. or to make it

‘sound better. We try to give it to you the way

he heard it.

Listen to Jelly Roll's records today and you'll
be amazed at his vitality. Listen to him through
a 4-channel music system using this new Har-
man/Kardon 800+ multichannel receiver and
you'll think you re standing over his shoulder in
a smoky New Orleans club.

The Harman/Kardon 800+ reproduces every
kind of four-channel (or stereo) music source.
So it puts you right where Jelly Roll sat. In the
thick of things. And, like all Harman/Kardon pro-
ducts. it's built with ultra-wideband circuitry.

Which means no matter how frenetic Jelly
Roll's ‘Red Hot Peppers play, this 800+ gives
you all of his music. Note for note. Instrument
for instrument. To catch every rasp of Kid Ory's
trombone, every squeak of Omer Simeon's
liguorice stick.

Jelly Roll would
have liked that.

[harman /kardon]

55 Ames Coun. Plamwew N.Y 11803 U S A Also avalable sn Canada




one of the aspects of masochism. Tvll is
lighthearted while carrying a heavy load
uphill beciuse he is anticipating the easy
descent. While descending the hill, how-
ever, he is downcast in expectaton of the
next steep chimb upward. About this
Reik writes, " The masochist and Tyll Eu-
lenspicgel obey another rhythm, their
own. They do not march in step with us.
Perhaps that is because they hear another
drummer.”

AMs. Terry Kolb

The Eulenspicgel Society

New York, New York

TRUTH BY VOTE
I was quite entranced by the democrat
ic approach to philosophy exemplified
by Robert C. Dell in the November 1973
Playboy Forum. He conbronted the
knottiest question in  metaphysics—Is
there a God>—and answered in the af-
firmative Dbecause  “most ol history's
greatest thinkers™ have believed so. 1E
this method of validation were generally
accepted, we could save all the time and
money curently being spent on labora-
1ory cquipment and reseavchers” salaries
in institutions of learning, as well as the
hard mental effore now being put into
devising experiments clear-cut enough to
give definite answers to our questions.
We could simply poll the great thinkers
to get answers to all the other hard ques-
tions, such as: Is there intelligent life
elsewhere in the universe? What should
we use to drive our cars when gasoline
supplies are exhausted? Are people really
equal, ar are some born with superior
qualities determined by their genes? And,
of course, the question that should follow
naturally if we decide that God exists:
Does He, She or It have any special inter-

est in humanicy?

G. Riley

San Francisco, California

THE PORN IS GREEN

Recently my fiancée and I went to
see three of the cuorent crop ol porno
movies. We had heard that a new artistry,
subtlety and quality had entered the
ficld, and we were curious and expect-
ant. To our dismay, what we saw in the
films just barely improved on the gross
ineptitude ol the stag films ol yesteryear.
A [ew ol the actresses can almost act,
some camera angles are more imaginative
than the standard stag-hlm crowch shots,
one or two jokes are semiliterate, and
that’s the extent of the improvement.
Sound is as bad as ever, most of the act-
ing is as clumsy as a drunk in snowshoes
and the over-all impression is one of
slapdash incompetence. Obviously, the
critics have gone gaga over these films
only in relief at finding them not quite
as bad as earlier efforts.

The poor quality of these films, I
think, is a l](.‘])r('%in;_r‘l}' telling revelation
of the persistence of puritanism in Amer-
ica. Nobodv in the porno field can believe

A great way towing it. BD-5D.

With a cruising speed of almost 230 mph and a rate of climb

better than 1,350 fpm, the BD-5D is one of general aviation's top
performers. And it's equipped with fully retractable landing gear

and a modem side-stick control.

But its most outstanding feature still has to be economy.
Because until April 1, 1974, you can buy this exciting single-seater
for just $4,400 (which is less than half the price of most production
planes). And enjoy operating costs of only 2.5 cents per mile.

After April 1st, this price will go up considerably. So see your
nearest Bede dealer today or send a $400 deposit directly to Bede
Aircraft to assure yourself of the reduced price and of an early
delivery. Or send $5.00 to Bede Aircraft Inc., Dept. PB-2, Newton
Municipal Airport, Newton, Kansas 67114 for a detailed brochure
on the little plane that’s changing aviation in a big

way, the BD-6D.

Member EAA

The BD-5D. Another plane
you can afford to love from Bede Aircraft.
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that sex is goud enough. lovely enough
or important enough to be treated as
artistically as any grade-B movie will
treat a bank robbery. Or else, nobody be-
lieves that there is a real audience for
quality ecrotica. The apparent assump-
tion is that sex is so low and animal a
function that these who would enjoy it
in a film are mental cripples incapable of
telling a good film from a bad one—
while the nice people, the intelligent and
tasteful people, are eunuchs. This is
sheer nonsense, as the Kinse)r Reports
proved long ago.

I predict that the first producer who
dares to make a really professional,
high-quality porno flick will become a
multimillionaire.

Louis Levine
Boston, Massachusetis

CASTRATING THE EUNUCH
According o a TV Guide survey pub-

lished last October, almost 40 percent of
the public think that TV should be less
“open and frank” (I assume this means
they think it should be more evasive and
ambiguous, if not downright stealthy).
In addition, 41 percent think television
devotes too much time to sex and 51
percent think censorship of the TV screen
would be a good idea. I've heard of haul-
ing coals to Newcastle, but this sounds
more like trying to castrate a eunuch.

Peter Jensen

New York, New York

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

Mortimer Adler once wrote How to
Read a Book, but nobody has yet writ-
ten the cqually needed text How to Im-
prove a Book. Of course, the famous
Thomas Bowdler, who cleaned up Shake-
speare in the early 19th Century, did
show the general direction that book im
proving could take: however, it remained
for a high school teacher in Hilliard.
Ohio, to perfect the technique. When
LEdgar Lee Masters” epic poem Spoon
River Anthology was assigned to her
class, she simply tore out four offensive
pages (containing references to harlots,
bare breasts, free love and lesbians) be-
fore passing out the books that her stu-
dents had purchased through the school.

This approach to expurgation is ap-
parently too sophisticated and/or too
tume consuming for some communities,
so they just reject entire books. For
example, the school board of Granby,
Connecticut, has banned Norman Mail-
er's The Naked and the Dead from its
high school required-reading list. It
scems that half the board members
thought that the students would be
warped by the book’s “lavatory lan-
guage” even though, as the chairman
noted. the kids “are not naive and they
know all the words.” I should hope they
Know the words, since the book was writ-
ten a quarter of a century ago when

SEXUAL BEHAVIOR IN THE 1970s
PART V: MASTURBATION

article By MORTON HUNT autocroticism is a secret service; even
the most liberated are reluctant to talk about it

THE PLAYBOY natiopal sex survey finds
that sexual liberation, which has had
impressive effects on many attitudes and
behavior patterns, has a mixed record
where masturbation is concerned. Our
data, compared with those gathered by
Dr. Alfred C. Kinsey from 1938 through
1949, indicate that the belief that mastur-
bation is sinful has largely disappeared
and that today both males and females
start masturbating at a vounger age, con-
tinue to masturbate longer (many into
their married years) and do so more easi-
v and more often than used to be the
case. These changes, however, have been
less impressive than those in many other
areas of sexuality, and most people, de-
spite their professed liberalism on the
subject, still are more ashamed and secre-
tive about their own masturbating, espe-
cially current masturbating, than about
almost any other sexual behavior.

These attitudes have persisted despite
strenuous elforts by sexual Liberationists
in recent yeirs to remove the stigma from
masturbation and even to endow it with
considerable merit. Kinsey defended it as
normal and valuable: he reported that
for American males, it was second only to
coitus as a source of sexual gratification,
and that for females, it yielded orgasm
more reliably than any other sexual act.
Since Kinsey’s time, a growing number of
doctors, psychologists, sex experts and
others have argued that masturbation is
harmless (it does not cause physical dis-
case, mental disease, pregnancy nor inter-
personal conflict) and have enumerated
its virtues (many authors, ranging from
psychologist and longtime Kinsey asso-
ciate Dr. Wardell Pomeroy to sexploitress
“1" of The Sensuous Woman, recommend
it unhesitatingly for sexual relief, pleasure
and precottal training).

But in a series of in-depth interviews
supplemental to our questionnaire sur-
vey, we found that guile and shame about
masturbation are still both common
and powerful during adolescence and es-
pecially during adulthood. A few of the
men and a fair number of the women we
interviewed indicated that guilt had
wholly prevented, or at least long delayed,
their masturbating.

A typical comment:

Man, 38: “When I was an adolescent
and would get an erection, I'd want o
grab it and do things o it—I'd be al-
most sick with wanting to—but I felt wo
terrified.”

But sooner or later, nearly all men and

a majority of women yielded—and many
continued to suffer and struggle and
yield for years:

Man, 25: “T worried and held back,
and fought it, but finally T gave in. The
worry didn’t stop me and doing it didn't
stop my worrying.”

Woman, 38: “1 tried not 1o, and wept
and prayed, and 1 did it anywav. But as
soon as I fell in love with a boy at the
age of 16, I got the strength to stop and
I felt clean and decent again—until the
next time.”

Only a few had no initial conflicts
about itz

Man, 26: “I learned from the guys 1
played baseball with. I was in sixth grade
and one time they said, ‘Come on over—
we have books and pictures and we jack
off 1ogether.” So I went over, and there
didn’t seein to be anvthing wrong about
1t—it was all happy vibes.”

Even this man. however, later felt
shame and a sense of failure when, as a
young adult, he resorted to masturbating
during a sexual dry spell. Only a few
wholly liberated people feel totally at
ease about masturbation in adulthood:

Woman, 29: “I still do it when the man
I live with is away. It gives me satisfac-
tion and peace and keeps me rom want-
ing to go looking for someone else.”

Min, 25: “Even though I'm sleeping
with a great girl, I still masturbate some-
times, because the orgasm is better or be-
cause I just want 10 do something
different.”

But almost no adults, not even the
very liberated, can bring themselves to
tell friends, lovers or mates that they srill
occasionally masturbate. Americans are
neither ashamed nor seaetive about
their self-administration of other kinds
of pleasure (e.g., eating, lving in a hot
bath, staying in bed late): why, then, the
shame and secrecy about this one? Or,
rather, why does this common sexual act
engender so much more shame than most
others? Probably because parental disap-
proval of touching or playing with the
genitals is manifested so much earlier in
the child’s life than most other disap-
provial—so early, indeed, that much of it
is preverbal and implanted oo deep for
liberating words to uproot it fully later
in life.

Nevertheless, at the conscious level,
during the past generation, Americans
have grown measurably more tolerant
about masturbation. Though Kinsey
published little statistical information on




attitudes toward masturbation, we can see
the change by comparing the 35-and-older
half of our survey sample with the 18-to-
34 half; the attitudinal differences reflect
differences in the social milieu in which
each half grew up. Our findings:

» In the older half of the sample, nearly
one out of three men agrees with the state-
ment “Masturbation is wrong™: in the
younger half, only one out of SIX agrees.

« In the older hall, one woman out of
tlree agrees with the statement “Mastur-
bation is wrong”'; in the younger half,
only one out of six agrees.

Our dati, broken down by smaller age
groups, show that the residual condem-
nation of masturbation has withered
throughout the era of sexual liberation:

MASTURBATION Is WRONG
(percent agreeing)

Age Males Females

55 and over
15-54
55-44
25-54
18-24

Kinsey lound that the taboo against
masturbation was stronger at the blue-
collar level than at the white-collar level
and stronger among noncollege people
than among college-educated people.
Today, men and women in every cate-
gory are more accepting of masturbation
than their precursors were—but the gap
between levels has not nirowed as it has
in many other areas of sexual autitudes
and behavior. One reason is that while
[reer verbal communication has plaved
an important role in breaking down
class-determined autitudes about foreplay

and coital variations,
masturbation stull is
inwardly regarded as
a lowly and immature
act, and it is not yet a
topic of honest and lib-
erating conversation.

Actual masturbatory
behavior has, however,
increased measurably as
a result of the partial
stripping away, by oth-
er forces, of the aura of
sin and/or pathology
that smrounded i, At
first glance, there would
appear to be no signil-
icant increases in the
percentages  of  men
and women who have
ever masturbated: Kin-
sey gives 92 percent for
males, 62 percent for
femnales; the Plavboy
survey, 94 percent and
63 percent, respective-
ly. But our figures rep-
resent only what has happened up o now
in the lives of our respondents, while
Kinsey's are lifetime, accumulative inci-
dences. Since a few men and a fair num-
ber of women do not masturbate lor the
first time until adulthood, lifetime figures
for our sample would be somewhat larger;
i.e., there have been definite increases in
accumulative incidence since Kinsey's
time. (In making this and other direct
comparisons with Kinsey's all-white sam-
ple, we use only the white data in our
oWl survey.)

A more striking and clear-cut measure
ol change is the age at which the wrge o
masturbate breaks through bariers of
parental and social disapproval. The
wend is unmistakably toward break-
through at vouuger ages, as this table
shows:

EVER MASTURBATED TO ORGASM,
BY THE AGE OF 13

Males eRAE R T
Kinsey | SR
Playvboy ==

Femal 2 2 =
emales g 5 B % 2
Kinsey E
Playboy ==

Also noteworthy are certain changes in
active incidence (the measure of how
many do a given thing within a specified
period of time) and in the typical
frequencies of masturbation. Active inci-
dences for young single males are only
moderately higher in our sample than in
Kinsey's, but very much higher for young
single females: In Kinsey's sample, ouly
a little more than a quarter of the
single girls in their upper teens and
a litde (continued on  page 176)

standards were a damn sight more prud-
ish than they are today and the word fuck
had w be spelled fug.

Speaking ol decadesold novels that
frighten the people to whom we foolishly
entrust our children’s education, George
Orwell's 1984 has been banned from a
high school again, this time in Tulsa,
Oklahoma. It sometimes scems that 1 have
read about such an incident at least once
a year ever since that satirical master-
picce was published in 1949, and 1 expe-
rience the same feeling of despair every
time. There is a special irony in sccing
this anti-Communist defense ol liberty
being suppressed again and again in this
rabidly anti-Communist  nation  that
claims to be the chief custodian of world
freedom. Does this idiocy continue only
because “one page in the book implies
the two principal characters had sexual
intercourse,” as a Tulsa student ex-
plained to the press? Frankly, I doubt it:
Orwell's satire 15 threatening to more
than Marxism.

How can students read about a “mem-
ory hole,” into which historical docu-
ments disappear without a trace, without
thinking of the paper shredders that
have been working overtime in Washing-
ton, according to the testimony of John
Dean? How can they read of the electron-
ic spying devices in that novel without
Watergate coming to mind? Or how can
they discuss the baffling nonlanguage of
Newspeak without remembering how
White House spokesmen have described
previous  statements as  ioperative”
when, in English, they would be called
lies? Obviously, this could lead students
to hegin asking some rather embarrassing
questions about our Government.

The only really happy [leature in the
spectacle of folly presented by this ban-
ning of great books is that some ol the
students, inspired by curiosity, will read
them with more interest than they might
have il the books were required reading.
They will note some of the parallels.
And, hopefully, they will also recognize
in the anti-intellectualism of their own
schiool’s resort to censorship the policy
that Orwell caricatured in the unforget-
table slogan “Ignorance is strength.”

Hugh Crane
New York, New York

For still more tlusivations of the
strength of ignorance see “Madness of
the Month” in this ssue’s “Forum
Newsfront.”

“The Playboy Forum” offers the
opportunity for an exiended dialog be-
fween readers and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and issues velated to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
correspondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 North Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW:
a candid conversation

About len years ago, rumors slarted
drifting back to Hollywood that a new
movie, direcled by an Italian, shot in
Spain and starring an American actor
hitherto known only for his labors as the
second lead in the moderately popular
television series “Rawhide,” was pack-
ing movichouses from Rome to Frank-
furt. Studio heads shrugged. Flash in the
pan, they said, scornfully dubbing “A
Fistful of Dollars™ a spaghettt Western.
When “Fistful” awas followed by the
cqually profitable “For a Few Dollars
More” and “The Good, the Bad and the
Ugly,” skeptics were forced to take a more
serious look at the lanky, laconic star of
these runaway hits: Clint Eastwood.

Eastwood's films have grossed some
$150,000,000 worldwide to dale, and
nothing is more indicative of his rapid
upward mobility than the vise in whal the
studios have been willing to pay for his
services. From $75 a week as a contract
player to a flat $15,000 for “A Fistful of
Dollars,” Eastwood’s price went to
§100,000 for his first American-based fea-
ture, “Hang *em High"—and to parlici-
pate in its production he formed his own
company, The Malpaso Company, which
promptly made a S1,000,000 deal with
Universal Piclures for “Coogan’s Bluf].”
To help finance Malpaso projects, East-
wood Degan renting his increasingly
costly services to other studios—to Para-
mount for the musical “Paint Your

“I'm not a person who advocales violence
in real life, and if I thought I'd made a
film in which the violence inspired people
to go out and commit more violence, I
wouldn’t make those films.”

CLINT EASTWOOD

with the world’s number-one box-office star

Wagon™ (8750,000 and a piece of the prof-
its, including those made by the record al-
bum from the film, in which surprised
Eastwood ahcionados discovered that the
previously semi-inarticulate lone stranger
could sing credilably, if not operatt-
cally); and to MGM for “Kelly’s Heyoes”
($1,000,000) and “Where Eagles Dare”
($1,000,000). All plus percenlages, of
course. Since then, he and Malpaso have
virtually been able to wrile their own
ticket—a ticket that has often specified,
of late, that Eastwood tackle directorial
as well as acting chores.

Malpaso is a small, highly mobile opera-
tion, consisting essentially of Eastwood
himself; Robert Daley, who acts as the
company’s producer; Sonia Chernus, the
story editor; and a tall blonde sccre-
tary and trouble shooter named Carol
Rydall. Eastwood likes to keep things
simple. His personal tastes arc equally
unpretentions. Invaviably dressed in
jeans, hatless and tieless, he’s the an-
tithesis of everything that once stood for
Hollywood glamor. He and his wife, the
former Margaret Johnson—to whom he's
been married for 20 years—live quietly
with their two children, Kyle, frue, and
Alison, one, in Carmel, not far from East-
wood’s native San Francisco and a six-
hour drive up the coast from the smog
of Los Angeles and the demands of Holly-
wood society. An evening with the East-

“We don’t have a staff of 26 and a fancy
office. I've got a six-pack of beer under
my arm, and a few picces of paper, and a
couple of pencils, and I'm in Dbusiness.
Hell, I can work in a closel.”

woods is likely to consist of dinner with
two or three couples as guests; the only
full-scale social event with which they're
involved is the annual Clint Eastwood
Invitational Celebrity Tennis Tourna-
ment at Pebble Beach, the proceeds of
which—nearly 550,000 last year—go to
local charities.

Another Eastwood quality is inlensce
loyalty to his friends. Before he would
sign on for “Fistful,” he insisted that the
Italian producer agree o bring over his
old Avmy buddy Bill Tompkins (now
deceased) to act as stunt coordinator.
He promoted Ted Post, a television di-
rector who had worked with him on a
number of “Rawhide” eprsodes, to feature
films with “Hang *em High”—and chose
him once more lo divecl his most re-
cently released starving vehicle, “Magnum
Force,” for which Warner Bros. execu-
tives are already confidently predicting a
$40,000,000 gross. Another close friend is
Don Siegel, who directed Eastwood in
“Coogan’s Bluff,” a contemporary melo-
drama about an Arizona sheriff sent to
New York to extradite a local hood; “ Two
Mules for Sister Sava,” which featured
Eastwood as the protector of a whore in
nun’s clothing played by Shirley Mac
Laine; “The Beguiled,” a Gothic horror
tale with Eastwood as a wounded soldicy
who falls into the none-too-gentle hands
of the studenls at a giyls’ school during

JEFF COHEN

“I disguise myself when I go into a thea-
ter; it makes me look quite different. By
the time I get a hat on, and a mustache
and glasses, it drops my 1.Q). by about
50 points, which makes it about five.”

57



PLAYEROY

the Civil War; and “Dirty Harry,” the
saga of a tough San Francisco cop (lo
which “Magnum Force” is a sequel).
Characteristically, when Eastiwcood set out
on his maiden effort as a director, with
“Play Misty for Me” (in which he also
starred), he cozened Siegel into playing a
small role as a bartender.

To learn more about Eastwood,
PLAYBOY asked longlime contributor, film
critic and Universily of Southern Cali-
formia cinema professor Avthur Knight
Lo intevoiew him. Here's his repori:

“Though Easticood is the world’s hot-
test star, it's havd to believe he belicves
i. And 1t’s difficult to reconcile the rveal
Clint Eastwood—genile, sofi -spoken, self-
effactng—swith the violent men he's Played
onscreen, men who were yeady 1o shaot
fost and talk lwter, if at all. Theve are
other contradictions; he's a  physical-
fitness buff but a chain beer drinker: he
enjoys _s'hnnn'ng but refuses to hunt: hates
giving out autographs, but the fans who
bestege him whencoer he makes a vare
personal appearance arve unlikely to dis-
cover this unless they become unbearably
persistent. You won’t find Eastwood in
the ‘with-it" spots of Hollywood: a hig
night out, for him, micht be spent with
a few [riends in a barv. One with a good
julkebox; he's a former musician who once
played piano and jazz trumpel.

“PLAYBOY'S intercicie with Eastwood
took place in three seharale  sessions,
variously fueled with peach Lefiv. hevb
tea, beer. macadamia nuts. sun-dried
apricots and saucersized oatmeal cookies
from the nearvest organic-food store. The
first sesston came  precarviously close to
not coming off at all. We had ayranged
to mect at my hotel in Sausalito at four
v (after a day's shooting on **Magnum
Force”) to stari the intevvicw. But when
Eastwood arrived, very much on time, the
tape rvecorder wouldn’t work. Eastwood
said he thought he could borrow one
from a [viend, ducked out the back way
and veturned i about ten minutes bear-
ing a casselle vecorder—but with only
one casselle, good for a single hour's
worlth of conversalion. Frantic telephone
calls turned up a shop that promised to
remain open for us—in a lown about ien
miles away. Seeing that I was without
wheels. Eastwood drove me over.

“The sccond session took place in the
sutte of offices Eastwood maintains over
the startlingly named Hog's Breath Inn,
a vestaurant of which he’s part ouner in
Carmel; and the thivd—for which I was
joined by rLavBOY Associate Editor Gret-
chen McNeese—in  the Malpaso com-
pany’s offices in a five-room bungalow
in Unwersal City. The walls are deco-
rated with posters: looming in one corner
15 a lifesized cardboard cutont of East-
wood—uwhich, like his best-known screen
chavaclerizations, is curiously one-dimen-
stonal and strangely ominous. The most
bizarve object in his private office, though,
s a thieefoot-high, balloon-shaped,

shocking-pink, papier-miché rabbit pigay
bank. Definitely not a Playboy Rabbit,
the crealure wears a shevifl’s badae; from
his mouth dangles the stub of a cigarelte;
and protruding from the hat he holds in
his hand is the muz:le of a gun. It was,
he explained, the ¢ift of a fan—a school-
teacher in New Jersey who described it
as her idea of the real Clint Eastwood.
It would never have occurred to me lo
visualize Eastwood as a paunchy pinlk
rabbit. Bul then, not many people do
know the real Clint Eastwood, as I noted
when I began this interview.”

PLAYBOY: You're the world’s number-one
box-office s, yet to the public you're
almost as much of an enigma as the char-
aciers you portrayed in your first screen
hits, the laconic loner of the spaghetti
Westerns. Why is that?

EASTWOOD: Oh, I guess I'm something of
a recluse: when I'm not working. I like
1o just hide out. And I was never particu-
larly in with the press.

PLAYBOY: You have the reputation of
being difhcult to interview.

EASTWOOD: Do I7 Well. it’s not easy for
me. I'm not oo thrilled with the idea of
talking about mysell. I have no idea what
PLAYBOY wants, how I'should reply to a
PLAYBOY-type question.

PLAYBOY: What's a pLAYBOV-type ques-
tion?

EASTWOOD: The Kind you answer with
something like. “No, I didn’t fuck her in
1941." T can’t make up anything exciting
to jar the readership: it's a talent I dis-
tinctly lack.

PLAYBOY: Have you done any interviews
vou regret:

EASTWOOD: Yes, because ol the sheer bore-
dom of it all. I've done talk shows where
you get on and it doesn’t go right—
whether i's because of the mood you're
m or the moderator’s in, or both. it
doesn’t jell—and vou kind of sit there
and think, “Let’s cut to the film clip,
quick, before you lall asleep. Or the audi-
ence falls asleep.” But 1 find mysell kind
of on the delensive about interviews, be-
cause the thing everybody seems to like is
shock. I've always admired guys who can
do that. Bang-bang. Whoosh. I've read
your interviews with people who really
work at giving the shock treatment, and
they do it well. Like Lee Marvin, Raquel
Welch. If I could talk like Lee, my inter-
views might be more exciting to read. 1
don’t have that capability.

PLAYBOY: Your name doesn’t surkace often
as a participant in those night-club brawls
that are always making the columns. Yet
Clint Eastwood onscreen is a guy who's
always using his fists. Can you take care of
yourself in a real fight?

EASTWOOD: I get by.

PLAYBOY: Do you get in many?

EASTWOOD: No, not too many. I don’t
provoke a lot of them. You know, there's
a lot of actors who caim they're always
being harassed. But I''n never harassed.
People leave me alone.

PLAYBOY: Maybe that’s because vou're six,
four and weigh 198 pounds.

EASTWOOD: [ don't know whether that
has anything 10 do with it. Probably ir's
because T don't carry a big entourage.
Wihen I go someplace, it's usually just for
a quiet beer, and then I'm gone before
the action starts. 1 come and go like The
Whistler on the old radio program. you
know. And I don't do much night-club
crawling. I can’t hack that. 1 don’t go 1o
too many functions around here at all. I
guess the Iast big one 1 auended was the
Academy Awards show, and I'm still shak
ing my head over that one.

PLAYBOY: That was last year, when Charl-
ton Heston got stuck on the freeway ramp
and you filled in. Were you nervous?
EASTWOOD: Well. I didn't have time to
think about it. Which was probably foru-
nate. First of all, T thought the guy—
Howard Koch. the producer of the
show—was joking when he asked me to
do it. He came up to me and told me.
“Charlton Heston isn't here!” And I said,
“So what?" Then he started telling me
about filling in for him, and I couldn’t be-
lieve he was asking me. T said, “Where's
Gregory Peck:” You know, some of the
more distinguished members of the Acad-
emy. “There must be somcbody around
who could come out here and lend a lintle
class to the thing,” I said. But Koch's eyes
were kind of twitching: sweat was run-
ning down his forehicad imd the TV guys
up there were doing their countdowns:
“Ten . .. nine . . . eight . . . seven,
and I'm standing there listening to him,
and all of a sudden he’s whisking me
backstage. My wile, Mag. was really kind
of responsible for the whole thing. She
said, “Go ahead! Help him out!” And
then, of course, she was laughing hysteri-
cally in the audience. All 1 could hear
out there was her and Burt Reynolds.
They both have very distinctive laughs,
the kind you can distinguish out of sever-
al thousand people. and there they were
in the front row, cracking up.

PLAYBOY: What did you say to her alter-
ward?

EASTWOOD: By that time, T didn't care.
Alter I walked off, I went backstage, into
a pressroom, and I saw a littde ice chest
on the floor. 1 looked in the chest and
there was a six-pack of Olympia. It was
like. you know, some angel had put it
there. So I ripped open about four of
them and some page was running back
and forth, looking in as I drank them,
Finally I went out and sat down in front
with Mag, and she said, “A page was just
down here asking me how many beers
you could drink before you'd get drunk.”
PLAYBOY: How muny can you?

EASTWOOD: Quite a few, but at that point
I needed about ten.

PLAYBOY: Tell us about your wife. How
long have you been married?

EASTWOOD: Twenty years last December.
PLAYBOY: With marriages, even those of
long standing, breaking up at a rapid
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rate, why do you think yours has lasted
so long?

EASTWOOD: Gee, I don’t know. I'd better
not say too much; I'm liable to jinx it. I
guess people grow away [rom cach other,
whether it takes 20 years or one. I don’t
think that’s happened in our case.
PLAYBOY: Why not?

EASTWOOD: I'd say I'd have to give Mag a
lot of the credit. She's a bright girl, and
she’s interested in a lot of the things I'm
interested in. You know, we were mar-
ried very young: 1 don’t really recom-
mend getting married that young. But
you can't say exactly: the right age for
onc person isn’t the right age for anoth-
er. The luck, I guess, is in getting the
right partner. There are so many things
thit can go wrong, it has 1o be somewhat
ol a caap shoot. I just think when you're
older, sometimes, you know a little more
about what you like in a woman.
PLAYBOY: What do you like in a woman?
EASTWOOD: Well, many things. What 1
mean is, when you're older, you appreci-
ate things other than physical attraction,
which is the basis of so many young re-
lationships. Though I don’t think it was
in ours. I mean, we were physically at-
wracted, but we also had cverything in
common. We both liked the same kind of
music—jazz and classical, like Bach—and
we'd go to the same kind of places.
PLAYBOY: Your wife's a blonde, but far
from a dumb blonde. Have you ever
been turned on by that type?

EASTWOOD: For marriage, no.

PLAYBOY: For [ooling around, but not for
marriage?

EASTWOOD: Sure, fooling around a little,
hanky-panky, you know, sitting in the sa-
loon with that old patter: “Do you come
here often? Are you new in town?" No,
seriously. I'm not turned on by a dumb
chick—for anything. What’s that old
joke: “What do you talk about after-
ward?” There’s an awlul lot of alter-
ward, very little during. Before and
alter, there have to be many other things.
And T think [riendship is important.
Everybody talks about love in marriage,
but it'’s just as important 1o be [riends.
PLAYBOY: How did you meet Mag?
EASTWOOD: On a blind date up at Berke-
ley. When we got married, I was going to
L.A. City College, and she helped sup-
port us. She worked for an export firm
called Industria Americana—a little
company that exported auto parts here
in Los Angeles. And she worked for Cal-
tex and Catalina, a couple of those swim-
suit manufacturers, as a model. She was a
good bathing-suit type.

PLAYBOY: Is she still a good bathing-suit
type?

EASTWOOD: Yeah, she is. She worked for a
while, and then she got hepatitis very
badly—about as badly as you can get it
without ceasing to exist. She had to quit,
not do anything for a ycar. By that time,
I was steadily employed. Fortunately.

PLAYBOY: Is there any connection between
LEastwood the family man and the charac-
ter you play on the screen—the fanatic
cop [rom Diriy Harry, the Man with No
Name from A Fisiful of Dollars, the disc
jockey from Play Misty for Me, the mys-
terious avenger from High Plains Drifter?
EASTWOOD: Well, I think I'm a little bit of
all of those. Everybody has certain cle-
ments of himself in every role he plays.
Maybe the thing that makes me work in
the type of roles I'm more [amous for,
like the lone Westerner or the rebel po-
lice officer, is that I'm an individual in
real life.

PLAYBOY: In what way?

EASTWOOD: Well, I've been lucky enough
in life to head up my own company at a
young age, make my own decisions, shape
my own carcer. With a lot of help, of
cowse. 1 guess I'm prewy self-sufhcient,
and I think that's appealing from the au-
dience’s point of view, because there are
so many things to feel unsell-sullicient
about in life. Everybody likes to look at
a4 moving picture and say, “That’s the
way I'd like to be when I grow up.”
“That’s the way I would have handled it
if I had lived in 18407 or “1f I could just
be that selfsufhcient, I could dump the
shrink and puc all the payments in the
bank.” 1 think there’s a dream in every
man’s mind of being an individual, but
its harder every year to be one. The
tendency is o join something—join the
lelt, join the right, join the Phi Beta this,
the Kappa Kappa Gamma that. Every-
thing is joining.

PLAYBOY: Do you join anything?
EASTWOOD: No, it's not my thing. But I've
had to join a lot of unions at one time or
another, because 1 had many different
Jobs before I got into pictures.

PLAYBOY: What kind of jobs?

EASTWOOD: Well, as a Kid I had summer
jobs all over Northern California—hay
baling around Yreka, cutting timber for
the Forest Service near Paradise. The for-
estry job was mostly fire hghting: we'd
cut timber when we weren’t fhighting
fires. Then, alter 1 got out of high school,
my f{amily moved from Oakland up to
Seattle, and 1 went to Springheld. Ore-
gon, just outside Eugene, to work for the
Weyerhaeuser Company.

PLAYBOY: As a lumberjack?

EASTWOOD: Ycah, up in the hills, and in
the pulp mill at Springheld.

PLAYBOY: How long were you there?
EASTWOOD: Between the lumberjacking
and the millwork, maybe about a year,
year and a quarter. The dampness finally
got to me and I moved on. Around Eu-
gene, in the Willameue Valley, it's beau-
tiful, but in the winter it socks in. You go
six, seven months without seeing blue.
PLAYBOY: What else did you do?
EASTWOOD: 1 bummed around three, four
different jobs around Seattle. I worked
for Bethlechem Sticel on the graveyard
shifr, in front of a lurnace.

PLAYBOY: Like Peter Boyle in foe?

EASTWOOD: Yeah, I felt like Joe. I wasn't
there very long. After that, I went to
work for King County as a lifeguard and
swimming instructor. That was in Ren-
ton, near Scattle.

PLAYBOY: Where the Bocing plant is?
EASTWOOD: I worked there, too, at Bocing,
in the parts department. Pcople would
call for parts, and you'd get them stuft
out of the inventory, hll out the forms,
And T drove a truck—short-trip stulf,
loaded and unloaded—for the Color
Shake organization in Seattle.

PLAYBOY: What's that>

EASTWOOD: It's an outfit that dyes shakes.
PLAYBOY: Shakes?

EASTWOOD: For siding.

PLAYBOY: Not milk shakes.

EASTWOOD: No, no; I would have gotten
acnc at a very carly age. Anyway, just
about the time I made up my mind to go
back to school—I was going to be a music
major—I got this notice from the Gov-
crnment: “Greetings [rom the President.”
PLAYBOY: This was during the Korean
Warp

EASTWOOD: Ycah, but except for the 16
weeks of basic training, I spent all my
military career in the swimming pool at
Fort Ord.

PLAYBOY: How did you manage that?
EASTWOOD: Well, I'd taught swimming be-
fore going into the Army, and they need-
ed a couple of guys to help out at the
pool there. So I got up and went into my
act as a Johnny Weissmuller type. This
wiis helore Mark Spitz and Don Schollan-
der. Anyway, I told them 1 was absolutcly
the greatest swimmer going, things like
that, and I ended up getting the job.
When we started out, there were this
buddy of mine and I, and a master ser-
geant and four sergeants over us, and a
licutenant over them. Everybody got
shipped to Korea except me; my name
just didn’t come up. So 1 figured I'd
mike the best of it and went up and
talked 1o the captain. I said, “Look, I'm
only a private, but I think I can handle
this swimming-pool thing.” and he said,
“Well, I don't even know how to swim, so
go ahead and run jt. You're wearing a
sweat shirt; nobody will know you're just
a private.” So I stayed there and hired
lour other guys to work for me. We had
a preuy good swimming-instruction pro-
gram going, got quite a few excellent rat-
ings—like lour-star movie reviews. I even
lived down at the pool; it was a terrific
deal for being in the Service. And then,
alter 1 got out, while I was going 1o
school, trying to break into pictures, I
worked at a Signal Oil station, right
across from the unemployment ofhice on
Santa Monica Boulevard in L.A., and for
a while I dug swimming pools.

PLAYBOY: Did the physical build-up you
got [rom all these jobs help later in your
action-movie roles?

EASTWOOD: Well, they kept me in shape.
But I wasn’t wrying o keep in shape; it
was just a matter of survival, Digging
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swimming pools certainly wasn't mental-
ly stimulating. I'd put down my shovel
and sncak oft in the middle of the day,
get to a public phone and call my agent:
“Anything? Anythingz” Actually, though,
what was important about those jobs was
that they provided me with great places to
observe the workingman. On those kinds
of jobs, you run into some wild characters.
I'd like to make a movie about some of
them.

PLAYBOY: Do you think your bumming
around gave you a greater insight into
people and their motivations than you
might have gained if you'd gone straight
through school as a drama major?
EASTWOOD: Definitcly. I think it’s helped
me judge what audiences like in the way
of entertainment: escape from that kind
of existence. 1 believe that's probably the
secret to my whole carcer. The choice of
material—and the judgment of whether
an audience will buy the material—is
what makes an actor or a dircctor a
SUCCCSS.

PLAYBOY: When did you realize you were
going to be a success?

EASTWOOD: Not for a long time. The
number ol people who had faith that I'd
mike it in show business I could name
easily on one hand—and have a few fin-
gers lelt over.

PLAYBOY: How did you happen to go into
showbiz? Had you wanted to be an actor
since childhood?

EASTWOOD: No, not really. I remember in
junior high school, in Oakland, I had a
teacher decide we were going to put on a
one-act play, and she made up her mind
I was going to be the lead. It was really
disastrous. I wanted o go out for athlet-
ics; doing plays was not considered the
thing to do at that stage in life—espe-
cially not presenting them before the en-
tire senior high school, which is what she
made us do. We muffed a lot of lines. I
swore that was the end of my acting
career,

PLAYBOY: What changed your mind?
EASTWOOD: Well, while I was at Fort Ord,
I met a lot of actors—Martin Milner,
Dave Janssen, Norman Bartold. After dis-
charge, they went back to acting, and I
was curious about i, wondered what it
would be like. There was also a still pho-
tographer named Irving Lasper—he's
dead now—who was a Iriend of mine,
and he tried to encourage me to become
an actor. So I signed a contract with Uni-
versal. They paid me $75 a week, I think;
that was an enormous amount, it seemed
to me then. I'd been going 1o school on
the GI Bill at 5110 a month, plus work-
ing in the alternoons at a gas station and
nights managing the apartment house I
lived in; so $75 a week sounded areat.
PLAYBOY: How did you get the contract
at Universal? Through a screen test?
EASTWOOD: In those days, they'd make in-
terview tests, not acting tests. They'd sit
you in front of the camera and talk—just
as we're talking now. I thought I was an

absolute clod. Tt looked pretty good; it
was photographed well, but I thought,
“If that’s acting, I'm in trouble.” But
they signed me up as a contract player—
which was a little lower than working in
the mail room.

PLAYBOY: What movies did you appear in
at Universal?

EASTWOOD: O, all the biggies. I think I
played in about 13 or 14 films over the
year and a half T was there. My parts
ranged from oneliners to four-liners—
though to look at some of the billings in
TV Guide these days, you'd think I co-
starred in those films.

PLAYBOY: Do you remember your first
part?

EASTWOOD: I think it was called Revenge
of the Creature from the Black Lagoon.
No, just Revenge of the Creature. Then
I was in Never Say Goodbye, Francis
in the Navy and Taraniula, None of
them were what you'd call top-rank mov-
ies. But I learned a lot. There were classes
every day, and I went to them, and I'd
hang out on sets, behind the scenery
somewhere—trying to be very unobtru-
sive—and watch pcople opcrate.
PLAYBOY: What can you learn [rom watch-
ing a second-rate movie being made?
EASTWOOD: I think you learn from seeing
a bad movie as much as you do from
seeing a good movie. T once went 1o a
film festival where the audience was
made up ol students—or I gathered they
were—and I forger what the film was,
but it wasn't very good. And all these
kids were yelling, making noises at the
film, sort of as if it were a Sunday mati-
nce of five-year-olds. And that seemed
kind of stupid to me. I thought 1o mysell,
“Don’t they realize this piece of crap on
the screen can tell them a lotz” It's just
like acting in a picture with a bad direc-
tor; it gives you some point of relerence,
some comparison, so that when you meet
someone who is halfway adequate, you see
what makes the diflerence.

PLAYBOY: Why did you lcave Universal at
the end of a year and a half?

EASTWOOD: T'hey 86'd me. My salary had
gone up to 5100 a week after six months,
and then it was supposed to go up 1o
5125. They called me in and said they
didn’t feel I was of any value to them at
5125, but 1 could stay on at S100 if I
winted to. Ac first I was mad, ol course,
and I said, “What the hell, if they can't
give me a raise, I'll take a hike.” Then I
decided I'd better hang in there another
six months and get a little more experi-
cnce. So I did, and after that, they
dropped me. Still wasn’t worth $125.
PLAYBOY: Then what did you do?
EASTWOOD: Television was going pretty
good then. so I figured there’d be some
opportunities for me. I got out and tried
the cold world.

PLAYBOY: At that time, wasn’t the atti-
tude toward television preuy low among
movie people?

EASTWOOD: I guess it was; TV was like a

younger brother, or a second-class citizen.
But to me, television was a logical place
to go to really learn the business. Most of
the people in television were doing the
newest things, and in TV you had to
work twice as fast, twice as hard to get
half the credits. I learned a heck of a lot.
PLAYBOY: What shows did you do?
EASTWOOD: Oh, I did the circuit of the
serics that guys my age did then: Navy
Log, Men of Annapolis, Highway Patrol.
Didn’t mean to get you overexcited there.
I didn't play any giant parts, but they
were improvements over what I'd been
doing in those B movies—those three-
or four-line bits.

PLAYBOY: On television you got five or six
lines?

EASTWOOD: Yeah, well, I'd get a support-
ing role, or a semilead, because 1 could
ride a motorcycle, jump off a building or
some crazy thing. They didn't have to
Pay for a stunt man.

PLAYBOY: Do you still do your own stunis?
EASTWOOD: Somc, but I used to do much
more. When you start out, you think.
“Aw, I'm gonna do that myself.” Just for
fun. Authenticity, you know.

PLAYBOY: Were you also trying to prove
something?

EASTWOOD: Probibly, yeah. But I enjoy
doing stuntwork. As you become more
important to the film, though, you have
problems with the insurance company.
In Magnum Force, my latest film, we had
to use some doubles, hecause this guy I
play drives a motorcycle 60 feet into San
Francisco Bay. I wasn’t about to do that.
PLAYBOY: Have you cver had any mishaps
with a stunt?

EASTWOOD: Oh, I've been punched around
a liude bit, kicked around, but nothing
much. I've done a lot of things—driven
over explosions and stuff like that—but
I've been pretty lucky.

PLAYBOY: What's it like to drive over an
explosion?

EASTWOOD: Well, in Kelly's Heroes, which
we made on locition in Yugoslavia, it
was rough, because the special-effects
man used dynamite—real explosives—
rather than just cork and black powder.
He was an excellent special-ellects guy—
a German, Karli Bavmgartner. But those
explosions are quite dangerous, if you're
ever on top of one.

PLAYBOY: And that's where he put you?
EASTWOOD: Well, he put me close. He's
good about setting them off; does it right
alter you get past. In those situations,
they're always carcful not to have shrap-
nel involved.

PLAYBOY: Very considerate.

EASTWOOD: But there’s sull rocks and
things that always get blown loose. Most
of the American guys don't use the high
explosive that Karli used.

PLAYBOY: Why did he use it2

EASTWOOD: Maybe he was getting even
for World War Two. I don’t know; he
just liked big explosions. We had one
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scene in Kelly's Heroes where we were
supposed to run out and lie down and a
barn was supposed to explode behind us.
And Telly Savalas. he didn’t want to do
it. Brian Hutton, the director, said 10 me,
“What do you think?” And I said, “Well,
I'll do it, but first we ought to ask Karli
what he thinks.” So I went to Karli and
said, “What's your opinion of this explo-
sion:” He said, “1 don't recommend your
being in this stunt, because I just don’t
know.” Which I thought was nice. 1
mean, a lot of guys would have said, “Go
ahead, it’s not me out there.” So a couple
of stunt guys did it; Baumgartner set it
oft and. sure enough, the building disin-
tegrated right behind them. They were
walking around talking to themselves,
having trouble hearing for a few days, T
do my own stunts whenever they're rea-
sonible ones, but, like 1 said, not as many
as in the old days back in television.
PLAYBOY: Were you working pretty regu-
larly when you started out in TV?
EASTWOOD: They'd be two-, three-, four-
day jobs, and then I'd be off for a while,
collecting unemployment, digging more
swimming pools. There were periods
when I didn't work for four, five, six
months at a ume, and I got preuy de-
pressed abourt it. Along about 1958, 1 had
i sort of supporting role in a small film—
it may have been the worst Western ever
made—and it didn’t do well, and I really
thought about giving up.

PLAYBOY: What was the film?

EASTWOOD: Ambush at Cimarron Pass.
That was sort of the low point of my
mavie career.

PLAYBOY: What brought you out of that
slump?

EASTWOOD: I went down and visited a
friend, Sonia Chernus, who was in the
story department at CBS-TV, She works
for me now, as my story editor. Anyway,
we were sitting there talking by this cof-
fee wagon in the basement at CBS and
this guy came up to me and said, “Are
you an actor?” And I said, "“Yeah.” He
said, “What have you done?” So I listed a
line of credits, always increasing the im-
portance of the roles by about 50 per-
cent, praying to God the puy would
never ask to sce Ambush at Cimarron
Pass. Which, ol course, he did. T was tak-
ing the whole thing kind of lightly, be-
cause, although I knew CBS was casting
an hour television show, my agent had
told me the lead had to be older than
me—about 39 or 40. So the man—I didn’t
know who the hell he was—called me
o an office and another guy came in
wearing old dothes. Looked like he'd
just been pushing a broom in the back
room. I didn't know whether he was
going to sweep under the chair or what.
PLAYBOY: Who wus he?

EASTWOOD: Charles Marquis Warren, the
producer ol Rawhide. I can hardly wait
until he reads his description in this in-
terview. So, anyway. | was being very
cool, and I just casually asked him,

L]

“What's the lead like?” And he says.
“Well, there’s two leads, and onc is a
young guy in his early 20s.” My agent
wasn’t bright enough to find that out. So
I started perking up, straightening out
the wrinkles in my T-shirt, you know—I
was just wearing Levis—and finally the
guy said, “Well, we'll get in contact with
you.” I kind of halfway wrote it off, be-
cause I figured once they'd seen Ambush
at Cimarron Pass, that'd be the end of it.
PLAYBOY: That wasn't onc of your better
hunches.

EASTWOOD: No; well, they called me
about four o'clock that alternoon and
said, “Come on down and make a Alm
test,” and I did that, and another one the
next morning. The big wheels at CBS
liked 1t, and I was picked, and Eric Flem-
ing was picked as the other lead. That
was a great day in my lile; the money
looked to me as if I'd be in a league with
Howard Hughes.

PLAYBOY: End of depression?

EASTWOOD: Not yet, because after we
made ten of the 13 episodes we were sup-
posed to do, the network pulled it off
and shelved it. Here my carcer was, lying
in the basement of CBS. because the
word was that hourlong shows were out.
So I decided to go up and visit my par-
ents—they had moved from Seattle back
to Oakland by then—and Mag and 1 got
on a train. On the way from Los An-
geles to Oakland, I got a telegram saying
that the series had sold, alter all, and w
be ready to work on such and such a day.
So Mag and I did a little champagne
trick and yelled a lot: I stuck my head
out the window and shouted a lot of pro-
fane things.

PLAYBOY: Such as?

EASTWOOD: I can’t remember. As you get
older, you know, you learn other forms
of relieving tension. But at a certain age,
standing in the middle of Sunset Boule-
vard and yelling “Shit!” at the top of
your lungs does provide a certain release.
I can use as big obscenities as the next
guy when I'm bugged. I can go on for 15
minutes without a repeat. But don't ask
me what they are.

PLAYBOY: Then you do ger bugged?
You're described as being unflappable.
EASTWOOD: Well, I may not be as cool as
my exterior. Or maybe I'm the type who
doesn’t show it. I can’t really be objective
about it. But sure, some things bug me.
Yesterday some guy, making a TV series,
called and asked to use my dressing room
as a set. So, being an economically mind-
ed person, I said. “Fine. Why build a
whole set? Just move in and shoot.”
Then I go back and find the dressing
room looks like a public toilet. I mean
the place is an absolute shambles. I'm
going to tell that producer just what I
think of his group, as soon as my secre-
tary nails him down.

PLAYBOY: Let's get back to Rawhide. That
was onc of the longest-running series on

television. Didn’t there come a time
when you got sick of it?

EASTWOOD: Oh. sure, everybody gets sick
of it. But I kind of hesitated bitching
about it because belore you get into a se-
ries, you hear actors complaining and
you think, “Wow, what’s this guy bitch-
ing about? He's making $50,000 a year!™
S0 I didn’t have any real beels. Having
the security of being in a series week in,
week out gives you great flexibility: you
can experiment with yourself, wry a dif-
ferent scene different ways. If you make
a mistake one week, you can look at it
and say, “Well, I won't do that again,”
and you're still on the air next week. It
was kind of like being in a stock com-
pany on film. You might get three or four
scripts in a row that are turkeys, and that
can put you in the doldrums if you let
it: but you can take those scripts and ry
to do more with them. rewrite them,
upgrade them a little, and if you can take
crap and make it adequate, make it pal-
atable to the public, then you feel you've
accomplished something. And 1 learned
a lot about crews, too. You do 250 hours
of television, you learn what makes one
prop man good and another fair and
another lousy. and what makes one
cameraman better than another one. You
learn about leadership, how one week a
crew can move very fast and efficiently
and the next week drag. About 90 per-
cent of the time, it's the fault of the di-
rector. And you just store those things up
in your head.

PLAYBOY: But didn't you really want to
get back into [eature films?

EASTWOOD: Oh, sure; there isn’t any tele-
vision-series performer who would ever
say he wouldn't rather be doing a feature
film. It’s the difference between writing
a single story once or twice a ycar and
having to fill a column every day. Some
days there’s just nothing to put in the
damn column and you're having to
wring it out, fill the space with some-
thing. During the last season of Rawhide,
I had taken over the sole lead. Eric was
having some kind of an argument with
CBS over something, so they decided to
try it with me alone. But that didn't ex-
actly save the show, and it just kind of
quietly died in 1966, as most series do
when they go. At their height they give
you a vast exposure—immediate recogni-
tion of some sort—and then they lose
about 30 percent as they go along. S0 a
the end, when it dies quictly, everybody
says, “Oh, yealh, hin.”

PLAYBOY: You made your first Ttalian
Western, A Fistful of Dollars, while you
were still a regular on Rawhide. How did
that happen?

EASTWOOD: Well, we had a break in
shooting the series, from February or
March to late May, early June. And
about thar time—this was in 196+—my
agent called me and asked if I'd be inter-
ested in going to Spain to do a very
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low-budget Western, an Italian /German/
Spanish coproduction. I laughed. I told
him, “For six years I've been doing a
Western every week. Hell, no, I'm not in-
terested in it, especially not a European
Western. It would probably be a joke.”
“Well,” he said, “do me a favor. I prom-
ised the Rome office that I'd get you to
read the script.” So I read it, and about
the tenth page I recognized it as a West-
ern version ol Yojimbo, the samurai film
by Akira Kurosawa.

PLAYBOY: Had you seen Yojimbo?
EASTWOOD: Yeah. The funny thing was
that this buddy and I had seen it togeth-
er, and at the time we were both im-
pressed by what a good Western it would
make—the way The Magnificent Seven
was made [rom Seven Samurai. But we
thought it wouldn't sell; it would be too
rough. Anyway, I read the script and, al-
though the dialog was atrocious, I could
sce that it was very intelligently laid out.
I said to Mag, who hadn’t seen Yojimbo,
“Read this and tell me what you think of
it.” And she read it and said, “Wow, it’s
really interesting. It's wild.” So I told the
agent, “OK, go ahcad. I've really got
nothing to lose on this deal, because il
the picture turns out to be a bomb, it
won't go anywhere.” And I had a hunch
that if it was handled well, it’d work.
PLAYBOY: Your hunches were improving.
EASTWOOD: Besides, it was a chunce to go
to Europe. I'd never been to Europe.
So I signed on, even though it wasn't
as much pay as I had made on TV.
PLAYBOY: What was the feer

EASTWOOD: It was $15,000 for the total
project.

PLAYBOY: No percentages?

EASTWOOD: No percentages, no nothing.
The S15,000 was all 1 ever made from
that one.

PLAYBOY: What was it about the Dollars
character that appealed to you?
EASTWOOD: I was tired of playing the nice
dean-cut cowboy in Rawhide; 1 wanted
something earthier. Something different
lrom the old-fashioned Western. You
know: Hero rides in, very stalwart, with
white hat, man’s beating a horse, hero
jumps off, punches man, schoolmarm
wilks down the swreet, sees this situation
going on, slight conflicc with school-
marm, but not wo much. You know
schoolmarm and hero will be together in
exactly ten more reels, if you care to sit
around and wait, and you know man
who Dbeats horse will eventually get
comeuppance from hero when this guy
bushwhacks him in reel nine. But this
film was different: it defnitely had sa-
tiric overtones. The hero was an enig-
mutic figure, and that worked within the
context ol this picture. In some films, he
would be ludicrous. You can’t have a car-
toon in the middle of a Renoir.

PLAYBOY: Was the character of the Man
with No Name defined in the script, or
was he somewhat of your devising?
EASTWOOD: I kind of devised it. I even

picked out the costumes. I went into
Mausons’, a sport shop up on Hollywood
Boulevard here, and bought some black
Levis and bleached them out. roughed
them up. The boots, spurs and gun belts
I had from Rawhide; the hae 1 got at a
wardrobe place in Santa Monica. The lit-
tle black cigars I bought in Beverly Hills.
PLAYBOY: You don’t smoke, do you?
EASTWOOD: No, I don’t. I smoked the ci-
gars only [or those films. I didn't really
like them, but they kept me in the right
kind of humor. Kind of a fog.

PLAYBOY: Did they make you sick?
EASTWOOD: No, they just put you in a
sour [rame of mind. Those were pretty
edgy cigars.

PLAYBOY: What about the poncho?
EAsTWOOD: The poncho 1 got in Spain.
Never had any doubles for that. Most of
the time, in films you have everything in
duplicate or triplicate, just in case you
lose things in stunts. But I never had any
doubles for the poncho.

PLAYBOY: Didn't it get a little ripe?
EASTWOOD: Well, il you must ask! Yeah,
the poncho got a liude dirty. I never
washed it in three flms, I'll tell you that.
PLAYBOY: Do vou still have it?

EASTWOOD: It's hanging on the wall of a
Mexican restaurant that belongs 1o a
[riend of mine in Carmel.

PLAYBOY: With a plaque underneath it?
EASTWOOD: Yeuh, he's got a plaque with
it. He wanted to put it on his wall, so 1
Iet him have it. -
PLAYBOY: Would you take the poncho off
the wall to make another Dollars film?
EASTWOOD: You mean if the same direc-
tor, Sergio Leone, came back and said,
“"We've got a new place to take you''? I'd
make any kind of flm if I liked the script.
But I'd have to see the thing. I don't
know; I doubt it at the moment.
PLAYBOY: What was working with Leone
like>

EASTWOOD: Sergio and I got along fine.
Ol course, at first we couldn’t converse
much; he spoke absolutely no English,
and my Iralian was just cico and arrive-
derct, and that was about it. So I did my
own thing and he did his.

PLAYBOY: How long did it take before you
could communicate with each other?
EASTWOOD: Well, it took three pictures. 4
Fistful of Dollars, For a Few Dollars
More and The Good, the Bad and the

Ugly. He speaks better English now and -

I speak a little better Italian. I suppose
we met somewhere in the middle,
PLAYBOY: Do you have a faculty for lan-
guages?

EASTWOOD: No, I don't. I I majored in
language, I wouldn’t exactly be at the
top of the class. I was speaking Spanish
to somebody the other day, though, and
I wasn’t doing too bad. I wasn't just rip-
ping along; this person, a Mexican. was
speaking very fast, and I was doing my
usual “Repite despacio, por favor,” but
we got along. In the present wense. Not
conjugating any verbs. But I think Mexi-

can Spanish is easier to understand than
what they speak in Spain. Where we were
in Spain, making the Dollars films, was in
Andalusia—Andaluthia. They thpoke ex-
thremely fatht in that Andaluthian dia-
lect. Somebody who doesn’t even speak
rapid English, like myself, really gets lost.
PLAYBOY: Did you have any misunder-
standings with Leone, or with the crew,
because of the language problem?
EASTWOOD: Yeuh, but I couldn’t possibly
give you an example. After a while, of
course, you do it purposely. Like in Italy,
they have cornettas—vou know what
those are? A little sweet roll that you
have in the morning with coffee. And I
used to go into a store and put on a typi-
cal American accent—a kind of Texas-
cowboy drawl—and say, *Al’ll have one
a them there core-noodos. Raht.”
PLAYBOY: Cornutos: You mean cuckolds?
EASTWOOD: Yeah. You can have a lot ol
fun with thatr—with the looks on their
faces.

PLAYBOY: Did you realize at the time you
were making Fistful that 1t would be
such a runaway success?

EASTWOOD: 1 had more faith in it than
the producers did. They thought it was
gomng to be an absolute disaster when
they saw the dailies. They wanted me to
play a more expressive character.
PLAYBOY: Why did you leel the Man with
No Name should be played in so dead-
pan astyle?

EASTWOOD: My [eeling was that the
strength of this character was in his econ-
omy of movement and what the audience
anticipates he's going to do. This builds
up a constant suspense. 1f you can keep
the audience’s intevest in what he's going
to do next, you've really got it. The worst
thing you can do is just impress the critics.
PLAYBOY: Is that a dig at critics who have
described your performances as deriving
from the “Mount Rushmore school of
acting”"?

EASTWOOD: No, actually, I've been weated
well—fatteringly so—by the better, more
experienced reviewers, people like An-
drew Sarris, Jay Cocks, Vincent Canby
and Bosley Crowther. Judith Crist, for
some reason, hasn’t been knocked out
over everything 've done—or anything
I've done, as a matter of fact. I think she
liked The Dewl in Miss Jones, bhut she
thought Beguiled was obscene.

PLAYBOY: How do you leel about negative
reviews?

EASTWOOD: I'm not overly allected by
them; I figure everybody’s entitled to his
opinion. and reviewers are emploved by
publications to express those opinions.
I've even seen unfavorable reviews of my
pictures that I agreed with, I've always
[ele, though, that it's easier to write an
unfavorable review than a favorable one.
Because 1t takes more knowledge o write
a good review. Anybody can do a pan,
but to say what really works—that's
tough. To take another areca, jazz review-
ers like Ralph Gleason and Leonard
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Feather can play musical instruments
themselves. They know music. Conse-
quently, if they do or don't like some-
thing, they're very specific about it in
their reviews. They never make a general
statement, like ““This musician is the
worst player I've ever heard.” Movic crit-
icism is an art, too, but I'm often sur-
prised at how much is left out of reviews.
Once in a while, one will mention the
music or the photography, but they don't
point out the ways in which these blend
into the total style of the film, the rea-
sons it does or doesn’t work.

PLAYBOY: How much influence have the
critics had on your career?

EASTWOOD: Not too much. To me, what’s
really important is whether the public
likes what I do.

PLAYBOY: The public certainly liked A
Fistful of Dollars. Was the picture an im-
mediate success?

EASTWOOD: Not exactly. What happened
was that they had a sneak-preview en-
gagement somewhere outside Naples,
and the first night I guess the house was
about a quarter full. They had some ex-
pert come up from Rome and he said,
“It’s a wellmade flm, but it will never
make a lira.” But the next night the
house was full, and the night after that,
people were lined up down the street,
and prewty soon the major downtown
thcater men from Naples were asking,
“Why can’t we have this film?> What's
it doing out here in the sticks?” So they
were forced to release it nationwide and
renegotiate all their contracts.

PLAYBOY: Were you back in the States by
then?

EASTWOOD: Yeah, making Rawhide again,
and I kept looking in the trades for news
about the movie. One day I saw an item
i Variely, quoting an Italian from
Rome: “Westerns have finally died out
here.” And 1 said to myself, “Wouldn't
you know it?” But two wecks later, I read
another article that said the big deal in
Italy was that everybody was enthusiastic
about making Westerns alter the success
of this fantastic new film, 4 Fistful of
Dollazs. That meant nothing to me, be-
cause the title we'd used during the
shooting was Magnificent Stranger. Then
about two days alter that, there was an-
other item from Rome, and it said, “4
Fuistful of Dollars, starring Clint East-
wood, is going through the roof here.”
And 1 said, “Clint Eastwood? Jesus
Christ!” Then, I got a letter from the pro-
ducer—who hadn’t bothered to write me
since I left, saying thank you or 20 screw
yourself, or whatever—asking about mak-
ing another picture.

PLAYBOY: That would be For a Few Dol-
lars More, which was followed by The
Good, the Bad and the Ugly. When did
you finally start getting a percentage of
the receipts?

EASTWOOD: With the third one. But even
then, with three films that were success-

g8 [ul overseas, I had a rough time cracking

the Hollywood scene. Not only was there
a movie prejudice against television ac-
tors but there was a feeling that an
American actor making an Italian movie
was sort of taking a step backward. But
the film exchanges in France, Italy, Ger-
many, Spain—all these countries—were
asking the Hollywood producers when
they were going to make a film starring
Clint Fastwood. So finally 1 was offered
a very modest film for United Artists—
Hang ’em High. It was a good film, ana-
lyzed capital punishment within a good
story. 1 formed my own company, The
Malpaso Company, and we got a picce of
it and did the film for $1,600,000. It broke
even almost immediately, and then went
mto the black and was a very healthy
film. That's kind of when things started
picking up.

PLAYBOY: Why did you form your own
company?

EASTWOOD: My theory was that 1 could
loul my career up just as well as some-
body clse could foul it up for me, so why
not try it> And I had this great urge to
show the industry that it needs to be
streamlined so it can make more films
with smaller crews. The crews will be emn-
ployed more, so there'll be just as much
work. What's the point of spending so
much money producing a movie that you
can’t break even on it? So at Malpaso, we
don’t have a staff of 26 and a fancy of-
fice. I've got a six-pack of beer under my
arm, and a few piecces of paper, and a
couple of pencils, and I'm in business.
What the hell, I can work in a closet.
PLAYBOY: What does Malpaso mean?
EASTWOOD: In Spanish, it can mean bad
pass or bad step. In this case, it means
bad pass. 1 own some property on a creek
in the Big Sur country called Malpaso
Creck; I guess it runs down a bad pass in
the mountains.

PLAYBOY: But you've continued to do
films for other companics, as well as for
Maipaso.

EASTWOOD: Sure. It depends on the story.
PLAYBOY: What's been your favorite role?
EASTWOOD: It would probably be Dirty
Harry. That's the type of thing I like to
think I can do as well as, or maybe better
than, the next guy. He's very good at his
job, and his individualism pays off to
some degree. What I liked about playing
that character was that he becomes ob-
sessed; he's got to take this killer off the
street. 1 think that appealed to the pub-
lic. They say, “Yeah, this guy has to be
put out of circulation, even if some po-
lice chief says, ‘Lay off.”" The general
public isn't worried about the rights of
the Killer; they're just saying ger him
off the street, don’t let him Kidnap my
child, don’t let him kill my daughter.
PLAYBOY: Arent you concerned about the
rights of the killer—or those accused of
killing?

EASTWOOD: There's a reason for the rights
of the accused, and I think it’s very im-
portant and one of the things that make

our system great. But there are also the
rights of the victim. Most people who
talk about the rights of the accused have
never been victimized; most of them
probably never got accosted in an alley.
The symbol of justice is the scale, and yet
the scale is never balanced; it falls to the
left and then it swings too far back to the
right. That’s the whole basis of Magnum
Force, the sequel to Dirty Harry. These
guys on the police force form their own
elite, a tough inner group to combat
what they see as opposition to law and
order. It’s remotely based on a true case,
that Brazilian police death squad. It's
frightening.

PLAYBOY: When Dirty Harry came ouwt, it
was accused of being “a fascist master-
piece.” Did you expect the same thing to
happen with Magnum Force?

EASTWOOD: No, I expected some people
might call it a left-wing fantasy. Which I
don’t think it is. I don't think Dirty
Harry was a fascist picture at all. It's just
the story of one frustrated police ofhcer
in a frustrating situation on one particu-
lar case. I think that’s why police officers
were attracted to the film. Most of the
films that were coming out at that time,
in 1972, were extremely anti-cop. They
were about the cop on the take, you
know. And this was a film that showed
the frustrations of the job, but at the
same time, it wasn't a glorification of po-
lice work. Although some police depart-
ment in the Philippines, I understand,
asked for a 16-millimeter print of Dirty
Harry to use as a training film.

PLAYBOY: Did you get many letters from
policemen alter Harry?

EASTWOOD: Yeah, 1 got letters. Still do.
I'm asked to speak before police groups,
women-police-officers’ organizations. But
I haven’t accepted any of those requests,
because I don’t claim to be an expert on
law enforcement.

PLAYBOY: At the end of the film, when
Harry throws away his badge, is that a
statement of contempt for his superiors?
Something like what happened in High
Noon, when Gary Cooper tossed his
badge into the dust as a symbol of his
disgust with the townspeople who didn't
support him?

EASTWOOD: Cooper asked for support
from the town that he had served so well,
and they ended up crapping on him. But
Harry wasn't saying the community as a
whole had crapped on him, just the polit-
ical elements of the city. The situation in
another of my pictures, High Plains
Drifter, is more like that in High Noon.
That community didn’t want to get in-
volved, either. They weren't totally evil,
they were just complacent, and they just
sat back and let their marshal get
whipped to death. It's a sort of comment
on the thing that's very current today, of
not wanting to get involved. Like the
Kitty Genovese case a lew years back,
when something like 38 people witnessed
this girl being murdered and not one of
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them so much as called the police.
PLAYBOY: What would you do il you saw a
womian being beaten up in the street?
EASTWOOD: 1 don’t know. 1 would hope
that I would, at a minimum, raise the tel-
ephone and notifv the police. At a maxi-
mum, wipe the guy out. I mean, people
are capable of heroic action in life, but
nobody knows what he'd do before the
occasion arises. I'm sure thar prior to
World War Two, Audie Murphy never
thought of himsell as a war hero.

PLAYBOY: Take another example: What if
you were in a liquor store. picking up a
six-pack. when a holdup took place.
Would you act as Harry would?
EASTWOOD: I probably wouldn’t do a
thing. I'm sure that if somebody were
pointing a gun at me and I were stand-
ing there with a six-pack, I'd say, “Care
for one?”

PLAYBOY: In other words, you'd be realis-
tic, like the character in the Dollars
films. Not get mixed up in something you
didn’t have to. Would you call that char-
acter basically an antihero?

EASTWOOD: Yes, he operates on strictly
selfish motivations at all times. But he
was never the total antagonist of the
film; everyone else was so evil that he
looked better by comparison.

PLAYBOY: Have you been disappointed in
any of the films you've made—not the B-
movie bits but the major ones?

EASTWOOD: [ was disappointed in Kelly's
Heroes. That film could have been one
of the best war movics ever. And it
should have been: it had the best script,
a good cast, a subtle antiwar message.
But somehow everything got lost. the pic-
ture got bogged down shooting in Yugo-
slavia and it just ended up as the story of
a bunch of American screw-offs in World
War Two. Some ol the key scenes got cut
out. I even called up Jim Aubrey, who
was then the head of MGM, and said,
“For God’s sake, don’t run that picture
for the crities until Brian, the director,
has had a chance to do some mare work
on it. You're going to cut off maybe mil-
lions of dollars in box-office receipts.”
Aubrey said he'd think it over, but I'm
sure when he hung up the phone, he said
to himsell, “What does this [rigging actor
know about millions of dollars? Forget
it.” It was released without [urther work,
and it did badly.

PLAYBOY: Beguiled didn’t pack ‘em in,
cither, did it?

EASTWOOD: That probably would have
been a more successful film if I hadn’t
been in it.

PLAYBOY: Why?

EASTWOOD: It was advertised to appeal to
the kind of pcople who were my fans
[rom the action pictures, and they didn't
like seeing me play a character who gets
his leg cut off, gets emasculated. They
wanted a character who could control ev-
erything around him. The other people,
those who might have liked the film,
never came (o sce it. But it was good for

me in a career sense, because it did give
the few people who saw it a different look
at me as a perlormer.

PLAYBOY: Since then. do you think you've
developed a sense of what’s right for
you?

EASTWOOD: Yes. You have to cast vourself
in things you do well. John Wayne has
been the success he has been over the
years because he does what he does better
than anyvbody else can. A lot of people
have said he doesn’t really act. Just let
them try to act like he does and they'll
find they can’t do it. You'll never go to
any acting school in the world where
people stand around trying to be the lone,
enigmatic stranger, ecither. But at the
same time, a lot of actors who play Hen-
ry the Fifth can’t play my characters.
They'd be ludicrous. To me, an actor’s
success comes not only from the magnet-
ism of his personality but more from his
ability to select material that would be
commercial with him in it.

PLAYBOY: Which is what you didn't do in
Beguiled?

EASTWOOD: Yes, although my role in Be-
guiled was easier to play than the lone
Westerner was. In those Leone films, 1
had to establish an image for the audi-
ence while saying very little, showing
very lile. In Beguiled. 1 was dealing
with straight, normal emotions.

PLAYBOY: What was so normal about Be-
guiled? It had incest, jealousy, sadism,
hints of lesbianism, gore. . . .

EASTWOOD: I was talking about the cmo-
tions from my own standpoint, which
were simply those of survival.

PLAYBOY: In Beguiled. as in several of
your movies—most obviously Play Misty
for Me—it's noteworthy that the moment
you appear on the scene, all the girls
make a play for you. There seems to be
an attitude that women are not only
avalable but eagerly available.
EASTWOOD: Women are cagerly available.
And so arec men. People are eager to be
with other people, eager to establish
some kind of relationship. Everybody in
the world wants to mect somebody. Play
Misty for Me was strictly a comment on
an available guy, a single guy who's some-
what of a celebrity—a disc jockey—in a
small town. And this kookie girl becomes
intrigued by his show, intrigued by him;
she sees herself in a romantic situation
and they have an affair. To him, it’s just
an affair; he's in love with somebody clse
and he tries to level with her, telling her
he's involved elsewhere. Misty was a sus-
pense sort of psychodrama, with an
added element: it looked at that whole
problem of commitment, that misinter-
pretation of commitment between a man
and a woman. The girl who wrote it
based it on a real-life story. on a girl she
once knew, It appealed 1o me, too, be-
cause I've had this sitnation happen to
me in my own life, this thing of having
somebody clinging and clutching at you,
not allowing you to breathe.

PLAYBOY: Isn't the Misty tvpe of situation
a problem for you today? Don't you have
gﬂ)llplts pursmng your

EASTWOOD: Well, you know, women do
make plays sometimes, but T guess I'm at
an age where I don’t allow myself to be
vulnerable. The Misty sort of thing hap-
pened to me when T was very young, 21
years old, before 1 was married. Sick jeal-
ousy isn't confined to any particular age,
but most people I know, male or female,
who have gone through that Misty type
of insune jealousy had it happen at a
very young age.

PLAYBOY: At what point does jealousy be-
come insane?

EASTWOOD: When people start threaten-
ing to kill themselves and do all kinds of
silly things. I've never been a real jealous
person myself. I don’t know why; never
even went through it too bad as a kid.
PLAYBOY: Was that something you got
from your parents?

EASTWOOD: Maybe, yeah, because of the
security ol their relationship.

PLAYBOY: Do you have a fairly open rela-
tionship yourself, with Mag?

EASTWOOD: Sure. Oh, yeah, we've always
had—I'd hate to say I'm a pioneer with
wonen’s lib or whatever, but we've al-
ways had an agreement that she could
enter into any kind of business she want-
ed to. We never had that thing about
staying home and taking care of the
house. There’s always a certain respect
for the individual in our relationship;
we're not onc person. She's an individu-
al, I'm an individual, and we're friends.
We're a lot of things—lovers, friends, the
whole conglomerate—but at the same
ume, I'm not shooting orders to her on
where she’s supposed to be every five
minutes, and I don’t expect her to shoot
them at me.

PLAYBOY: Docs she?

EASTWOOD: No. That’s why the relation-
ship has lasted as long as it has.

PLAYBOY: You say you can't claim to be a
pioncer in women's lib. But what do you
think of the movement?

EAsTWOOD: I think it's justifiable: it’s
probably been too long in coming. So
many articles you read on it are absolute-
ly boring and silly, but the basis for it
is all there. I think women tend to be
smarter than men in a lot of areas, and I
don’t know what took them so long to
get into things like equal pay for equal
jobs. There's no reason in the world they
shouldn’t have it.

PLAYBOY: In what areas do you think
women are smarter than men?

EASTWOOD: Well, you sce a lot of terribly
intelligent men with dumb women, but
vou never sec tarribly intelligent women
with dumb guys. I can’t really articulate
it: it’s just a feeling I have. 1 hate to
break things down to their smallest
parts. I work on more of an animal level,
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on a feeling level. T don’t do a lot of
philosophizing and intellectualizing,
PLAYBOY: Yet we've heard you do a great
deal of reading,
EASTWOOD: I do a tremendous amount of
rcading, but a good portion ol it. these
days especially, is taken up by potential
propertics—potential  films. That's al-
most 90 percent of my reading. It takes
an awlul lot ol reading to find the right
material; you have to wade through
miles to get one inch. I've been casing
up, though; Sonia and Bob are doing
some ol the reading and I'm taking their
word on more things. I used to have to
say, “Well. I'll give it a look mysell.”
Never could take advantage of that old
saving “You don’t have to drink the
ocean to find out it’s salty.” I'd read
scripts from beginning to end, even il the
first 50 pages were just awful.

PLAYBOY: Why=

EASTWOOD: I'd say, “Well, this is so bad,
I've got to see how it turns out.” And I'd
sit up late at night, reading away on
these properties. And finally throw them
out, saying, “What the hell have I wasted
the last two hours on that for?” | could
have been sleeping, or walking the dog.
Something really creative.

PLAYBOY: When you're selecting scripts, do
you play by the conventional Hollywood
wisdom—that it’s sale to lollow wends?
EASTWOOD: No. Why in hell do I have to
follow some trend? Like the way I read
that Westerns were out just belore A Fist-
Jul of Dollars was released. There's al-
ways somebody who's going to  say
Westerns are out. They said police films
were out when we made Dirty Harry. All
vou can do is just do your own thing,
follow your instincts. If the project is
right, people will go for all Kinds of
pictures.

pLAYBOY: The trend about which many
observers have expressed concern lately
is a continuing escalation ol violence
onscreen. Some critics have traced this to
the blood baths in your own spaghetti
Westerns. When you were making them,
were you concerned about their violence?
EASTWOOD: No. 1 wasn't. I knew they
were tough films, but there was a certain
satire involved in the violence that I fels
was a catharsis. I'iln not a person who ad-
vocates violence in real life. and if I
thought I'd made a film in which the vio-
lence inspired people to go out and com-
mit more violence, I wouldn’t make
those films. But I don’t believe thar.
PLAYBOY: Why?

EASTWOOD: I believe theyre a total-escape
type of entertainment. There was an ar-
ticle in the Los Angeles Times several
years ago: a journalist had been inter-

—viewing inmates at San Quentin, and
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they said their favorite pictures were
Clint Eastwood Westerns—their reason
being that any pentup emotions they
had were released when they saw those
films. After they'd see one, cverything
would be very calm in the prison for the

next lew wecks. The basis for drama is
conflict, you know, and physical conflict
is certainly a very important part of it.
You can't have movies and television
with people just sitting around having
arguments; no physical action, nothing
to look at. You might as well tell the
story on radio.

PLAYBOY: But is there a point at which
the violence becomes excessive?
EASTWOOD: Certainly. Everything can get
overdone. I'm sure that since the Dollars
pictures first came out, the Italians—and
the Americans, for that matter—have
made 200-and-some-odd Westerns, each of
them probably more violent than those
were. And with the Kung Fu films, vou
get one big hit and then the next guy
says. “We'll do it twice as bloody.” So it
gets superviolent. A lot of critics inter-
preted Sam Peckinpah's The Wild Bunch
as a statement against violence; it was so
violent they saw it as antiviolence. I
don’t think that's true at all. I think
Peckinpah just wanted to make a super-
violent flick. I don't think he showed
how bad violence is: T think he showed
how beautiful it is, with slow-motion
cameras and everything. I liked the pic-
ture, but when you have that many
shootings, you lose the horror aspect of it
and it just becomes comedic.

PLAYBOY: Can’t that have a brutalizing ef-
fect on an audience?

EASTWOOD: Yeah: alter a while, vou just
sit there and say, “Oh, another guy get-
ting blown to bits in slow motion.” But
I don't think it has a permanently brutal-
izing cffect. I just think the audience gets
tired ol it. It's like—you see one person
getting stabbed by a guy. and then the
Killer has to get stabbed by a bigger guy,
and then the big guy has to get run over
by a steam roller or something. What ex-
tremes can you carry this to? It's the
same thing with sex in films. You start
out with a scene of two people in bed.
and then you have a scene intimating
sexual relations, and preny soon you
have Deep Throat and people doing all
kinds of kinky stuff.

PLAYBOY: Have you seen Deep Throat?
EASTWOOD: Yes, and I saw that other one,
The Deuil in Miss Jones.

PLAYBOY: What did you think of them?
EASTWOOD: Not much. The old stag films,
with the guys in masks and black socks
and garters. they were more fun. They
were so bad they were good. The plumb-
er with the bony knees looking through
the window, watching the girl undress,
and all of a sudden he comes in and sets
the pipes down—those were the old
smoker movies of the Forties. These new
ones aren't any bewer; they're just done
in color.

PLAYBOY: You don’t think the new porno
films are more artistic?

EASTWOOD: I don't see that ejaculating in
a girl's face is more artistic. If that's beau-
tiful sex, if that’s socially relevant, you
can keep it. What you want to do in your

own bedroom is great, but that's not nec-
essarily what I want to look at. I'd like
to see a good one, though: I've often
wondered what would happen if some-
body made a really good porno film.
PLAYBOY: What would make a porno film
really good?
EASTWOOD: One that showed tenderness,
that had a real, honest love develop-
ing. something that was well photo-
graphed, well presented, well acted. It
would be interesting to see how an audi-
ence would respond to explicit sex within
a moving story rather than just a gym-
nastic thing or a gag. You know, I'm sur-
prised some women’s group hasn’t gone
after Deep Throat. 1 mean, it’s making a
joke out of a woman’s anatomy: that’s the
whole theme of the picture. Personally, I
was turned off bv sex alter watching Deejp
Throat. That kind ol stuff—people pour-
ing Cokes into people—turns me ofl.
PLAYBOY: What turns you on?
EASTWOOD: I'm sure pLAYBOY would like
to know what turns me on very specifi-
cally. But I've never been one to discuss
that kind of crap in print. I keep a lot ol
stuff to myself.
PLAYBOY: We give up. Would you be in
[avor ol censoring hard-core films?
EASTWOOD: No, I'm against censorship. I
think it can be dangerous. If the press
had been censored. we'd never have
found out about Warergate, which need-
ed to be exposed, As far as films are
concerncd, I think adult human beings
ought to be able to sce what they want to.
I'm too much ol an individual to think
otherwise.
PLAYBOY: Have vou run into censorship
problems with your own hlms?
EASTWOOD: Well. we have a film. Breezy.
that’s Rerated, and I don’t think it de-
serves to be Rerated at all. Bur i is, be-
cause 20-some states in the Union have
statutes that say showing the nipple on a
woman’'s breast o children is obscene.
That's the first thing we come into contact
with when we arrive on this planct: a
woman’s breast. Why should that be con-
sidered obscene? And I understand that
someplice in Texas, there was a move to
give Paper Moon an R instead of a PG,
because an underaged girl is swearing and
kind of pimping for a hotel clerk in one
scene. I don't know. You could argue that
the local community has the right to set
standards, but il you accept that, you
could argue that the community has the
right to impose segregation. That's the
long-range implication of something like
the Supreme Court decisions on obscenity.
But I can see how the extremes of a Deep
Throat have led o the public demand
for censorship that put the Court under
50 mll(l'l l)l't‘)sllrc. Sex is a very ill]l)i)rlil nt
topic: it's important to be able to show it
artistically. But where do you go Irom
Deep Throat? To chickens? It's that old
cliché about the pendulum swinging
back and forth. You remember, quite a
(continued on page 170)
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doctor, what do you think of a_five-year-old who says he’s going to win the nobel prize?

Jfaction

By SUSAN SONTAG

Monday

WHAT WE DECIDED, doctor, was that it
would be best to lay our problems be-
fore a really competent professional
person. God knows, we've wried to do
the best we could. On our own. But
sometimes a person has to admit de-
feat. So we decided to talk to you. But
we thought it would be better not to
come together. If one of us could
come, say, Monday., Wednesday and
Friday, and the other on Tuesday,
Thursday and Saturday, that way you
could get both of our points of view,

A few debis. Not many. We try to
live within our means.

Of course we can afford it. We don't
want to spare any cxpense. But, to tell
the truth, we picked you because your
fee was more reasonable than
some others. And Dr. Greenwich
said yvou specialized in problems
ol this sort.

No, we're not doing anything
right now. Just riding out the
storm.

Certainly not. That's what
we're here to hnd out [rom you.

How much background do you need
to know?

Yes, we've both had physical check-
ups within the past year.

Both born in this country, good na-
tive stock. Why, did you think we were
foreigners? You're a loreigner, aren't
you, doctor? You don't mind ques-
tions like that, do you?

At the beginning, you can imagine,
we [elt very sure of ourselves. With a
good income, a house with no mort-
gage, membership in three——

Sometimes. Sure. Doesn't every cou-
ple? It's only human nature. But they
blow over. Then we usually celebrate
by seeing a movie. We used to take in
the plays at the Forum, too. But we
don't have as much tme f[or that
anymore.

Oh, we dote on him. Aler all, when
you have an

Preuty regularly. Once. twice a week.,
Thank God. there’s nothing wrong
with that side ol things.

No, it was the group that suggested
we consult you. We're not claiming
all the credit for ourselves. But prob-
ably we would have thought of it
1!“}"\'5!}’_

All right, sure. We do. But what's
wrong with that? We really get along
very well, considering the difference
mn our educational backgrounds.

Perhaps our problem seems ridicu-
lous 1o you.

No, no, we didn’t mean it that way.

All right.

That door?

Tuesday

It's really Baby who's the problem,
doctor.

What?

Oh, complete sentences. Right off
the bat. He just started right in.

We take turns. It's not far.

He likes to. Aflter the alarm rang,
every morning, Baby used to bring us

cups ol steaming hot coffee in bed.

We try not to interfere. Baby's room
is full of junk. We oftered him the
bigger bedroom, but he insisted. . . .

We took a camping trip last spring
in Big Sur for two weeks. We wanted
to take Baby along. but he wouldn’t
go. He said he had to study for his
CxXams.

Sure, he's perfectly able to take care
ol himsell. cook his own meals. Still,
S(Jlll{‘lilllcs we (IU \-\'l)l'l’}'.

He loves to.

Poe. Bulwer-Lytton, Jack London.

But we're afraid Baby is ruining his
eyes. All he does is read. He doesn’t
want to play with the other kids.
Comic books. 19th Century novels, the
encyclopedia, it doesn’t matter to him.
After we turn the lights off at nine, he
reads under the covers with a flash-
light. We've caught him several times.

Just sitar lessons.

No. we don't try to influence Baby.
Whatever he wants to be when he
grows up is all right with ws.

We don't believe in the old kind of
family. Everybody living on top ol
each other.

We've talked about taking our vaca-
tions separately. It's good lfor people

to get away from cach other once in a
while, don’t you think?

Union Station. The old one, down-
town.

Like when we go to Sunday meet-
ings of our group, we usually don’t
sit together.

Oh. Dr. Greenwich has been ex-
tremely helpful about that problem.
We hardly even think about it
dnvmaore,

No. we decided not to have affairs.
Lying would be awlul, and since we
both have a jealous nature, it seemed
best not to.

You have a prewty cynical view ol
human nature. doctor. Maybe vou
spend oo much time with people with
problems.

That's right. From the begin-
ning. We don’t find being hon-
est as complicated a business as
some people do. All it takes,
after all, is a litde courage. And
self-respect. But perhaps we're
old-fashioned.

A dream. Anvthing you say.
doctor. But it'll have to be for the
next session.

Wednesday

You've probably had a lot of par-
ents who brag about their children.
But Baby really is precocious. When
he was litle, we wied to keep him
from knowing how much smarter he
was than the other kids. We didn't
want him to get conceited.

Perhaps if we were younger. . . .

Not what you'd call an accident. No.
But he wasn't planned. either.

We don’t believe in abortion. As
far as we're concerned, even a letus
has its rights. Despite what you doc-
Lors say.

No, we never thought of adopting
another child.

Baby is quite healthy.

It wouldn’t be the same, would it?

Ol course, sometimes we wish Baby
were athletic. Truth is, he can’t even
swim. Even in the Doughboy pool he
just flounders around. Hardly makes
it worth while to get a real swimming
pool.

Isn't that a rather conventional
idea, doctor? Maybe there aren’t many
athletes with high 1.Q.s, we'll grant
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you that. Bur we don’t see why a brainy
kid has to stay indoors all the time and
refuse ever to go to camp.

You bet we encourage him.

He's always had real guts. And stick-to-
itiveness. He likes challenges. And he's
curious, too.

He likes 10 collea things. Old things.
Baby loves the dinosaurs in the County
Museum.

You know, we both
night Baby was conceived.

No. He's always brought all his liule
problems to us.

One spanking was enough. We haven't
had 1hae Kind ol trouble since.

‘The maii.

Yes. he used 1o bite his nails. But not
anymore.

We're thinking of moving to a better
neighborhood. 1t's probably more than
we can afford. But the kids from Cudahy
Baby has heen running around with are
rough. And the other Sundav, when we
were out driving in Topanga Canvon, we
saw this new split-level hacienda—it
wouldn't cost much, just the down pay-
ment with a 20-year mortgage—that
would be just righe for us. [t has a three-
car garage that Baby could use part of
for his chemistry lab and his ducks and
dlvickens.

Two ducks.

Lauric and Billy, Sounds ridiculous,
doesn’t it?

No, he hasn’t given names to the chick-
cns. But there're six of them.

Straight A’s this semester. We promised
him a bicycle if he made the honor roll.

Oh, it's a fine school. High standards,
Old-fashioned discipline. And they take
all the necessary preciutions. Baby came
down with the measles yesterday. And his
homeroom teacher called the house this
morning, around ten aa. That school is
very carelul, they have to be. Since they
had a kidnaping two years ago.

No, we don’t discuss what you say he-
tween us. You told us not to, didn’t you?
Neither one ol us is deal, docior.

Already?

remember the

Thursday

We found a box of condoms in the
drawer in Baby's night table. Don't you
think he's a litde young lor that, doctor?

Baby's teacher came to the house. She
wanted 1o know what was wrong,

Maybe Baby cught o sce a doctor, too.

Baby's handwriting is very strange.
Should we bring you a sample?

Just say the word.

Baby keeps a journal. Under lock and
key, mind you.

We wouldii’t diream of it. That would
be one hell of a fast way to lose his confi-
dence, wouldn't it, doctor?

We couldn’t agree more. Young people
are so pretentious.

It's nice of vou to say that.

Arithmetic  is  his  weakest

subject.

Penmanship. that's not even worth men-
toning. Atrocious.

History, And chemistry.

Never missed yet! Every semester.

Not much. He has such a good memo-
ry. he doesn’t have to. But we'd like him
to read more.

Everything. He remembers last vear's
supermarket prices, smog readings, the
lines from an entire TV serial. closing av-
erages on the stock exchange. He knows
all our [riends’ telephone numbers. At
the end of a day, he can reel off the li-
cense plates of every car we prssed on the
freeways. We tested him. He's a regular
garbage can ol useless inlormation.

He's waited hours outside The Green-
house because Steve McQueen has lunch
there sometimes.

Basketball. He's good at volleyball,
Loo.

Well, of course. he is tall for his age.
It runs in our Family.

And thin.

Regular  measles, mumps, tonsillitis,
the usual, when he was little. Braces for
three years.

He snores when he sleeps. He's had his
adenoids out twice.

You know something odd about Baby?
He laughs at four every morning. He
must be dreaming. But il you wy to wake
him up, he doesn’t remember anything
[unny.

No. you don’t understand. Always au
four, exarctly. Even when we went to Ha-
widi, where i's a two-hour difference.
Still four A, right on the dot. How
would you explain that?

Honestly! You can set your clock by it

He has a wonderful laugh. Wonderful,
It makes us feel warm all over, in the
nexte room, just to hear him,

Actually. we did try once. We stood at
the door to his room, waiting lor four
AN As soon as we heard the laugh, we
rushed in and shook him awake and
asked him what he was dreaming. He was
so sleepy, poor kid. At first he didn’t suy
anything. And then, you know what
he said?

Guess.

You'll never guess.

“Fish.”" His eyes were closed, mind you.
Then he laughed some more and repeat-
ed "Fish.” And then he went back o
s!(_’cp, shoring.

We asked him in the morning. But he
didn’t remember a thing. Not even our
coming into the room.

One other time. But we didn’v actually
wike him up. It was when we were camp-
ing out in Big Sur last spring, sharing the
same tent. Sure enough, the laugh went
off at [our anat. exactly. We checked our
watches 1o make sure. And we just called
out, very soltly, “Baby?”

And vou know what he said? In his
sleep, of course. He said: “Napoleon in a
sealed train going 1o Elba.” And then
laughed and laughed. Pretty smart, don’t

you think? Even when that kid dreams,
he dreams smart.

Maybe it's stupid 10 worry so much
about a child. Is that what you mean,
doctor?

We've tried to give him every advan-
tage. but—-—

Yes. Sometimes. Not often.

You think we were wrong?

Good. That’s what we thought. Any-
way, it was the maid who caught him.

Oh, Juanita loves Baby. Everybody
who meets Baby knows he's special. Espe-
cially kids.

We were wondering if vou shouldn't
meet Baby yourself. Then you'd see what
we mean.

- - -
Friday
Baby got a Dbloody nose in school
yesterday.
The pediatrician  says  he’s  quite

healthy except for his adenoids. Do you
think he should have another checkup?

We think protein is very important.

But some things are physical. You do
agree, doctor?

Using Dr. Greenwich's guidelines, we
tried o cope ourselves. B it didn’t seem
fair waking up 100 much ime at group
sessions for a personal problem.

Perhaps you've never had a case exact-
ly like ours.

OI course, we've tried to get him to see
a therapist. But he refuses. You can't
lorce someone to go, can you. doctor?
People have to want to be helped.

Exactly. That's why we thought we
could help Baby by talking to vou.

Dirt-cheap. But their data-storage sys-
tem 15 outmocdled.

Thar wouldn't help. We raised Baby's
allowance last week.

Green Stamps. But he'll never make it

Baby says he wants to be a priest when
he grows up. He sleeps with a Gideon
Bible under his wooden pillow.

From The Wigwam in Barlow.

Awlully hot. It's a motel in the shape
of a wigwam, and you know what Bar-
low’s like in the summer. We almost sul-
focated. But Baby doesn’'t mind the heat.

We were probably crazy to go there in
June. But when we ger 1o feeling cooped
up, sometimes we just have to get into
the car and drive someplace.

You don’t mind if we wirn up the air
conditioning. do vou? Aren't you hot?

. oh. Thanks.

Baby is very mechanical, you know. He
fixed the TV in the den the other night.
when it jammed just as we were expect-
ing cight for dinner.

We did. Ourselves. There wasn't any
point in wasting money on that.

Both stick shift and automatic.

Sometimes we regret he leans so much
toward science. It's a bit like having Dr.
Frankenstein, Jr., around the house. And
no mater what they say, you have to

(continued on page 120)
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In class society everyone lives as a member of a
particular class, and every kind of thinking, with-
out exception, is stamped with the brand of a class.

—CHAIRMAN MAO TSE-TUNG, Selecled Works

YOU CAN SAY THAT AGAIN. I wa sed in Beverly Hills
by a famous father and a stunning mother. introduced
as Edgar’s daughter and Charlie McCarthy's sister, with
a spoon stamped sterLING firmly damped between my
teeth. while Ronald Reagan stood staunchly in the
living room beside framed photographs of my mother
with President Eisenhower.

1 come, of course, from a Republican family. Upper
middle class, middle upper class. The term bourgeoisie
is not threadbare from overuse in my vocabulary, but
for purposes of clarification, we were and are some of
its more comfortable, carefree constituents.

My college career was consistently and dutifully con-
servative. The extent ol my political activity at school
was being in Barry Goldwater's female honor guard
when he came to campaign on campus. and participat
ing in a protest against eutting down a tree.

I moved on to New York. to modeling and movies,
hent on securing a well-deserved place in the sun and
soaring off on the wings of the jet set. That bout was
brief, fortunately, but left me hung with pearls, cash-
mere sweater sets, crocodile bags and a transcontinental
lisp. At 20 I was a dead ringer for a dowage

The deepening conllict between my conditioning and
my dawning instincts was fertile soil for an incipient
social conscience. But it took me a long ume to realize
[ didn’t want to be Princess Grace. It was not without
sociological value, however, to have rubbed shoulders

(AN A
(ULTURAL WORKER
FROIT BEVERLY HILLS
FIND HAPPINESS
N THE
PEOPLE'S REPUBLIC
OF CHINAR?

anything’ possible—uwell, nearly anything
artict BY CANDICE BERGEN

with a dwindling species that stll subscribes to the
divine right ol kings.

After endless. intense debates on the origin of scampi.
the moment of truth came during a celebration in a
Madrid restaurant alter a successful pheasant shoot. |
was the only person at the table without a title and was
flanked by two German counts who were deeply of-
fended by a neighboring table of raucous Americans.
It was more of a bane than either could bear and one
broke the ice with the witty aside, *Disgusting. They
should be made into soap.” My jetset days were over.

I began to let reality seep in. I started by learning
about the American Indians—perhaps because they

PAINTING BY HERB DAVIDSON
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were less threatening than blacks to a
blonde from Beverly Hills. 1 began
acquiring some awareness of who they
were and what they had become. 1 read
about America’s earliest war crimes while
watching a series glorifying Custer on
TV. 1 met red-power Indians and white-
collar Indians, medicine men and chiels. 1
joined organizations, made contributions,
raised funds, attended endless meetings. 1
spent a weekend on Alcatraz passing a
peace pipe filled with grass. 1 photo-
graphed Indians. I wrote about Indians.
But finally I didn’t do anything but find
a focus for my new-found rage.

When Jane Fonda discovered the
Indians, I actually felt resentful and
proprietary. It was like some absurd phil-
anthropic territorial imperative. The In-
dians were my cause. Why couldn’t she
pick the Panthers? 1 pulled over to in-
spect my motives. Keeping a wary eye
open for signs of megalomania or martyr-
dom, I went on: cruelty to animals, abor-
tion, the war. I didn’t do much; in fact,
I did very little. I felt you had to do some-
thing, but no matter how much vou did,
it didn’t seem to make any difference; no
one was listening—except perhaps to our
private telephone conversations.

Then, four years too late, even for the
living, the war ended anyway—or began
to die a death so slow that it's still im-
possible to tell if it's over. After all the
fantasy of armistice—the anticipation of
a final signed agreement—the aciuality
was dull and drained.

Movement diehards hollered hoarsely
to thinning crowds that the war was only
symptomatic of the ills besetting us, that
the fight had just begun. Rightly or
wrongly, the feeling persisted that if
things did get better, it wouldn’t be be-
cause of anyone’s energies m that direc-
tion. So—as abortion reform was adopted
and as the iceman himself took steps to
defrost the Cold War by swrengihening
diplomatic ties with Russia and China—
it became increasingly difficult to figure
out where to stand any more.

Then, late in 1972, in the heady after-
glow of Nixon's trips behind the Iron
and Bamboo curtains, a New York news-
paper called the Guardian announced
that it was going to sponsor a group of 20
people on a tour of The Peoples Repub-
lic of China. My name was suggested.
The only credentials required were par-
ticipation in some area loosely defined as
“the arts” and evidence of liberal political
leanings and activities, e.g., the antiwar
movement. There probably aren’t many
minutemen in the arts. anyway.

The only Guardian I'd ever heard of
was The Manchester Guardian, the left-
of-center intellectual English daily. This
Guardian was slightly 1o the left of
Lenin—a Marxist-Leninist paper that
hence enjoys excellent relations with
China. I wanted to go to China, but 1
wasn’t sure this was my golden opportu-
nity. It took me long ¢nough to become

a liberal, for God's sake. Traveling with a
bunch of Marxists was more than I was
ready for. Whae if 1 couldn’t ger back
into the country? What if, five years from
now, in the chaos of some crazed conserv-
ative purge, my name were on The List?
Even if my [ather had campaigned for
Nixon. Oh, well, 1 decided if there were
a list, I'd be in good company. And, as it
wurned out, there was. 1 didn’t make it,
but Joe Namath did. And he doesn’t
even know who's Presideni. 1t was time
to develop the courage of my convictions,
take a stand, accept responsibility for my
actions. 1 was sick of being spineless. But
Marxism-Leninism? 1 hadn’t even read
the Manifesto.

I asked who would be in the group.
“Well, Harry Belafonte’s been invited.”
Suddenly the picture brightened. Having
the courage of my convictions with Bela-
fonte as a bonus, that was incentive.
“And Alan Arkin might come, Joe Papp,
Judy Collins, David Amram. We're trying
to reach Brando. . . .” That's different.
Not only would they be great company
but they would only be liberals.

But a few weceks later: “Belafonte can't
come—he’s got concert dates; Alan’s do-
ing a picture. Joe's tied up with several
projects, Judy's recording, haven't heard
from Amram, Brando's in Tahit. . . .”
Who was coming? The only names 1
knew were Ring Lardner, Jr., screenwrit-
er of M®A*S*H. and his actress wile;
Howard da Silva, a New York actor, and
his actress wife: Alan Meyerson, who di-
rected the flm Steelyard Blues; Leigh
French, an actress 1 knew from The
Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour; Alice
Childress. a New York playwright: Rita
Martinson, a singer-composer who toured
with Jane Fonda in the F. T. 4. show; Pat
Stitch, a television actress: Harold Leven-
thal, a theatrical manager; and Bert
Schneider. a film producer, who had sug-
gested me in the first place. There was
also a realist-muralist from Chicago. a
poet-professor from New York, a folk
singer from Michigan, a movement writer
from Los Angeles, a guerrilla playwright
and a director of mime, both from San
Francisco, a feminist writer / factory
worker from Chicago, a novelist fromn
New York and a representative from
the Guardian who would serve as group
leader.

The Guardian's intention was to as-
semble a representative group from dif-
ferent racial, geographical and financial
backgrounds. Five people’s trips were
subsidized by other members in the
group. There were nine men. 12 women,
16 whites, four blacks and one chicano.
Five were hard-core Marxist-Leninists,
three soft-core. There were six old-line
radicals, two young radicals, one Black
Muslim, one women’s libber, two com-
mitted vegetarians and one McGovern
Democrat (guess who).

The Guardian advised specificity in

the visa application. If you'd made films,
for example, list titles. Give examples of
political activity, etc. It was implied that
my political credentials might be sub-
standard. I wasn’t sure by whose stand-
ards—the Chinese’ or the Guardian’s.
Later I learned it was the Guardian that
wanted a politically homogeneous group;
the Chinese like people of varied back-
grounds, contrasting beliefs. But by then
I wasn't taking any chances.

My visa application contained enough
subversive activity to put me behind
bars for years. For “Profession,” 1 put
“actress/journalist.” Then I slyly syn-
opsized some of the films I'd been in:
The Sand Pebbles, a story of American
imperialism in China; Getting Straight.
about the college revolution in America;
Soldier Blue, the white man’s annihila-
tion of the American Indian; Carnal
Knowledge dealt with the oppression of
women in America: T. R. Baskin, the al
ienation of urban life. I left out The Ad-
venturers. It read like the most radical
catalog of films ever 1o hut the silver
screen. It made Jane Fonda look like
Sandra Dee.

Next came “Polincal Activities™: Slept
at Alcatraz during the Indian occupa-
tion, board member Friends of the Earth,
campaigned actively for the antiwar can-
didate, abortion reform, participated in
Vietnam moratoriums. Women's Ring-
Around-the-Congress, jailed for obstruct-
ing a hallway during an antiwar protest
in the Senate—all from the girl who
brought you Barry Goldwater.

Sending off my visa application was
like waiting for college acceptance. 1
knew 1 wouldn't ger in.

I did.

Soon 1 was sent my itinerary. It read,
“Guardian Cultural Workers” Visit to
China—April 15 to May 10"—and was
addressed, “Dear Cultural Worker: You
will be visiting the following cities in
China: Canton, Changsha, Shaoshan. Pe-
king, Soochow and Shanghai.” What in
God’s name. I wondered. was a Cultural
Workerr I was the only one in the group
who had to ask. A Cultural Worker, in
Marxist terminology, is someone in the
arts. For the next month I was to be one.

The group converged in San Francisco
for the JAL flight to Tokyo. In a mono-
lithic heap belore the check-in counter
were guitars, autoharps, harmonicas, rad-
ical reading mauer, still and movie cam-
eras. tape recorders, raw honey and
organic juices. 'The group leader from
the Guardian was a girl about my age
with close-cropped dark hair.  wire-
rimmed glasses, work shirt and jeans. She
looked like my fantasy of a commissar,
but the initial avsterity of her appear-
ance was betrayed by a sweet face and
a small, wispy voice. It was her debut as a
group leader and she awacked the re
sponsibility of shepherding 20 people to

{continued on page 86)
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’N /n her latest starring role—in Cinerama’s just-released ilm How to .S'edr.rrf_’_ a Woman—aaress Al-

exandra Hay plays the sexy proprietor of an art gallery, a part that she explains was a natural for her.
“I've always been a great art lover,” she says, “although my tastes in art might well be considered conserva-
tive. My favorites are Monet and Diirer and I hate cubism and surrealism.” The cultivated Miss Hay's tastes
extend to other areas as well—notably, classical music (she plays piano) and opera. “I'm quite an opera singer
mysell,” she claims facetiously. “'I can sing the arias from La Bohéme and Carmen—quite rotienly, in fact.”









Alexandra’s first featurelength film was Guess Who's Coming to Dinner, in which she played a carhop. Even
though it was her first real acting experience and her role was a minor one, she managed to impress the
likes of Katharine Hepburn and the late Spencer Tracy. “It was marvelous working with Tracy and Hep
burn,” she recalls. “I think that was the happiest movie I've ever done.” The movies have been good to her,
yet deep down, Alexandra misses the glamor of the old Hollywood. In a bit of pictorial wish [ulfillment, pho-
tographer Mario Casilli has captured the rising star as she might have looked during Hollywood's golden age
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After Guess Who's Coming to Dinner, Alexandra's carcer accelerated; she's had starring roles in several films,
including The Love Machine and How Come Nobody's on Our Side, to be released soon. But her Big Film, she
feels, is yet to come. “I'd really love to do a period movie,” she muses. “Perhaps a tragic role with lots of period
costumes, a film steeped in elegance and grace.” Although certain Hollywood prophets have likened her rise to
the early careers of Monroe and Harlow, Alexandra prefers to think of herself as the Bette Davis type. “I'm
more of a serious actress than a sex symbol,” Miss Hay insists. Well, then, she must be a very serious actress.
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t“““nnl mnn“en {continued from page 50)

China and back with earnest but queru-
lous officiousness.

I was a total basket case about the pros-
pect of traveling 25 days with 20 people.
Just thinking about it gave me claus-
trophobia. No matter how much I hated
it, 1 wouldn’t be able to leave. I don't
deal easily with groups, especially wild-
eyed, zealous ones. I am not collectivist
or zealous by nature. I am selfish and in-
tolerant. But I'm gerting better. A patho-
logically low threshold of boredom and
an inordinate need for space and privacy
combine into a major character defect
I'm determined to overcome. In a group
whose Marxist commitment runs ramp-
ant, I'm just along for the ride. 1 want
to see China as a tourist, not as a rey-
olutionary architect. So the simplest strat-
agem to adopt during a month of
dialectical-materialist dialog is to sit back,
relax and be a sponge.

We were flying economy class. of
course, this being a workers’ tour and all.
but it was still somewhat of a shock to my
system. I'm the first to admit it—which
doesn’t mean I'm proud of it. But 1
haven't flown tourist since college, and
while I always feel guilty and uncom-
fortable about the inplied segregation of
traveling first-class, I like it, and I never
felt guilty enough to fly tourist. Anyway,
the studios always paid for it. I was only
following orders.

It was nighttime and raining in Tokyo
when we arrived. Five o'cdlock in the
morning our time. We were told it would
be 20 minutes before the bus arrived to
take us to our hotel. At the risk of expos-
ing capitalist tendencies. someone sug-
gested sharing a taxi. Qur group leader
explained that a spirit of unity and col-
lectivism was the goal of the group and a
few people taking a taxi would differ-
entiate between those who could afford
it and those who couldn’t. It was clear
that taking the bus was a measure of our
Marxist convictions. “Be a good social
ist,” she cooed. We waited for the bus.

A sign in the hotel in Tokyo read.
SPECIAL GUARDIAN GROUP. The letters kept
falling off, a good omen. The Fountain-
head was playing on the TV in my room.
For some reason 1 could never under-
stand, that seemed to be one of those
books that changed everyone's life.
Everyone's, that is, but those in the
SPECIAL GUARDIAN GROUP.

On to Hong Kong, where a group
mecting was called in the lobby of our
hotel with amused Chinese looking on.
Its purpose was to announce the follow-
ing morning’s departure time by train
and to elect our “Delegation Leader.”
We couldn’t agree on anyone. but we heat-
edly discussed when to continue the dis-
cussion and finally agreed to resume
the next day in Canton. Then we were
told to introduce ourselves, and one by

one we announced our name, profession
and purpose of wrip. It was like show-and-
tell time. That proceeded quite soberly
and tediously: “My nameis _____, I'm
an actor and a director and I'd like to
discuss their feelings about Stanislavsky.
You know, they think of him as a Khru-
shchev revisionist.” *“My name is
I'm a writer and I want to see successful
examples of communalism and democrat-
ic cenuralism.” “My name is , I'm
a writer and a factory worker. I want to
compare wages and working conditions
with factories at home.” Then: “My
name is Leigh French, I'm an actress and
a teacher and a Cancer with Gemini ris-
ing.” 1 guffawed. No one else even
smiled. I'd counted on Leigh for levity,
and she came through. Alan Meyerson
said, “I'm a director and I'd like to see a
country where people don't say, ‘You
should have been here before the Ameri-
cans ruined it.’” I'd also like to know more
about their studics in psychic phenome-
na.” “They don't have any of that,” the
group leader snapped impatiently. “Yes,
they do,” said Alan quietdly. Thus began
the Marxist metaphysical schism. Soon
everyone was speaking at once. A short,
dumpy girl complained contemptuously,
“I think we should conduct this as a col-
lective enterprise, make our decisions in
a collective manner and raise our hands.”

Next morning we left Hong Kong by
train for the Chinese border rown of
Shumchun. We arrived, taut with antici-
pation, and walked across the border
through a stream of foreigners, most of
them British, leaving the Canton Trade
Fair. That trek along the wacks into
China was like something out of Gun-
fight at O. K. Corral. Seldom has one walk
meant so much to so few. For several in
the group, it meant Marxist Mecca. To
me. at the ume, it meant terror. Excite-
nient. of course, but also terror. Yellow
Hordes, Red Guards, uniforms, masses. I
saw it—like most Americans—as a threat
to my very being. You would have
thought 1 were moving there instead of
visiting for three weeks.

At the check point on either side of me
were the signs, beet-red with snow-white
letters.  exclaiming, LONG LIVE THE
PEOPLE'S REPUBLIC OF CHINA, LONG LIVE
THE UNITY OF THE PEOPLE OF THE WORLD.
A babyfaced people’sliberation-army
man with a red star on his cap and a rifle
and sneakers casually examined my pass-
port. In China, the only way to distin-
guish an officer from an enlisted man is
to look at the pockets on their jackets:
ofhcers have four, enlisted men, two.

The border had a certain Iron Curtain
flavor to it. Very militaristic, highly regi-
mental, policed. purposeful, unsmiling.
It was the only place in China where we
saw anyone armed. The army guys had
rifles and the buildings were a warm,
Neo-Stalinist gray. We were shown into a

large, multistoried building and one ol
an endless line of waiting rooms. Politi-
cal broadcasts and revolutionary choruses
came crashing out of loud-speakers. On a
shelf were stacks of magazines on China
and enough Little Red Books to put the
Gideons to shame—all Iree and in differ-
ent languages, with a sign saying. HELP
YOURSELF. After a cursory luggage check,
we passed through customs into yet an-
other series of waiting rooms. Enormous
rooms, with light tumbling through huge
windows filtered by billowing white-lace
curtains. They were comforiable, airy,
even beautiful. But 1 kepr feeling like 1
was in a convent or a hospital.

Then it was ume for lunch—at the
Shumchun railroad station, of all places.
It was one of the best Chinese meals I've
ever eaten and one of the best we had in
China. Girls in braids and white jackets
refilled our glasses after we'd hardly
touched them to our lips. and food was in
abundance. All of us had switched to our
best behavior: intensely polite, respect-
ful, softspoken and considerate. We
sweetly asked our Chinese guides’ permis-
sion to leave the table (“May I" have the
bean sprouts, etc.). China seemed to affect
us like liule kids who think Santa's
watching.

I went off to explore my first Chinese
bathroom. What high adventure. It was,
like everything else, immaculate. with
shining tile, no mirror and pink twilet
paper. No one else seemed to care when
I came careening out with the news.

Most people are understandably indif-
ferent to trains, but Chinese trains are
something to get excited about. Theyre
perfect. A finished Fintasy. For one
thing, theyre puncrual; for another,
they're silent (except for intermittent
blasts of martial music); for another,
they're gorgeous. The seats are covered
with crisp white-lace antimacassars, the
windows with whitelace curtains, and
potted plants perch on each table, where
jasmine tea is served in flowered porcelain
mugs. And the cars are air condilioned.

The countryside slides smoothly by in
symmetrical shades of green—an abrup
change from the other side of the border.
Gone is the garbage from the water; leht
behind is the litter on the streets. Every
arable inch of land is cultivated—plant-
ed with trees or rice—by people working
here and there in what seems a most se-
rene and pastoral landscape.

The Chinese are lined up five deep
outside the Canton station to watch the
Foreign Devils being disgorged. There
are flowers at the station, in old ornate
pots and in trim,. modest gardens. Touches
like that continued to turn up every
where, and I was always surprised and
impressed by the apparent anomaly of at-
tempts at beautification in a struggling
revolutionary society.

I found Canton, as I was to find most
other Chinese cities we saw, spotless and

{continued on page 150)
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tuck: yeah, but you guys ran it into the ground
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seven sure-frre publishing ideas
based on a certain well-known format

WELL, NO, we really don’t mind the fact that pLAYBOY is
the most imitated magazine in history. And yes, we're
sincerely Hattered. But wh) should only a few dozen

publishers get rich by aping us? Why doesn’t everyone
jump onto the band wagon? You guys out there, putting
out your specialty magazines, why not get yourselves a
centerfold, hire a few sex-crazed photographers, throw
in some kinky—what the hell, let’s get specific. We don't
mean to set ourself up as an expert, but we just thought
we’'d show you the kinds of publications we’d launch if
we didn’t already have a lot on our mind. So here are sug-
gestions for a wide variety ol special-interest magazines
that should do dynamite business at the newsstands—or
at least give the mailman his jollies. Just be careful where
you put those staples, and—this is important—if you're
the editor-publisher, remember the pipe and Pepsi.

ENTERTAINMENT FOR RELIGIC

AN EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW WITH
GOD « THE NUDE TESTAMENT
POPE PAUL'S LATEST BULL

Alsc: Prayers to Undress By » The Girls of the Vatican * Ten New
Begetting Techniques * Pewboy Pad: Right-On Rectary * The Nud-
est Salome * Pewboy Paotables—Bubbly Cammunion Wines. . . .

ENTERTAINMENT FOR HOMOS

HOW TD WEAKEN
YDUR WRISTS

DECORATING

THE CLOSET YOU
CAME OUT OF

Plus these added features: A Histary of Sex in Cinemo Men’s Rooms
Fire Island on $150 o Day * Chest Hoir—Baon or Bane? = Gaybay's
Guide ta Private Flying = Steam Bath Fashians: Teensy Towels! . .

/?*
ffff“

IS PABLUM (@‘

AN APHRODISIAC? . '({

-
PREPUBESCENCE: 'Y
THE DANGEROUS AGE

Testing the Hot ‘74 Prams * Weeboy's Potobles: A Vintage Year
for Mather’s Milk = A Survey of Preboptismal Sex = Fashion Preview:
See-Thraugh Diopers « The New Turn-On: Tolcum Pawder. . . .



ENTERTAINMENT FOR QUACKS

PII.I.BOY

A REVEALING
PICTORIAL—RAQUEL
WELCH'S X RAYS

EXOTIC
MALPRACTICES

Linda Lavelace on Strep Throat * V. D.—Giving and Getiting for the  Revealing Post Office Photos » Xmas Gift Giving: Personalized Traf-
Holiday Season * Fun Physicals: A Pictorial = Twenty Tricks with fic Tickets = The Whores of Precinct 42 + “My Ten Most Moving
Tongue Depressors = Pillboy Previews the New Epidemics. . . . Violations,” by Sergeant O'Malley * Flat New Footwear. . . .

ENTERTATNMENT FOR HAYSEEDS
v

AN exciT}
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 PLOWEOY PR
OUTHSIGHT DUTHO

Should Horficulture Be Legalized? « The Calves of lowa = Making On the Town in St. Petersburg = Little Granny Fonny * Gourmet
Hoy with Your Plowmate * Ten Fun Things to Do with a Corncob  Guide to Food You Can Chew -+ A Swinging Grayboy Pod: All
4.H Foreploy = A Look at the Hot New ‘74 Threshers « And More. . ..  Ramps = Grayboy Tests the ‘74 Hearses « The Girls of Leisure Village. 91
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ol the biggest scandals in the history of
the United States.

So it was time for some soul-searching.
Did my tricks spawn their tricks? Did I
deserve some of the blame for Watergate?
[ couldn’t plead total innocence, since the
Nixon crowd and I have been crossing
paths for many years now. But as I
thought about this White House Tuck-
ophobia, I realized that it had all been a
misunderstanding right from the start.

In 1950. I was a GI Bill student at the
University of California at Santa Bar-
bara. I was also becoming addicted to
politics and political campaigns, and the
only game in town was the race for a U. S.
Senate seat. I backed the glamorous
Helen Gahagan Douglas over one Rich-
ard Nixon—who you could tell wasn’t
going anywhere anyway.

I was. therefore, surprised when a
Nixon staff member approached me about
a month before the election and asked
me to advance Nixon's visit to the cam-
pus the following week. It seems that an
absent-minded prolessor, remembering
only my interest in politics and not my
affiliation. had suggested my name to the
Nixon staff. “Why not?” I thought—this
would be my first advance. 1 began mak-
ing arrangements.

The speech was scheduled for a Thurs-
day. A good choice, I thought, since most
classes were held Monday, Wednesday
and Friday. I picked the time; four in the
afternoon seemed best, since there was
nothing going on to conflict with the visit.
There was so little going on, in fact, that
the campus was empty.

With considerable effort I got the big
auditorium. which seats around 1800. The
moment arrived and after delaying the
meeting for half an hour for the late-
comers, who, unfortunately, were out-
numbered by those who grew impatient
and left, T introduced Mr. Nixon. I like
an introduction that raises more ques-
tions than it answers, but I may have over-
done it. After about 25 minutes, Nixon
interrupted me and said he would have to
speak immediately. So, concluding with a
flourish, I said, “Here is Mr. Nixon, who
will speak 10 us about a subject of impor-
tance to all Californians—the Interna-
tional Monetary Fund!” His gasp was
louder than the applause and, I must say,
his talk was somewhat incoherent.

After the speech, he walked to his car
and, stopping before he got in, motioned
me over. To thank me, no doubt. He
asked my name. When I told him, he said,
“Dick Tuck, this is your last advancel”
He simply misunderstood. . . . After all,
we carried Santa Barbara in 1950.

Two years later, I was in Sacramento
when I learned that Nixon’s train would
be in nearby Marysville. There was a
rumor that Nixon had a secret fund, and
it occurred to me that his staff, overpro-
tective even then, might not have told

him about the vicious rumor. Realizing
that it would be difficult to get close to
him, I stopped on the way to Marysville
and had a large sign made. The train was
just pulling our as I arrived at the station.
I raced down the platform, my sign and I
both shouting, “Tell us about the sixteen
thousand dollars!” Fortunately, I caught
his attention and e stopped the train.

But once more, he misunderstood. He
pointed his finger at me and said o the
crowd, “You folks know the work I did
investigating Communists in the United
States. Ever since I did that, the Commu-
uists and left-wingers have been fighting
me with every possible smear.”

At that moment, a man left his place
behind Nixon and, sidling up to me,
muttered out of the side of his mouth,
“Where the hell have you been? You al-
most missed the train!”

While I puzzled that one over, Nixon
continued: “When I received the nomina-
tion for the Vice-Presidency. I was warned
that if I continued to attack the Com-
munists in this Government, they would
continue to smear me.” The speech went
on in this vein, but I was so stunned that
he seemed to be talking about me that I
heard little more of what he said.

Returning to my car, I was absorbed in
my dejection and, therefore, startled
when a car suddenly screeched to a halt
and two men jumped out with signs al-
most identical 1o mine. They asked if
“Chotiner” had left their money with
me. This Chotiner was, it seems, the man
who had left Nixon's side to speak to me.

To understand Richard Nixon, you
have to know Murray Chotiner. Perhaps
his greatest contribution to American
politics was the discovery that a candidate
for high ofhce could be packaged and sold
just like a box of detergent or a tube of
tooth paste. All you needed was the right
sales program. Issues and political philos-
ophy became irrelevant.

Before Chotiner handled Nixon, he
showed his skill in the early campaigns of
Earl Warren and William Knowland.
One of his tactics was setting up phony
Democratic committees for the Republi-
can candidates. Since party affiliation did
not appear on the ballots, at least
2,000,000 Democrats cast votes for these
two Republicans and still swore they
voted the straight Democratic ticket.

In 1946. Chotiner launched Nixon's
campaign with an old ploy. Once he had
decided on his candidate, not before, he
got a group of prominent good-govern-
ment types to sign a newspaper ad seeking
a candidate. They didn’t ask for much:
how could they, knowing who it was they
had in mind? The ad asked for “any
young man . . . preferably a veteran, fair
education . and possessed of a few
ideas for betwterment of country.” Nixon
managed to qualify, barely meeting Chot-
iner's tough requirements, and 30 years

of political history were in the making. In
1956, Chotiner toured the country con-
ducting campaign schools. His speech
could best be summarized as follows:

“Deny what they didn’t charge and
charge what they cannot deny.”

“Always play in the other guy's sand
pile and argue over his marbles.”

“If it's our charge, we're revealing the
facts; if it's theirs, it’s a smear.”

Denying what wasn’t charged and
charging what can’t be denied is proba-
bly the best known and used of all the
Nixon-Chotiner tricks. Take a look at
any of the press conferences or state-
ments on Watergate over the past year for
the best evidence that coach Chotiner is
back in action now that, as he said,
“those amateurs, Haldeman and Ehrlich-
man, have been thrown out.”

The virtuoso performance, according
to Chotiner, was the Checkers speech in
1952—the answer to the revelation that
Nixon had a secret fund of at least
$16,000. Here was Chotiner’s boy deny-
ing that his wife had a mink coat (the
symbol of corruption and a chorus girl's
dream that year) and swearing that he
would never return the dog that had
been given to his children—not that any-
one had asked him to. After denying
what wasn’t charged, he quickly jumped
to the attack. The fact that staffmen in
Adlai Stevenson’s office had received
augmentation of their salaries could not
be denied by Presidential candidate Ste-
venson; and the fact that Stevenson's
running mate, John Sparkman, had his
wife on the Senate payroll from time to
time couldn’t be denied, either. But “Pat
Nixon has worked in my office night
after night, and I can say proudly—she
has never been on the Government pay-
roll since I have been in Washington.*

No wonder Chotiner said, “I think the
classic that will live in all political his-
tory came on September 23, 1952, from
Los Angeles, California, when the candi-
date for the Vice-Presidency answered, if
you please, with an attack against those
who made one on him!”

These tactics were successful in turn-
ing back the anti-Nixon sentiment devel-
oping in the Republican Party because
of the secret fund. Ike put his arm
around Dick and said, “You're my boy.”
They both went on to win, and Dick
Nixon disappeared to that place in Wash-
ington where Vice-Presidents go. I fig-
ured he didn’t need any more help from
me, so 1 got involved in some state
legislative races in California and the
next thing I knew, it was 1956.

One summer’s day that year found me
at the no-name bar in Sausalito—actual-
ly, many days found me at the no name,
but on this particular day, Nixon blew
into town, bringing his whole act with
him. It had something to do with the
Republican National Convention, which
was being held in San Francisco’s Cow

(continued on page 96)



for everything
from bike riding
to pub crawling,
an old favorite
comes back strong

)

swedters

By ROBIRY L. GREEN

Below: The “world’s best
motorcor” calls for some-
thing equolly impressive on

o gentlemon’s shoulders—
perhaps a wool knit hooded
cardigan with leother buttons,
front pockets ond ribbed

cuffs, by Scott Barrie, $110.
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Of course, the old looped-
scarf look will get them
every time—but a raised-
front-design mohair/acrylic
crew-neck with contrasting
neck, sleeves and ribbed
waistband, by Himalaya,
$23, is a wise wardrobe
addition to have around.

Remember the bad old

days when a girl adjusting
her garter rated a “Hubba-
hubba'? OK, then you're
old enough to remember
the wrap-around, an early
version of this wool sweater
coat with shawl collar,

by DDDominick, $175.

& .
F WE ARE to believe
l Darwin, people used

to come with built-in
sweaters. This may have
had its advantages, but what
il a guy was born with a
crew-neck and wanted to go
a lictle more formal one
evening? Tough luck, eh?
Nowadays, however, there’s
more than one way to put
skin on a cat. And if Dar-
win's modern-day buddies
are right, we've been fleec-
ing sheep for their naturals
since neolithic times. From
the Angora goat, with its
stylish mohair wraps, to the
Rambouillet ram. sporting
the finest of woolen fibers,
these otherwise unprepos-
sessing creatures have oc-
cupied the front ranks of
fashion since prehistory.
But today the sweaters
made from these hairs are
no longer just something to
throw on for a football
game or a car wash: they
range in price from a few
bucks to a small fortune,
and you can choose any-
thing from a sitting-and-
drinking model to a style
that matches your Rolls-
Royce. Whichever way you
g0, it's a good way for a man
to keep himself covered.

Back in Hickory Camers,
cockiails for two were never
like this—and neither were
the sweaters, such as

this mohair wrap kimona
model, available on special
order from Pier Mellara
Designs, about $65. Too
bad for Hickory Corners.
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am (continued from page 92)

Palace. Once more, Nixon needed my
help, this time because Harold Stassen
(remember him?) and some others were
engineering a stop-Nixon drive. I was
pretty well identified as a Democrat by
then, so I knew that anything I did for
Nixon would best be done in the dark
of night.

I went to his local headquarters and
picked up a dozen of the largest and most
elaborate Nixon signs. Late that night, I
went out onto the Bayshore Boulevard
leading to the Cow Palace and auached
the Nixon posters to a series of road
Signs.

The next day, unnorticed, I boarded
the Nixon press bus. As we reached the
highway, I moved up [ront with Nixon's
press secretary, Herb Klein, and the oth-
ers to share their pleasure when the
Nixon signs were first sighted. But, as
they loomed into view, I was filled with
chagrin. Not only did this highway lead
to the Cow Palace, it was also the route
the garbage trucks used. Each succeeding
sign read DUMP KIXON.

- - -

When 1960 rolled around, I was the
deputy director of motor vehicles for
the state of California. 1 had been given
the job because of my deep and lasung
interest in traffic safery, my recognized
ability as an administrator and because
my candidate for governor, Pat Brown,
had won the election. But 1 got tired of
my friends’ calling up and asking for
motor vehicles and, since I never was sure
where the office was, I quit and went to
Washingron. After all, the Presidential
campaign was upon us, and this was the
big one. The House, the Senate, the Vice-
Presidency were all behind Nixon and
ahead was the gold ring. Could we have
known then that it would turn out to
be brass?

Nixon has always complained that the
press doesn’t cover him honestly, so I de-
cided to do my part 1o reveal the real
Richard Nixon. If this was a matter of in-
terest to the public, 1 thought, then it
would certainly concern John Kennedy.
So I proposed to the Kennedy organiza-
tion that I be their Nixon correspondent,
filing regular reports that would help
them come to know the true man.

Not long ago, it was revealed that our
old friend Chotiner hired at least two
people to cover, surreptitiously, the vari-
ous Democratic candidates in the 1972
campaign. Unlike Chotiner’s covert
agents, my presence and my employer
were well known to the Nixon organiza-
tion, although my sympathy for Nixon
was not, for some reason. Also, unlike the
Chotiner operatives, I never got S1000 a
week. (The Kennedys. in those days, sur-
rendered dollars about as often as they
did primaries. A hundred dollars a week
was tops, unless you were a woman: then
it was 350, no matter what vou did.)

So, with my tape recorder and my
bowling-ball suitcase, I hit the road with
Richard Nixon. On black-tie occasions,
my reversible bowling shoes became
patent-leather pumps and my bowling
shirt. when reversed. shined the lapels of
my only dark suit. It was a simpler world
then, and nobody suspected a guy carry-
ing a bowling bag.

I faithfully followed my leader, some-
times on his plane, sometimes on the
press plane, and, on those occasions
when an overzealous campaign aide
threw me off the plane, on my thumb.
Whether it was Dubuque or Memphis, 1
found that an indignant “What! You
don’t recognize Scotty Reston?” was bet-
ter than a press pass. If that didn’t work,
I put on a Western Union badge and
looked old or young. depending on the
town.

Since the Kennedys weren’t paying me
all that much, T felt some part of the long
days of the 1960 campaign belonged to
me, and what better way to spend the
time than by helping my old friend
Nixon?

I was in Memphis at the time of the
first debate. As it ended, I wondered if
Nixon could evaluate what had hap-
pened. This was a totally new political
phenomenon, and even the political writ-
ers of the day didn’t know how to judge
it. And the Nixon staff certainly wouldn’t
tell him anything. Even if they knew
anything.

I was lucky. Following the debate,
Nixon flew from Chicago to Mempbhis,
where 1 waited at the airport to greet
him. But I was faced once more with the
problem of his overprotective staff and
his inexplicable order to “keep that man
away from me.” I needed a courier. I
found an accommodating matronly lady
who agreed to deliver my message. The
airplane pulled up to the ramp, the en-
gines stopped and the crowd gathered at
the foot of the stairs. As the lights went
up and the TV cameras whirred, my lady
was there to greet Nixon with a big hug
and a loud “Don’t worry, son! He beat
you last night, but you'll get him next
time.” Nixon's face dropped and it ok
him several minutes to spot me smiling
happily in the crowd. This sort of thing
pricked the imagination of newspaper-
men, who felt more of an obligation to
avoid boring the public than the politi-
cians did. So it was reported that when
the Nixon Victory Special pulled into
Chillicothe, Ohio, and Nixon stepped
onto the rear platform to speak, who
should appear on the scene, disguised in
a conductor’s uniform (having changed
in a phone booth, no doubt), but lovable
prankster Dick Tuck. While Nixon was
in midsentence, conductor Tuck signaled
the engincer, who promptly took the
train out of the station.

Repetition has firmly established the

story as fact. Even Haldeman and Nixon
believe it. No amount of denial on my
part can make that story inoperative. But
I wasn't even in Chillicothe that day and
I have never disguised myself as a con-
ductor. Nor have I ever waved a train out
of a station—but I wish to hell I had.

Along with this story. Haldeman made
references to other Dick Tuck tricks in
his prepared statement before the Water-
gate committee. One that particularly
surprised me was the business of “en-
couraging bandleaders to play rival
songs.” Another myth. There were oc-
casions when I was asked what Nixon's
favorite song was. Nawrally, T would
oblige. In Manchester. New Hampshire,
during the 1968 primary, 1 was chatting
with Tom Wicker of The New York
Times and waiting for Nixon to arrive
when I heard the bandleader asking
about the candidare’s favorite song. I was
only too happy to tell him. Wicker and 1
took a position near the door as the
Nixon caravan arrived. Nixon walked
confidently into the lobby—and the
band struck up Mack the Knife. If the
peint was lost on most of the crowd, it
wasn't lost on Nixon. He paused, loocked
around and, seeing me, came directly
over to tell Wicker that he was in bad
company. We all had a good chuckle.
Mr. Nixon was kind of a wag in those
lays. e

The 1960 campaign ended at last.
They finally counted all the votes in
Texas and Illinois, and Camelot went to
Washington. But old Nixon watchers
knew that we hadn't heard the last of
R.M.N. We knew that this close defeat
would have a profound efflect on him.
And we were right.

In 1962, Nixon and Chotiner were
back. This time, in the California race
for governor. Their political bunko
scheme that year called for setting up a
phony committee, which they called the
Committee for the Preservation of the
Democratic Party in California. While
they didn’t have a John Connally, they
did have Haldeman. Kalmbach, Ziegler,
Chapin and a voung volunteer named Se-
gretti. This committee sent out a loaded
questionnaire to 500,000 “conservative
Democrats.” (Do you think Pat Brown
has stopped beating his wife yetz Yes or
No.) When the hoax was exposed. the
Nixon people denied having anything to
do with 1t. But in a lawsuit brought by
the Democratic Party. Judge Byron Ar
nold of the Superior Court of San Fran-
cisco (the Judge Sirica of his day) found
that “Mr. Nixon and Mr. Haldeman
approved the plan and project™ and that
“the mailing constituted fraud.” It was
also shown in the court documents that
Haldeman paid out $70.000 for the proj-
ect—the largest expenditure for salaries
of the entire campaign. Some political
prank. Well, they had their pranks and
I had mine.

(continued on page 100)
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BODY JENGINSH

what a person reveals about himself when his head isinside a punch bowl

THE STUDY OF BODY ENGLISH—those nonverbal expressions and gestures that reveal
a person’s inner feelings—has become a burgeoning discipline. Scientists in this
field have concluded that social gatherings provide the best context for the ob-
servance of Body English, as subjects are likely to be in a relaxed state and thus
expose themselves more willingly. The following poses and attitudes are among
the most commonly noted during festive occasions and it is hoped that the serious
student will memorize this basic vocabulary in a2 new and exciring language.

An attitude

meant by the

subject to

indicate that

he is perfectly

sober. This gesture
is sometimes
combined with a //

lamp shade pulled =
smartly over Pie= 02y

the forehead.

A greeting.

The subject's
employer has
just entered
the ballroom.

This indicates to all present

that the subject has been The gentleman would like the lady
thinking things over and to try some punch, but the lady
wishes to be appreciated for indicates her reluctance to do so.

her mind as well as her body.

DESIGNED BY ALFRED ZELCER
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A warning. Do not

subject or she
will strike you

A scratching motion is
made with the foot, much
as an animal flings soil
over feces. An apologetic gesture,
as if the subject has made a
particularly awkward faux pas
and is hoping to clean up after it.

Ranking perhaps as
low in subtlety as
a gesture can, this
attitude is of a man
who has found the punch
bowl empty and is
calling attention

to the fact.

The head being
thus revolved by
the lady means
she would like to

accompany the
gentleman on a trip around
the world. The gentleman
is earnestly assuring her
A that he will keep a
sharp lookout for
pagan savages throughout

their journey.

give offense to this

about the throat.

-
- e =
—————-—

up and down as if they
were wings. An indication
to any homosexuals in the
group that he is the same.

The man is advertising
the fact that he is a swinger.
Very likely he is not.

The subject brings his knee up
strongly into another's groin.
Indicates disagreement and
often mild annoyance.




Removing all her
clothes, the subject
stands on the fringe
of a group in a
comely pose. Her
particular erogenous
zones have been
indicated with quill
and ink. The meaning
is clear.

The hostess has
turned her back
on her guests,
which means the
party is over
and everyone
should go home.

An attitude that conveys one of two things.
It means that the gentleman wishes to engage
in fisticuffs with one of very small stature
or it is a boast that his manhood is of
such length that it may be plucked

like a bass string.

The arms are pumped vigorously up
and down. Indicates approval of
the lady's attitude at left.

An open, honest
statement. The
subject first
sits on the
floor or a mat,
puts his hands
behind his head
and flops straight
backward—passed-—
out drunk.

The subject ex-
hibits a simple
shrug, indicating
that all this Body
English business
is Greek to him.
He intends to

stay the night
with the hostess.
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It has been called the Chinatown
Caper. The former Vice-President went
to Los Angeles’ Chinatown and was met
by the usual delegation—a Miss China-
town, distinguished Chinese elders and
children bearing signs, some in English
saying WELCOME Nixon! and others with
colorful Chinese characters. Nixon posed
smiling for the TV cameras until an
agitated Chinese elder whispered that
the Chinese signs said, How ABouT
THE HUGHES LOAN?—a reference to
the $205,000 unsecured loan Howard
Hughes had made 10 Nixon's brother,
Donald. Nixon, in a performance that
would be outdone only by his “final”
press conference (or the push he gave
poor Ron Ziegler in New Orleans),
snatched the signs from the children’s
hands and ripped them to shreds—all on
the evening news. Overnight, a subject
the Republicans had been trying to cover
up was debated openly.

Every now and then, there was an indi-
cation that Nixon did have a sense of
humor. Just before the '62 election, he
was speaking at a Los Angeles Press Club
luncheon. Somehow my name came up
during the question-and-answer period.
He smiled and said, “Well, the last time
I saw Tuck was at one of my rallies and
he was wearing a Nixonette costume.”

As the laughter died, I gained the floor
and announced, "I will never reveal how
he found out it was me in that Nixonette
dress.”

Nixon did not become governor of
California; il he had, some say he
wouldn’t be President today. On the
other hand, perhaps that shauering de-
feat in 1962 contributed to the psycholo-
gy that brought us Watergate. Six of one,
half a dozen of another.

Out of politics for the first time in 16
years, Nixon moved to New York and
started doing well in the practice of law.
He also traveled a lot. I remember run-
ning into him at the Rome airport in
the spring of 1964 when he was holding
a press conference. The mecting was
friendly. He mentioned that he had
heard the day before that Pierre Salinger
had entered the Senate race in Califor-
nia. I said that I might go back and
get Herb Klein to run against him.
Nixon laughed and headed for his plane.
As he reached the ramp marked pan am
FLIGHT Two, ] heard him ask the steward-
ess if it was flight two 1o Cairo. She simply
pointed to the sign. and with that he
growled, 1 know what the sign says, but
is this flight two?"—looking straight at
me. Another misunderstanding.

With Nixon practicing law, politics
just wasn't the same for me. But October
1964 saw the Johnson-Goldwater cam-
paign competing with paint drying and

100 grass growing as a spectator sport and I

had to do something. Goldwater, in des-
peration—or in form—had decided to
resort to the ways of the past and
whistle-stop through the heart of Repub-
licanland, U.S_A.: West Virginia, Ohio
and Indiana. Since Barry and His Boys
had not exactly made a name for them-
selves as a fun group, I thought this time
capsule could use some help as it traveled
through Middle America. Perhaps a pub-
lication of some sort—a house organ—a
spot publication; and the more ridicu-
lous the spot, the more ridiculous the
publication. It was called The Whistle-
stop and we managed to deliver it under
every compartment door during the
night.

It was a service publication: “In order
to end confusion over the various time
zones we are traveling through,” the first
issue announced helpfully, *Senator
Goldwater has proclaimed that we will
keep our watches on Washington time—
George Washington, that is.” It also in-
cluded isometric exercises for conserva-
tive stomachs and cautioned against
walking off the edge of the earth. And it
reassured all that the water aboard the
train wasn't fluoridated.

The paper good-naturedly took note
of the size of the crowds along the
way and compared them with Richard
Nixon’s similar wip four years earlier.
It also noted which Republican leaders
avoided the wain like the plague and
gossiped about squabbles among the
Goldwater staff.

Unfortunately, it was the Goldwater
staff that enjoyed the paper least. Before
long, like a scene from The Orient Ex-
press, the train was crowded with rail-
road dicks, Pinkertons and, some said,
men from Interpol.

Then it happened! Goldwater’s press
secretary, Victor Gold (more recently
one of the saner members of the Agnew
staff), decided enough was enough. Some
said he played it like Humphrey Bogart,
although those less inclined to be charita-
ble said it was more like Bela Lugosi.
The culprit was found: A pretty young
girl turned out to be the deliveryperson.
With a grand flourish, Gold stopped our
“last train to Toledo™ and ejected her,
shouting as cameras rolled. “Young lady.
you have made your last delivery!” Roger
Mudd, who was a struggling young TV
correspondent in those days, couldn’t
find his camera crew at first. so Gold,
who was always obliging, let the girl get
back aboard the train and gave television
its first instant replay.

The paper continued to publish, inci-
dentally. The girl was made News Deliv-
eryboy of the Month and won a free trip
to Disneyland. To the rest of the world,
thanks to a then current best seller, she
became known as “the spy who was
thrown out in the cold.”

History records that Goldwater lost,

and before I knew it, it was election time
again—1966. In California, Pat Brown
was to try for a third term as governor
and, thanks to the Supreme Court deci-
sion on reapportionment, 13 new state-
senate seats came up for grabs. I was late
for the caucus that was choosing the
Democratic nominee for one of the seats
but agreed that its choice would be mine.
They said that was nice, since that choice
was me. Not only was I the most quali-
fied, they said, but I was also the only
one who lived in the district. Further-
more, since there was a large poverty
pocket in the district, I could speak for
the unemployed as one of their own.

It was a spirited campaign, complete
with low blows. For instance, my bill-
boards that started with THE JOB NEEDS
TUCk ended with AND TUCK NEEDS THE
JoB. 1 might have won, had it not been
for two natural disasters. The first struck
about ten days before the election.

There I was in the Democratic pri-
mary, in the most Democratic of districts,
fighting to demonstrate my true Demo-
cratic credentials, when Nixon came to
town. And he endorsed me!

Recovering quickly, I challenged him
to a debate. And I said—in the spirit of
fair play—just to make it even, I wouldn't
shave. Nixon left town laughing.

The other disaster? The climax of my
campaign was Huckleberry Tuck Day,
which was the Saturday before the elec-
tion. The Los Angeles River wends its
concrete-walled way through the heart of
the district, and I planned a gala wour
down the river—by truck, in order to
dramatize the one ingredient the beauti-
ful river lacked: water. So it rained, and
it was days before the river was navigable
again.

Losing the election had a broadening
effect, however; I understood how Nixon
had felt the night of his final press con-
ference in 1962. I thought of him as I
faced the cameras to deliver my conces-
sion speech: “The people have spoken—
the bastards!™

The year 1968 was to politics what
1929 had been to the stock marker. It
started out with Eugene McCarthy and
his young supporters, who put an incum-
bent President on the run, and was soon
joined by the happiest warrior of them
all, Robert Kennedy. To watch and par-
ticipate as those two Irishmen crossed
swords in Oregon and California was a
joy to anyone who loved politics. Then it
ended on the kitchen floor of a lousy
hotel in Los Angeles. After the siege of
Chicago, with its stench of tear gas and
its bloodied heads, everyone was so
turned off that the feld of battle was
pretty much left to the bloodless and hu-
morless group that brought us Watergate.

By 1968. my very presence would make
Nixon folk nervous. Just before Election
Day, they held a huge ethnic rally in

{concluded on page 162)
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it’s an ill wind that blows nobody an ebony mink coat
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pILLON WHIRLED and shot the bully for the fifth time. Pauline clenched her teeth and said, Miss, you bastard, but the
marshal didn't, his accuracy guaranteed by rerun inexorability. Arnold Summerly breathed a fifth sigh of relief and
Pauline said, “For God's sake, Arnold, didn’t you know how it was going to turn out?” but Arnold was narcotized
now by the commercial following the shoot-out. Pauline reached out to tune in the seven-o’clock news, but Arnold's
hand beat her to the dial and spun it to the local channel; it was their own shoot-out, re-enacted every night.
“Arnold, please!” Pauline said. “Let’s watch the news for once, just once. Anything  (concluded on page 186)
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february’s francine parks works at a discotheque,
helps out at a travel agency, goes to college, takes
acting lessons and models; then on tuesday. ..

CATCHHER ACT—IF
YOU CAN CATCH HER

DURING THE DAYS of Watergate, we heard a lot about
some guys who used to work for the President and
typified the “Orange County mentality.” Roughly
translated, that means you consider blue shirts with
suits a little flashy and you think the weight of one’s
say in government should be directly proportional to
the size of his avocado ranch. Well, just to set the
record straight, there are some very good things about
Orange County, too, and, as evidence, we offer 23-
year-old Francine Parks. She grew up there with ab-
solutely no visible ill effects and takes the liberated
view that a lady should make her own way in the
world. She also believes that if she can make it some-
place near the ocean’s edge, life will be just that much
better; and so far, she's on course. Francine has re-
cently rented an apartment in one of Southern Cali-
fornia’s rapidly developing areas, Marina del Rey, the
world’s largest man-made small-boat harbor, scooped

Below: Enjoying a typically lovely Marina del Rey day,
Francine and friends Dave Laffoon and Randy and
Janella Vasquez head out for a brisk afterncon sail.




Above: Froncine chats with her personal representative {and brother-
in-law}, David Mirisch {on phonel), his partner Mark Landia (left} and a
Mirisch client, Bob Fuller. Then she heads for work at Leisure World Trav-
el, where (right) she helps a client plan a motor trip through Cadlifornia.




First Francine listens intently to instructions from her drama
coach, Eric Morris, then she takes part in two sensory-
awareness warm-ups: with fellaw student Bill Haake (belaw)
and in a let-it-all-hang-out exercise, Abandonment (right).

out of Santa Monica Bav. Restaurants, shops and cleanly modern apartment complexes have replaced the bugs and
mallards that used to fill Marina’s waters, and Francine both lives there and works at Tiffanys, one of its most popular
discos. ““As a place to live, it has everything I crave. I water-ski, sail, play a little tennis, and I can enjoy my greatest pas-
sion—dancing—at Tiffanys.” Although she works there only part time, there are very few empty spaces in Francine’s
weekday schedule, which also includes classes at Santa Monica College, a sccond part-time job as a trip consultant
for Leisure World Travel, assignments from Playboy Models and, most importantly for her future, a weekly
class with drama coach Eric Morris. “The classes are absolutely stimulating. We do a lot ol encounter-group kinds of
exercises. There's one where he asks you to do something in front of the whole class that would normally make you

fecl embarrassed, or stupid, in order to get rid of inhibitions. IUs called Reluctancy.” We have an idea that that exercise
micht be tough for Francine, because if there’s one thing she isn't in her enthusiastic confrontation with life, it’s reluctant.

GATEFOLD PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARIO CASILLI
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Francine gets together
again with her favorite
friends, Dave Laffoon
and the Vasquezes, at
the Promenade, one
of Marina del Rey's
popular restaurants,
for a lunch that lasts
several toasts into the
afternoon. Afterward,
they walk to Fran-
cine's apartment near-
by, where, a few hours
later, on her balcony
overlooking the har-
bor, she serves hors
d'oeuvres that more
than suffice for supper.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

A salesman was testifying in divorce proceed-
ings against his wife. “Please describe,” said his
attorney, “‘the incident that first caused you to
entertain suspicions as to your wife's fidelity.”

"My job keeps me on the road from Monday
through Friday,” replied the man, “so, natural-
ly, I try to make up for lost time when I'm
home. One Sunday morning, we were making
love on our squeaky bedsprings, when the old
bitch in the apartment next door pounded on
the flimsy wall and shouted, ‘Can’t you stop
that racket—at least on weekends?” ™

During a sudden and abnormally sharp cold
snap in Southern California this winter, a star-
let whose charms were obvious even beneath her
unaccustomed wrappings asked to see a senior
member of the UCLA physics departinent. **Pro-
fessor,” she asked rather nervously, “I wonder it
you could tell me—er—well—that is—I mean,
the exact temperature at which silicone freezes?”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines foreplay as
Operation Head Start.

Did 1 understand you to say,” inquired the
elderly chief judge as the beauty-pageant con-
testants paraded by, “that you’ll automatically
vote for the girl who doesn’t appear to have a
chancez”

“T'hat’s not quite it,” explained the distinctly
younger member of the panel. “What I said was
that [ invariably vote for the sleeper.”

As a C. P. A’s mistress complains,
“When he’s soused, his virility wanes,
So I get, when he drinks,
A male asset that shrinks,
And no cervical capital gains.”

The number of push-ups a fellow can do largely
depends, according to one gymnastics expert,
on just what it is he’s pushing.

| suppose I should have suspected he was a sky-
jacker,” remarked the stewardess, “when he
asked me for a sandwich and coffee—to go.”

When the medical man came home to find his
basement flooding, he immediately called the
new plumber in town. The latter arrived, found
and fixed the trouble in five minutes and pre-
sented a bill on the spot for $100.

“"Why, that's outrageous!” exclaimed the doc-
tor. "It works out to over a thousand dollars
an hour! I'm a transplant surgeon and 1 don't
mike that kind of money.”

“Yes, 1 know,” deadpanned the plumb-
er. “"Neither did I when I was a transplant

surgeon.”

A shapely little teenage blonde bounced into
the local card shop. “Do you have any, like,
real special valentines?” she asked.

“Here's one from our private line,” smirked
the salesman as he slipped it out from under the
counter. “It's inscribed “To the Boy Who Got
My Cherry!" ”

“Wow!"” burbled the girl. “I'll take the box.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines impotent
actor as a boneless ham.

Perhaps you've heard about the man who broke
his nose in amorous circumstances. He was mak-
ing love to his wife doggy style and she suddenly
ran under the bed.

Without warning, the defendant in the in-
decent-exposure case jumped up during cross-
examination, pulled down his trousers and
shorts and began masturbating.

“Isn't that illegal?” gasped a shocked young
spectator to her law-clerk escort.

“It certainly is,” answered the fledgling attor-
ney. “Why, he's getting fingerprints all over
Exhibit AT

My. but you look different!” clucked the office
chatterbox to one of her co-workers. “Your hair
is extra curly and you have a sort of wide-eyed
look. What did you use—special curlers and
some dramatic new eye make-up?”

“No.” said the object of her chatter. “My
vibrator shorted out this morning.”

Our literary scouts report that bookstores will
soon be stocking a volume called The Unsen-
suous Census Taker. It's about a guy who
comes once every ten years.

,/_,,,, e

The prim American girl was swept off her feet
by the handsome Parisian and they were mar-
ried in a matter of days. As she undressed on
their wedding night, she remembered the stories
she’d heard about Frenchmen and their bizarre
sexual habits. She turned around nervously,
but there, much to her relief, was her hushand
on his knees praying.

“Oh, Maurice,” she cried, “you are a sweet
person. I'd been thinking—— But no, you'd
never do such a thing to me!”

There was an odd gleam in Maurice’s eye as
he looked up. “Please be quiet, chérie,” he whis-
pered hoarsely. “Don’t you see I'm saying grace?”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, rLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
M. 60611, $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannol be returned.



“Frankly, being all things to all men has always been a snap for me.”
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Above: Quadraphonic eight-
track FM tape player takes
— four<hannel cartridges, has
four amplifiers that give double
pawer with regular cartridges,
by Craig, $219.95. Right:
Grand Boss eight-track stereo
with instant channel selector,
y Automatic Radio, $142.95.
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top-gear audio—to go!

By
FRANK M. ROBINSON i

ONE OF THE MosT dramatically effective music \
systems you can buy has comparatively small \

and inexpensive speakers, an amplifier that by X
most standards is woefully underpowered and
uses as a sound source sl:&‘pced tapes—a
source not noted [or its fidelity. Furthermore,
the acoustical environment in which you listen
to this system is relatively noisy, with the
music constantly interrupted by outside

I RTINSt l
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Above: Sony cor stereo cassette

player with continvous outomatic
reverse, Instolood cassette loading

ond bolanced flywheels that protect
unit from rood shocks, by Super-

scope, $149.95. Left: Compatible eight-
track quadrasonic stereo with four-
chonnel player has slide controls,
progrom lights and o peok music
power output of 28 watts, by Car Tapes,
Inc., $99.95. Below: Combo cousette
combination hos AM/FM/FM-stereo
rodio, can record in stereo directly | c————
from stereo stotion ond has micro-
phone for recarding voice in
monourol, by Blaupunkt, $239.70.

Blaupunkt
“Combo” \

Cassette/AM/FM 12




PLAYBOY

114

sounds. Most people who have purchased
such systems. however. swear by them:
They're relatively cheap, easily transport-
able, the variety of models is almost un-
limited and theyre far and away the
most popular means by which to listen 1o
four-channel music.

The systems, of course, are based on
the cartridge and cassette units designed
for your automobile and the secret of
their success is simple: The small volume
of air that your car speakers have to
move (when compared with that in your
living room, for example) makes for a
musical effect that is sometimes almost
overwhelming; it's as if the driver and
passengers were literally inside the speak-
er enclosure.

Certainly, there are few more effective
or less expensive ways of listening to
quad sound than in your car. For one
thing, the position of the driver and the
passengers is fixed, which means there's
litcle danger of soloists’ or instruments’
shifting their relative positions as the lis-
tener shifts his. And since you're listen-
ing to quad tapes, you're listening to four
separate, discrete channels—the Dbest
possible way of presenting four-channel
sound. Furthermore, there’s little diffi-
culty in “threading” a cartridge—just
plug it in and away you go.

Without slighting car radios—and the
selection this year is enormous, including
models (ideal for boat or camper) that
will give you an instant weather report at
the push of a button—car tape systems
have certain advantages all their own.
One of the more obvious is that they're
not subject to the limited range and, con-
sequently, constant fading of stations of
your car radio: in addition, the music is
sans commercials and of your choosing.

The range of incar tape models runs
into the hundreds, with practically every
major hi-i manufacturer fielding a line
of cartridge and cassette units for the
road, plus several dozen other manufac-
turers who specialize in nothing else. Es-
sentially, the variety of models breaks
down into stereo eight-track cartridge
units, quad (four-channel) eight-track
cartridge units and cassette units. Fach
model has its advantages and disadvan-
tages, so it's up to the individual purchaser
to weigh the pros and cons of each, not
forgetting to take into account what sort
of system you might have in your living
room. Compatibility between your music
system on wheels and the one in your
den just might double your pleasure
from your stock of cartridges or cassettes.

A stereo cight-rack cartridge player,
sans speakers, may cost you less than $40
or—depending on the features you want—
close to $200. The simplest form of car-
tridge player includes a slot into which
you slide the cartridge (which also turns
the unit on), lights that indicate which
of the four “prograns™ is playing and a
push button to change programs.

As the units go up in price, more [ea-

tures are apt to be included. Among them
might be a fast-forward button, in case
you want to hasten the end of a particu-
lar program, a repeat switch in the event
you happen to like a certain program
very much and want to hear it again im-
mediately, and a fine-tuning dial to ad-
just for tape wear (more of a problem
with cartridge units than with cassette
models). Extras might even include a
headphone jack for the benefit of passen-
gers who want to continue 1o listen when
you find the strains of Jethro Tull or
Alice Cooper more of a handicap than a
help while searching for that freeway
exit. Another handy extra is a built-in
head cleaner so you don't have to clean
the tape heads with Q-Tips and isopro-
pyl alcohol every 40 plays or so.

Flexibility is the hallmark of the auto-
mobile tape unit. Some models are mini-
ature units designed to fit into the dash,
some have mounting brackets so they can
fit underneath it and some are designed
to mount on the transmission hump.
Some will include speakers as part of the
price, while others come equipped with
built-in FM-stereo or AM/FMstereo tun-
ers. A few even have home adapters so
they can double in brass in your living
room when not being used in your car.

While both cartridge and cassette units
have their strong points, if you're inter-
ested in quad sound. you're automati-
cally restricted to a cartridge model. As
of this writing, fourchannel cassettes
simply don't exist. Again, there is a wide
variety of fourchannel cartridge units
available, some of which come equipped
with the same extras as the standard
stereo  cight-track  models—program-
repeat switches, manual program selec-
tors and fine-tuning dials.

As might be expected. some units have
built-in tuners and others have matrix
circuits incorporated so that the unit will
synthesize a fourchannel effect from a
standard stereo ecight-track cartridge
(provided the unit is hooked up to four
speakers). H the model seems unusually
low in price, make sure it will play
quad tapes as well as synthesizing a four-
channel sound from standard stereo
tapes. As enjoyable as matrix music can
be, there’s a large, audible difference be-
tween matrix and discrete sound. One
built-in extra: Any true quad unit will
play both quad and stereo caruidges in-
terchangeably (it doesn’t work the other
way around. incidentally). Insert a stand-
ard stereo eight-track cartridge and the
left channel is handled by both left-hand
speakers and the right-hand channel by
the right-hand speakers. This can be a
welcome audio enhancement at no extra
charge. One minor drawback to four-
channel players: Quad cartridges cost
somewhat more than the standard stereo
variety. A standard eight-track cartridge
has four programs made up of two tracks
each: a quad cartridge has two programs
of four wacks each. To get the same

playing time from a quad cartridge as
from a stereo eight-track involves dou-
bling the length of the tape; this, plus
the smaller number of copies made, con-
tributes to the increase in cost.

Which brings us to the newest entry in
the in-car entertainment held: cassetie
players. Unlike cartridges, casseties do
not consist of an endless loop of tape and
when you come to the end of the minia-
ture reel, the cassette will either stop or
automatically eject. To hear the other
side of the tape, you have to manually
turn it over and reinsert it, a procedure
that can be both an annoyance and a haz-
ard in traffic. Some of the newer and
more expensive models, however, have
automatic reverse to circumvent this. Ex-
tras may include fast-forward and rewind
switches and. like cartridge players, a
number of models incdude built-in FM-
stereo or AM/FM-stereo tuners. A few
will even enable you to record your own
cassettes—in  sterco—from the built-in
sterea FM tuner; others provide a micro-
phone for dictation while driving. Home
adapters and builtin head cleaners are
also available and at least one enterpris-
ing manufacturer has included a built-in
Dolby noise-reduction unit to reduce the
hiss in your tapes and tuner.

The combinations and permutations
available in the in-car cartridge and cas-
sette field are almost endless, including
units that will play both cartridges and
cassettes via separate slots. Some of these
will even record the cartridge you may be
playing onto a blank cassette in the ac-
companying cassette slot. In addition to
those cartridge models that we've men-
tioned as having built-in matrix circuitry
for synthesizing a fourchannel effect
from stereo eight-track cartridges, other
models will play both stereo and quad
cartridges and, in addition. have a built-
in matrix circuit.

Il you have a cartridge model and
would like to play cassettes in it, that's
possible via an adapter. You can also
purchase an FM tuner in adapter {orm
and insert that in yowr cariridge slot. Fi-
nally, it’s obvious that il you have a
cartridge or cassetie recorder at home.
you can record your own cartridges or
cassettes for play while driving.

Depending on the unit you purchase,
it's possible to get some ol the same lea-
tures you may already have on your mnore
elaborate home-entertainment system, in
cluding slide controls for tone, balance,
volume and the like.

Installation of most units is relauvely
simple il you're handy with power drills
and screwdrivers and know your way
around the electrical system of your auto-
mobile. (Almost all models are designed
for a 12-voli negative ground; if you own
a pre-1967 Volkswagen, you may have
problems.) If you're not very adept with
tools, there are specialists in most cities
who will install your unit for a nominal

(concluded on page 195)
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a shelf of literary classics taken lightly

l “It’s old ‘One for All and All for One.””




“Excuse me, but I'm trying to lay a brick.”
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“Say, Karamazov, how many “Why, Baron Munchausen, you weren’t
damned brothers have you got?” exaggerating even a tiny bit!”’

“Write out ‘Lolita is a bad ginl’ fifty “No, the Great Gatsby’s my brother.
times, then report to my study.” I'm Dagwood Gatsby.”

At i



“Please, Camille, that’s been your dying request
for over eleven months now.” “So, Mitty, this is your secret life!”




“Thank God, the last of the Mohicans.”
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MB' (continued from page 76)

admit that science hardens the heart.

For instance, when Mickey, his best
friend, died of emphysema last summer.
They'd been in surfing camp at Seal
Beach the year hefore. We tried to keep
the news from Baby, because we were
afraid he'd be too upset. But when we
told him, he didn’t seem sad at all.

No, not you, doctor. We're sure you're
a regular torrent of sympathy. But then,
we wouldn’t call what you do exactly a
science. Would you?

Oh. Well, that isn’t what Dr. Green-
wich says.

You really want us to ask him? What if
he doesn’t agree?

Do you know, doctor, that’s the first
tine since we've been coming here that
you've smiled. You ought to smile more
often.

It’s a deal. Why didn’t you say so in the
first place?

Saturday

Sharper than a serpent’s tooth, and all
that. You don't mind our being a little
corny, do you, doctor? It’s such a relief to
talk about it.

We wanted him to have piano lessons.

No problem with hair.

Well, that depends what you mean by
drugs, doesn’t it?

No.

Only at school.

A lite, small doses, but he swears that
he’s stopped.

Never, thank God! That just ruins
your mind for good, doesn’t it?

What makes things difficult is that
Baby holds grudges.

Wait a minute. Has Baby tried to sce
you, behind our backs?

Why not? Listen, you don't seem to un-
derstand how clever he is.

Baby says he was born on Krypton and
that we're not his real parents.

Well, what do you think of a kid only
five years old who announces that he's
going to win the Nobel Prize? And that
we would be proud then to have known
him. He said it to the maid.

In chemistry.

The first time he ran away? Yes.

With an air rifle.

No, not very far.

A tempura vendor in Ocean Park got
Baby to show her his school-bus pass and
telephoned us. She saw Baby going on
the roller coaster for four hours straight.

The police was only the third time, We
hated calling the police, but there didn’t
seem anything else 1o do.

Everyone has an unhappy childhood,
don’t they, doctor? At least, everyone
secms to think so. You must have a lot of
people trooping in here to tell you that.
What did we do that was especially
wrong? Of course, nobody has any re-
spect for the [amily nowadays. We knew

the ideas Baby would pick up at school.
But in the home we tried to provide
some balance, to teach him——

No. he doesn’t like any of his cousins.
Of course, they're not as bright as he is.
But even so. . . .

His cousin Bert was accepted at Cal
Tech.

He’s always liked to be treated as a
grownup, rather than a child. He beams
when you give him little responsibilities
and rasks. You know, Baby's more punc-
tual than we are. That's pretty unusual in
someone his age.

Whenever he feels we're treating him
like a child, he has a tantrum.

The first time Baby had his adenoids
out at ENT, we stayed by his bed in the
hospital all night. But this time—don't
you think?—he’s old enough.

Not strict, no. We haven’t the heart.
But sometimes we have to be stern, for
his own good.

Well, you do have to give him credit
for that. We know it's necessary for him
to rebel against us.

You don't agree. How surprising,

Do you have any children of your own,
doctor?

That's not the same.

Anyway, a precocious child is differ-
ent. You're not going to tell us that an
eight-yearold who's reading Schopen-
hauer could possibly be easy to handle.

Maybe.

All right. We'll try to find out for
tomorrow.

That’s right! Hey, how are we going to
manage for a whole day without you?

Of course, we'll do it without asking
him directly. You really take us for idiots,
don’t you? Just like Baby.

Monday

We had a fight last night, after the
group meeting. And bang in the middle,
we caught Baby listening at the door in
his sleep suit.

We couldn’t.

In the morning, we found he'd wet his
bed again.

Ob, we've tried. And we tried sleeping
in twin beds, to dampen his curiosity.
Baby has a habit of crawling into bed
with us on Saturday and Sunday mornings.

Sometimes we have affairs. We don't
feel we ought to take each other for
granted. But we tell each other every-
thing.

Listen, everybody's got to live their
own lives.

Sure we've thought of having other
children. But it never seemed to be the
right moment. You have to plan these
things.

Maybe it's too late now. And we haven't
done so well with the one we've got.
lec’s face it.

He never says. He prefers older chil-
dren. His best [riend is eight. Her name
is Thelma DeLlara, but he calls her
Bloomers. She calls him Vanilla. They're
so adorable together. He told us he's
going to marry her. Those two can sit
in the front-hall closet together giggling
for hours.

Thelma babysits for us when we go
down the street to the Turnells’ to play
bridge. Generally on Thursday nights.
They have a boat just like ours.

The Turnells. They're friends, doctor.

No. they don’t belong to the group.
They're not the type.

What do you mean? Who the hell told
you that?

Oh. Well, it’s not true. We're not inter-
ested in that kind of thing. We don't
object to it, of course. Other people can
do what they want.

Why are you asking so many questions
about us, doctor? All of a sudden. Noth-
ing in our friendship with the Turnells
will help you understand better the prob-
lem with Baby. -

Baby doesn't even know the Turnells.
They don’t have children his age.

Sure it makes a difference. Raising
children is an art, you know. When we
see all the parents around us who don’t
take it seriously. Even you'd be shocked,
doctor. For all your cynical ideas. You
don’t know the half of what goes on!
Tuesday !

No, Baby doesn't know what we do on
Sunday evenings. Why do you ask?

Are most of your patients members of
some group, doctor?

Just curious.

We did once. We decided to get a di-
vorce, but we couldn’t go through with
it. Baby would have been so unhappy.
He's too small to understand.

First, to teach him how to take care of
himself. Baby is so trusting. He's ready to
go off with any smiling stranger who
promises to drive him to Disneyland.

We take turns walking him to school.
It's only six blocks away, but with the
neighborhood what it is now, you can't
be too careful.

What part of town do you live in, doc-
torz This isn't your apartment as well,
is it?

Oh, it doesu't look like it. You're
lucky. It's so hard these days to find a
good house.

Baby got mugged in Griffith Park,
where he went to fly his kite. Three Mex-
ican boys.

He was carrying seven dollars.

Just a knife.

No, he wasn’t hurt.

When he first got the chemistry set, it
was really adorable. He said he was going
to find a magic formula so that we could
live forever.

No, that was the odd part. Just the
two of us.

(continued on page 204)
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ARCH 22, 1940, was
like most days at the
Brooklyn district at-
torney’s office on the
fourth floor of the borough’s
Municipal Building. There
were 100 or more cases in vari-
ous stages: some attorneys were
getting set for court appear-
ances, others were just begin-
ning the painstaking research
that might lead to indictment.
At 5:30, as much of the staff
was preparing to go home, a
call came for Burton Turkus,
chief assistant district attorney.

A dark-haired, dark-eyed, ob-
viously pregnant woman in a
beige coat with a wolf-fur col-
lar had walked into the outer
office and was demanding an
interview. Turkus went out to
meet her and recognized her
immediately. Her name was
Rose Reles. She told Turkus,
“I want to talk to the district
attorney personally.” William
O'Dwyer, a former county-
court judge, had just been
elected chief prosecutor of
Brooklyn. The assistant D.A.
led Mrs. Reles directly into

Brooklyn district attorney William O'Dwyer maps out his attack on
Murder, Incorporated with assistant, Burton Turkus, in 1940. Pre-
ceding page: Albert Anostasia oversees dispatch of Morris Diamond,
teamster official who defied the Mob in New York's Garment District.

COVER ILLUSTRATION BY PETER PALOMBI AFTER RUDOLPH BELARSKI CIRCA 1939

Left: Abe “Kid Twist’" Reles, the Brooklyn canary, was silenced by
a mysterious plunge from his hotel-room window. Above: Harry
"Big Greenie'" Schacter, one of Lepke Buchalter's gunmen, foolishly
threatened fo tolk. Below: A fovorite weapon of Murder, Incorporated.

- t N

O’Dwyer’s office. “My hus-
band,” she nervously an-
nounced, “wants an interview
with the law.”

Her hushand was Abe “Kid
Twist” Reles, a small, squat,
hard-eyed thug, and the law
had been practically salivating
to talk to him, without much
expectation of doing so. Reles
was not the kind of hoodlum
who turned into a canary. In
1940, he was 32 and had been
in trouble more than half of
his life. His rap sheet ran over
several pages and listed 42 ar-
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rests in the previous 16 years—

six for murder, seven for
assault, six for robbery or bur-
glary, and others for possession
of guns, possession of narcotics,
vagrancy, disorderly conduct—
almost every crime in the book.
And he had already served six
prison terms without emitting
so much as an implicating
whisper.

So Reles was a tough guy
who had never cracked before
and who nobody thought
would crack now, in the early
months of 1940, despite a new

At his murder trial in 1941, Louis ““Lepke’* Buchalter (seated, far left)
was convicted of killing Garment District trucker Joseph Rosen five
years earlier. With codefendants Mendy Weiss and Louis Capone,
he was executed in the Sing Sing electric chair on March 4, 1944,

ILLUSTRATION BY GEORGE ROTH AFTER EDWARD HOPPER CIRCA 1944
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murder charge against him. The charge
had come about through bizarre cir-
cumstances: A smalltime crook named
Harry “The Mock™ Rudolph was sitting
on Rikers Island in the East River serv-
ing time for a minor arime that didn’t
even warrant the train trip up to Sing
Sing or one of New York's other major
prisons. While i his cell, Rudolph fret-
ted, fumed and then, for reasons not
even he could later explain, started talk-
ing of some crimes he knew about, partic-
ularly the 1933 murder in Brooklyn of
an old friend, a no-account thiel named
Alex “Red” Alpert. That seven-year-old
murder had so faded into obscurity that
the detectives who went to interview
Rudolph had first to check the files to
make sure there had, indeed, been such a
crime and then to check out the circum-
stances. What little the yellowed records
showed was amplified by Rudolph, who
then gave the police the names ol the
Killers: Reles, Martin “Bugsy” Goldstein
and Anthony “Dukey” Maifetore, all
three of whom were known quite well to
the cops—Goldstein had been arrested
34 umes, Mafltetore 15, their records ri-
valing Reles”. Without corroboration, the
Rudolph story was not enough to con-
vict, but it was enough to get indictments
and the O'Dwyer office did just that,
charging Reles, Goldstein and Malfetore
with the murder of Alpert. Hoping that
at least one of them would crack, confess
and implicate the others, the three were
lodged in separate jails in different parts
of the citv. Then, under the direction of
Turkus, the Brooklyn prosecutor’s staff
began rigorous interrogations that cov-
ered practically every unsolved crime in
the previous decade in Brooklyn.

[t was Reles, the toughest of them all,
who finally broke. The word from his
wife sent Turkus scurrying to Manhat-
tan, where Reles was sprung from his iso-
lated cell at The Tombs. Like Rose, he
refused at first to alk to anyone but
O'Dwyer. In the privacy of the district at-
torney's office, he declared that he was
completely unworried, that he could
never be convicted of anything, because
all O'Dwyer had was the restimony of
Rudoiph, and under New York law, the
testimony of an accomplice must be cor-
roborated “by such other evidence as
tends to connect the defendant with the
commission of a crime” and/or the
testimony of a nonaccomplice. O'Dwyer
had neither.

Why, then, had Reles demanded the
interview? He was concerned that a
lengthy investigation might well turn up
corroborating evidence to support Ru-
dolph’s story and that at any trial his rec-
ord would certainly turn both judge and
jury against him. Some years ecarlier,
when he had been convicted of a rela-
tively minor crime, the judge had said,
“Reles 1s one of the most vicious charac-
ters we have had in years. I am convinced
he will eventually either be sentenced to

prison for life or be put out of the way
by some good detective with a couple
of bullers.”

Reles knew, oo, that many of the
gangsters who had cooperated with crime
buster Thomas E. Dewey, the famous
special prosecutor who became Manhat-
tan district afrorney, had received immu-
nity from prosecution and the chance to
start a new life. Reles was certain that
the new Brooklyn district attorney, com-
peting for headlines with Dewey, would
be just as receptive and no less gencrous
to anyone who could advance him pro-
lessionally. So he had come to O'Dwyer
to strike a bargain. I can make you the
biggest man in the country,” he declared.

Then he lapsed into silence. He would
talk no more unless the room were
cleared and he were swictly alone with
the D.A. O'Dwyer agreed. In their private
conference, Reles presented O'Dwyer
with nounegotiable demands. He wanted
what Dewey had given his witnesses—
immunity from prosecution, dismissal of
all charges pending and the guarantee
that once he had kept his promises he
could walk out the door a free man. If
O’Dwyer would do all that, he would tell
everything he knew and would testily
fully in court: otherwise, he'd silendy go
back to The Tombs and take his chances.
O’Dwyer hedged [or 2 moment, talked to
Turkus nervously and then accepted.

Reles was immediately put under
round-the-clock police guard in a suite
at the Hotel Bossert in Brooklyn, near
O'Dwyer’s office, and later moved several
times, ending up at the Half Moon Hotel
at Coney Island. Each day, he was taken
to the office, where he poured forth a tor-
rent; the first gush, to be followed by
many more, lasted 12 days and filled 25
stenographic notebooks.

“I can tell you about hfty guys that got
hit,” Reles boasted. I was on the in-
side.” (According to Turkus, by the time
Reles finished, he had talked about more
than 200 murders all around the country,
murders of which he had personal knowl-
edge. O'Dwyer was somewhat more mod-
est in his recollections: he said that Reles
cited only 8% murders) Reles told his
enthralled listeners he would provide
witnesses, sometimes an accomplice and
sometimes even a nonaccomplice, to cor-
roborate his stories, and he promised also
to show Turkus where to find corrobo-
rating evidence.

Then he began to give the details. “He
had the most amazing memory I have
ever encountered,” Turkus said. “He
could recount minutely what he ate at a
particular meal years before, or where he
was and with whom, and all without a
single reference or reminder of any kind.
And investigation proved him entirely
accurate, down to the last pinpoint
check. on every detail he mentioned. . . .
The Kid rattled off names, places, facts,
data on one manslaughter after the

other, days on end, without once missing
up. He recalled not only the personnel
involved but decent people who had an
unwitting part in some angle of the
crime.” Reles also spewed out everything
he knew about organized crime—how
the Mob had taken over the Garment
District, both the manufacturers and the
unions, and how it maintained its con-
trol through extortion, threats. bribery
and murder: the itimate workings ol
the underworld’s juice-loan operations.
He was a limitless font of knowledge and
data about a score of rackets and a le-
gion of hoodlums who specialized in in-
timidation, assault and murder—Harry
“Happy” Maione, Harry “Pitsburgh
Phil”™ Strauss, Frank “The Dasher™ Ab-
bandando, Seymour *“Blue Jaw™ Magoon.
Vito Gurino, Albert “Allie” Tannen-
baum, Charlie ""The Bug” Workman,
Louis Capone (no relation o Al).
Emanuel “Mendy” Weiss, Maffetore and
Goldstein.

But what made Reles so valuable was
not this parade. He had been a man in
the middle ranks, between the bosses and
the troops: he had taken orders and
transmitted them to others; he had been
a trusted aide of Louis “Lepke” Buchal-
ter: he was privy to the thoughts and
decisions of such top men as Albert
Anastasia, Benny “Bugsy” Siegel. Joe
Adonis, Charlie “Lucky” Luciano, Vince
Mangano and others. “We are like this
with the Purple Mob,” he told Turkus.
holding his fingers together as he cited
the terrors of Detroit. “We work with
Bugsy Siegel in California and with
Lepke and the troops he's got. We are
with Charlie Lucky. With the Jersey
troop, too. and Chicago and Cleveland.”

If anyone at that time still had doubts
that crime had been organized and that
on the national scene there was an in-
terlocking directorship, Reles dispelled
them. He and his group of enforcers and
killers were employed directly by the na-
tional Syndicate, but their services were
also available, on a contract basis for a
fee, 1o any member of the Syndicate any-
where in the country. They provided cus-
tom murders with any weapon—a gun. a
knife, an ice pick, a bomb, a garrote—and
they would even rob or hijack to order.
Their work was so good and so efficient,
Reles boasted, that “all the big shois
were satisfied.”

Reles opened a door and the authori-
ties rushed in eagerly. Armed with his
testimony, and with evidence he showed
them where and how to get (including
long-missing bodies buried in Sullivan
County in the Catskills), O'Dwver’s of-
fice and the Brooklyn police swept up
almost everyone Reles named and pro-
posed for many a one-way ride in the
electric chair. This inspired more sing-
ing. and the star of the new crooners was
Allie Tannenbaum, whose own string ol

(rontinued on page 187)




i

“I wouldn’t call it premature, Carla . . . I've been thinking
about it all afternoon!” 125






PAINTING BY GEORGE HIRSCH

TERROR STALKS THE FAT FARM

those twenty pounds were gome, perhaps forever—but at what terrible cost?
article ByMAI.COLM BRALY ~oriunc iv THE APPEARANCE of the manor alarmed

me. A large former estate on the banks of the Hudson. But I had entered too many institu-
tions not to experience a tremor of irrational dread. True, I was signing myself in. More, 1
was paying lor the privilege. But I have known those who committed themselves to Bellevue and,
having met some real crazies and reassessed their own sanity, were not allowed 10 leave.

The main lounge was Hogarthian—a half circle of enormous women, many in their night clothes,
staring sullenly at a small television set where As the World Turns was cranking dismally. I had
somehow stumbled into a herd of ruminating hippos temporarily mesmerized by the flickering
gray light. Several looked up at me briefly, then turned away with apparent indifference. Later, I
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understood their apathy, but at the time
I was puzzled.

In the office, a bulletin board was
posted with the schedule of every movie
theater in a 20-mile radius and a hand-
lettered sign advertising the Samadhi
Boutique. Samadhi is the ecstasy finally
achieved after years of yogic discipline,
and the name seemed about as appropri-
ate and tasteful as the Blessed Sacrament
Discount Store. A girl with Fifties lac-
quered hair told me to settle into my
room; the doctor would be by to see me
presently.

I was assigned outside the main build-
ing in an addition obviously built from
the plans for a small motel. My room
didn’t fail the comparison. Unit-con-
struction furniture, two single beds and
two small gray Urrillo reproductions. I
later learned the same two paintings
hung in every room. 1 put my clothes
away and lay down to stare ar the ceiling.
Here I was. An essentially uxorious and
home-loving man who had sentenced
himself to two weeks in this plastic cell.

- - -

I had talked to the doctor on the
phone—first to determine the exact regi-
men he practiced and then to make my
reservation. I had him sketched as a cool
and remote man and this rendering
pleased me. I was drowning in my own
fat and in sore need of discipline. I had
once spent some time in San Quentin
and 1 have always blamed this experience
for my heightened sensitivity to food. I
entered jail as a slender young meso-
morph and I remained slender through
those years because an important part of
the corrective misery is the punitive dull-
ness of the food. It will maintain life, but
it's less than a joy to eat. Prisoners, like
vegetarian Hindus, don’t so much dine as
refuel. And I refueled for many vears.

Dick Gregory has remarked, in another
context, that for those with size-eight feet
who have been forced 1o wear size-seven
shoes, there quickly comes a time when
nothing but size nine will do. I left pris-
on with the beginning of a writing ca-
reer, some money I had already earned
for my first novel and a clamoring size-
nine appetite to support. 1 began to eat
and drink and carry on like Babe Ruth
trying to play Henry the Eighth. In a few
years 1 larded on 70 pounds. Mv waist ex-
ploded from 28 to 42. 1 learned to answer
to Fatso. The missionary position was
out. If I wanted to check my dork, I had
to stand on a mirror. In my heart I was
still a slender young man, but the light
step of youth had become—too soonl—
the dull plodding of instant middle age.

So I entered the era of the Great Diet—
if I wasn't on one, I was telling myself
that I should be. I leaped at every fad
and worshiped each new prophet who
rose in the nutritional East. But nothing
is duller than dieting. and in this time

128 of permissive promise, it reeks of old-

fashioned self-denial. The so-called Mayo
Clinic Diet (mostly grapefruit and spin-
ach) would have warmed the chilly heart
of John Calvin. Further, only the chronic
dieter becomes fully aware of the concern
most people lavish on food. Friends sel-
dom meet without eating or drinking
together, and business is frequently man-
aged over lunch. The day is ordered and
highlighted by meals. The way to bed is
graced with a snack,

The dieter's day is as trackless and dull
as the Sahara. And still your life revolves
around food, if only the food you haven't
eaten, and you go to bhed wondering if
you'll ever again be able to eat all you
want. This is the critical time. Many a
perfect diet day is murdered in the 11th
hour when you wander, in an agony of
boredom, through the kitchen and find
yourself tearing apart the refrigerator.
Or on the way home [rom the movies,
where you have virtuously denied your-
self popcorn, you find yourselfl helplessly
lured off course by that treacherous bea-
con that foats above the Colonel Sanders’
Kentucky Fried Chicken franchises or
that painted fiend that bobs above the
Jack-in-the-Box take-out stands.

An innocent walk on city streets leads
past pizza parlors, hamburger stands and
hot-dog carts. If you stop at your neigh-
borhood bar to throw darts and talk with
friends, a chaste glass of selizer or a com-
paratively innocent white wine leads to
a reckless double Scotch, which explodes
in your empty and shrinking stomach and
hours later, wavering on the edge of
oblivion, you find yourself up to your
elbows in a plate of barbecued ribs.

Dieters are bores and their failures are
comic, even to me, but it remains amus-
ing only as long as you can ignore the fat
steadily building in your arteries, while
your only brain cells, starved for blood,
flicker out like stars going nova. Then a
once-excellent memory begins to develop
curious lapses, like you suddenly can't re-
member your dog’s name, and new infor-
mation pours through without leaving a
trace. And your doctor tells you your
blood pressure is creeping up while your
life expectancy is edging down. Vanity
and comfort become distinctly secondary
considerations.

- - -

At this critical point, 1 began to re-
member those times in my life when I
had ahweays lost weight. Whenever I was
thrown into a county jail. In weeks I
would drop 20 or 30 pounds, because the
food is so vile not even the most abject
wino is able to eat it. Clearly, I couldn’t
break into a county jail, not even for the
therapy. because they have a curious
habit, once they've got you. of not letting
go. So I began to cast around for some ci-
vilian equivalent and started considering
a stretch at a fat farm. Here—delicious
irony!—I would pay to be confined and
deprived and only my conscience could

act as parole board. 1 sent awav for
brochures.

They arrived in a Aood. They stressed
luxury: glistening swimming pools.
P.G.A. golf courses and horseback rid-
ing. They spoke of free massage. Jacuzzi
whirlpools and sophisticated equipment
that conditions you effortlessly while you
hang on for the ride. There were dinner
dancing, juice bars and before-bed
snacks. There was no mention of regi-
men. Instead, they promised haute cur-
sine with between-meals “perk-me-ups.”

In all the lavish illustrations, there
wasn't a single fatty. Slender, tanned
middle-aged men on the tennis courts.
handsome couples on the dance floor, a
trim blonde in a leotard astride a mechan-
ical horse, young people hand in hand
running into the surf. All, apparently,
perfect cures.

The hidden offering was clear—a
guilt-free vacation. One could go saving
that it was to lose weight, trim up and
preserve health. What could it mauter if,
in addition, one had a pleasant and pamn.
pered time? But I had the certain feeling
that if I were to be paid a dollar for
every pound lost in these spas. it would
take me years to save the price of an
extra-large sweat suit and a jump rope.

I needed iron discipline and grim pur-
pose, a fat farm operated by former
Nazis. High walls topped with barbed
wire and broken glass and auendants
who would take delight in watching me
starve. Finally, I contacted a fat farm in
Upstate New York. Its ad had seemed
austere, if not outright grim.

A brusque and impatient man an-
swered the phone. Yes, they helped
people reduce and they guaranteed
weight loss between ten and 20 pounds a
week. “What diet do you use?” I asked.

“Water."”

“Oh, you mean you use the Stillman
Water Dier?"

He snorted impatiently. “No, no, we
use waler. For two or three days, we put
you on nothing but water, then we add a
few vegetables.”

L O,

*“There's no meat here. None at all.”

Blscey

“And absolutely no smoking.”

I considered. His tone seemed to imply
contempt for those weak and self-indul-
gent enough to allow themselves to be-
come fat, a testy and stern saint who had
dedicated himself to ridding the world of
lard. He wouldn't try to make his clinic
seem attractive—if you wanted salvation,
here it was, but the way was hard.

Finally, I asked, “Will I be locked in at
nighe?”

There was the slightest pause, as il he
were weighing the merits of such a poli-
cv, then he said, “No, of course not.” But.
of course, he wouldn’t admit it right out,
would he? And even if they weren’t

(continued on page 200)
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A SERIOUS LAG EXISTs between the avowed political concerns of our time and ¢
universities and other places of solemn thought. For many decades, beginnil
concern of the country was with the poor. In consequence, they have been muct
position, marital and sexual tendencies, psychiatric aiflictions, unemployment a
subjects of exhaustive academic attention. They still are, and therein lies the lag. A
For the official concern of the Government, we all know, has now changed. President Nixon hs
clear, to use his words, that those who have asked what th for themselves and have (con

opinion By JOHN KENNETH G2

N
what happens when
the kick goes
out of conspicuous
consumption?
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TWO-MILE GONDOLA RIDE up Vail Mountain, then you suddenly see this
A irresistible girl, sipping spicy Glithwein at Mid-Vail Restaurant before
taking that final run down Bear Tree. She’s standing alone, leaning against a
fireplace; her face, bronzed by sun and flushed by wind, radiates an inner
smile. She's beat from racing down the slopes all day, but she’s hardly ready
to call it a night. Back East, at Mt. Snow in Vermont, you catch a glimpse of
her again, partying with the aprés-ski crowd at Reuben Snow Tavern. Out on
the sunny slopes of California’s Mammoth Mountain, you find her once
more—well on her way to perfecting her christic. She's your own idealized
image, but she really exists—stretch-pants-clad and sun-goggled—among the
hundreds of thousands who frequent America’s rapidly expanding winter-
sports resorts. She’s often a blonde, usually in her early 20s. Her lifestyle is as
free as her hair blowing in the breeze; and she comes in two basic models: the
weekender or short-term vacationer and the (text continued on page 165)

the girls Of ot

s KI I NG lovelies who take the
chill out of winter

Beauly-contest participant and cacktail waitress Sandy Taft (left) mirrors the care-
free skiing life at Mt. Snaw, Vermont's Snow Lake Ladge. Opting for a helicopter
ride ta a summit oppasite Park City, Utah, Lynnda Wills (above) demonstrates
one way to beat the lift lines—while taking advantage of a warm-for-winter day.
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Left: Coors firmly in hand, Buttermilk's Marlon Ellis takes five at Little Nell's
Aprés-Ski Bar. Above: Mammoth's Kerrie Gorman samples the outdoor Jo-
cuzzi near the Sierro Pork Villas. Below: Gail Richter can ski only two weeks
a yeor. But she vacotions in Colorado, where she parallels from dawn to dusk.
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Readers will recognize that the young lady pictured above, combining sun-

bathing with skiing at the Park City ski area in Utah, is November 1972 Playmate

Lenna Sjodéblom. Top right: Twenty-five-year-old Carol Stewart pouses by a

candy stand at Snowmass. Right: Texan Sharyn Scott relaxes in her Aspen digs. '/ -
-




Lioie Schwartz {top left), who works ot o ski-cap shop in Reno, tokes her leisure-time
breaks doing what comes most noturally: skiing. Left: Jacqueline Billings, o for-
mer Peace Corps volunteer, now models to support her Vail habit. Above: After o
hard day's schuss, Ann Pennington relaxes in her condominium overlooking Aspen.




Hawaiian-born Hedy Chew (above) passes the Mt. Snow base lodge as
she sets out for the slopes. Hollywood native Garrie Walls (right) caps a
day at Aspen with a sauna. Chicago Bunny Eileen Byrne {below) spends
her winter days off skiing at the Playboy Club-Hotel at Lake Geneva.




Patricia Louzan (above left), a first-grade teacher from a Boston suburb, revels in the powder on Mt. Snaw. Not long ago,
Playmate-Bunny Danielle de Vabre (above right) forsook Canada’s Laurentians and her native Montreal to work as a ski instructor
for several months at Colorada’s Steamboat Springs. In contrast, 21-year-old Barbara Makris (below) doesn't have ta travel
so far from her Cherry Hill, New Jersey, home to reach the slapes of the Playboy Club-Hotel at nearby Great Gorge.
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Above: Sally Andersen daes modeling to
finance a Calorado apartment. Right:
Bebe Buell skis in Vermont. Vail's Deb-

bie Chenaweth (below) also sky-dives.
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“The only thing ‘open’ about our marriage is your big mouth.”




the fabulous aesop

AESOP, THE MATCHLESS TELLER of f[ables,
spent much of his life as a slave. At the
time of our story, he was serving in the
house of Xanthus, a well-to-do man who
was also a scholar and a philosopher. Re-
duced to this miserable state, Aesop had
nothing but his wit to recommend him—
although even that, when coupled with
his sharp tongue, often added to his
misfortunes.

He was unlucky in every way. His very
appearance would have terrihed Medu-
sa—a huge head, half bald and the rest
covered with ashy-white frizzled hair; no
perceptible neck: a humpback and a sag-
ging potbelly: spindly bowlegs ending in
feet that might have helonged to an ele-
phant. Fortune had blessed him in one
part of his anatomy only. but we'll hear
about that later. His master used Acsop
as a target for eloguent sarcasm and his
mistress enjoyed nothing better than to
sec him whipped. There seemed no end
to his hardships.

He could hope for litde improvement
in his life, but one day, at least. something
happened to give him a small victory. He
had gone into one of the more secluded
rooms of the house and, being alone for
the moment, he hoisted up his tattered
garment and began to scratch his private
parts.

It so happened that Xanthus® wile,
looking for something, came quictly mto
the room at that moment and stopped to
stare. “Aesop!” she exclaimed. “What are
you doing?”

“Nothing special.”™ he said gravely as
he continued. “My bed is cold at night
and I'm just warming up some parts ol
me that are nearly frozen.”

When the lady ran her eyes over the
length and breadth of his fabulous mem-
ber, she felt a sudden heat in her belly
and all of Aesop’s deformities faded away.
She winked at him. “Aesop, it occurs to me
that you can do a service that will make
you a happier man than your master.”

Thinking that over slowly, Acsop final-
Iy replied, “And when he hears about this
service, 'l be at the wrong end ol a whip
again—do you call that happiness?”

“I swear that he'll never know,” she
said, gigeling. “Here is my bargain, good
Acsop: Il you can fuck me ten times, I'll
give you a new shire.”

Aesop looked at his rags. “Do you prom-
She swore to both promises again.

Now, Aesop had always hoped for a
chance to get a little revenge on the cruel
Xanthus, and so he laid his mistress gently
on the floor and began to plumb. In the
course of an hour, nine radiant smiles lit
her one alter the other. Ar last,
Acsop groaned, “I'm exhausted. I can do
no more.”

IS¢

[ace,

“But we've just got started!™ said the
lady. “Ten times, at least, or no warm
new shire.”

Being a true stoic, Acesop grited his
teeth and called on his last reserves. But

from the Vita Aesopi. Second Century A.D.

just at the crucial tenth moment, some-
thing went wrong. He slipped from the
target and his bounty [cll on her buttocks.

“In any case,” he said as he stood up
wearily, “you must give me the shirt or I'll
confess everything to the master.”

“Once more!” she demanded. “T hired
vou to plow my field and after nine good
furrows, you jumped the fence and
plowed the neighbor's. Once more for
your reward!” But Aesop only shook his
head and went away.

When Xanthus came home in the after-
noon, Aesop approached him and said,
“Master, I beg you to settle a certain dis-
pute between your lady and me™ The
wile, who had come into the room, lis-
tened with horror.

“Tell me about it,” said Xanthus sharp-
ly. always ready to enter into a debate.

“It happened thus, master,” Aesop be
gan. “This morning I attended my mis-
tress while she took a little exercise—that
is, we were out walking when we saw a
tree loaded with ripe, juicy figs. A strange
fancy came into my lady’s head and she
said to me, "Pick up yonder stout stick and
sce if you can throw it hard enough to
bring down ten figs from the branch; if
you succeed, I'll give you a new shirt.”

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLAND

Ribald Classic

Well, sir, I used all my strength and 1
managed to bring down ten figs. The only
trouble was that, while nine of them came
down in the right place, the tenth fell on-
to a pile of manure. Now she says that the
tenth one doesn't count and I can’t have
the shirt.”

Relieved and encouraged to hear the
deceptive terms of the story, the lady
spoke up. “I won't argue about the nine,
but the tenth one isn’t in the score. Let
him throw again to give me one more fig
and I'll be sausfied."”

Nanthus contemplated the matter for
some (ime, trying to reach a philosophical
conclusion. At last, he decided that the
most philosophical decision is in lavor of
one’s wife. “Aesop, since you seem weary
now, you miy come to town with me. But
when you wish to throw again, you must
knock off another fig for my wife.”

“And then I shall give hnm the shirt,
according 10 your command.” said the

lady.
And thus it was demonswoated that
Aesopian  language of fable can do

it can also be
little situations

more than adorn a story-

useful in some of the

of everyday life.
—Retold by E. Geraldic
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making it on the down side
of urban progress




article By RICHARD RHODES Dynamite:

the big red-paper-wrapped sticks lying in their box ominous
and yet exhilarating, fuel for fantasies of some ultimate
Fourth of July, giant firecrackers packed with brown paste
that looks like plastic wood—is plastic wood, but the binder
that holds the sawdust is nitroglycerin. Wicked, lethal stuff,
the weapon of choice of skyjackers and left-of-far-left radi-
cals and terrorists and underworld hit men; but today two
clean-cut, fresh-faced young guys in white hard hats, Mark
and Doug Loizeaux, are handling it. They pull sticks out of
the box and slash them with a razor blade and prime them
with blasting caps, fine orange and yellow wires running
out the end, and load them in holes drilled into concrete
columns that support Kansas City's moribund State Hotel.
And after they've loaded the dynamite, my God. they ram
it into place with a sawed-off hoe handle, as if it were so
much packing, and then ram some stemming turl on top to
plug the hole and move on. The owners of the hotel put
a contract out on it. Tomorrow morning, Sunday, Mark
and Doug and their dad, Jack Loizeaux, are going to blow
the place up.

They make a formidable team, though none of them looks
the part of beefy demolition. Jack, 57, is slim and handsome,
with trim gray hair and a small mustache; Mark, compact,
poised, self-assured as someone must be who took over the
business temporarily at the age of 19, when his dad broke
his back in a car accident; Doug, tall and bearded, the
younger son but already dropping buildings and bridges
on his own. The Loizeauxs are a family outfit, and even
Freddie Loizeaux, wife and mother, former head of the
Maryland P. T. A., is a licensed blaster and travels with her
hushand to handle public relations with officials nervous
at the thought of what will happen to them if the explosives
break loose.

The box of dynamite sits in a pile of plaster rubble in
what used to be the lobby of the hotel next to a battered
blue Samsonite suitcase full of time-delay blasting caps
and the Loizeaux boys move systematically from one column
to the next, loading the holes spaced evenly around each
column. Each hole gets the smallest possible charge of dyna-
mite, a pound or a pound and a half; one of the qualities
that have made the Loizeauxs the best demolition men in
the world is their fanaticism about using the least possible
amount of explosives to get the job done. They'd take down

Nashville’s Andrew Jockson Hotel (appasite), the Traymare in
Atlantic City (top) and Kansas City’s Plaza stor in Edifice Wrecks.
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the Empire State Building with Black
Cats and ladyvfingers il they could hgure
out a way to do it. but as it is they've
brought down 22story buildings with no
more than a couple of hundred pounds of
dynamite—which is why. in 18 vears of
work, Controlled Demolition Inc., the
family firm, has never had an accident or
an injury. Occasionally, very occasionally,
a building won’t fall on the first shot, a
consequence of the Loizeauxs’ refusing to
overload it with explosives, and then Jack
has to go in and sct more charges and try
again. But such undercalculations have
become increasingly rare as Controlled
Demolition has refined its techniques. The
days when it had to go to Llovd’s ol Lon-
don for insurance are now [ar behind ir.

The State Hotel isn’t anything special
to look at, ten stories of brick, the de-
caved repository of tens of thousands of
Kansas City weckends and Kansas City
weeks, but its physical roots go back to
the 19h Cemtury. hand-laid masonry
columns down in the basement six feet
square supporting a welter of columns
upstairs, some of them structural sicel,
some of them poured concrete embedded
with heavy reinlorcing rods, some of them
poured concrete wrapped with hands of
steel like giant springs, an array right out
of Rube Goldberg, every support dilfer-
ent from the last one and every support
requiring its own unique arnrangement
of explosives if it's 1o be turned, as the
Loizeauxs intend turning it, into instant
gravel. The concrete and musonry sup-
ports get dynamite charges. The struc-
tural-steel H beams running ten stories up
the lront of the hotel inside its brick
lacing get something special from the
technology of the space age: linear shaped
charges. When the stages of the Saturn 5
separated from one another in all those
moon shots, linear shaped charges
wrapped around the inside of the rocket's
skin separated them. A linear shaped
charge is an explosive device that looks
like a segment of a copper picture frame,
an extruded Vshaped copper tube filled
with plastic explosive. When the explo-
sive goes oft, it turns to a gas and expands
at 27.000 [eer per second, which is fast
enongh 1o generime pressures of 3.000,000
pounds per square inch. 'The shape of the
copper tube forms the expanding gas
into a jet and the jet makes a cut as thin
as a sheet of paper along the line where
the charge is attached, an instantancous
cut cleaner than the work of an acetvlene
torch straight through three inches of
structural steel,

But if the hotel is nothing much to
look ar, in another sense it's very sp(‘ci:l]
indeed. because its east side, ten stories
high, rises only the width of an alley. 12
fect, away from a 22story hotel next
door, a hotel still in service and filled
with weekend guests. The Loizeauxs
have taken down larger buildings than

142 the State, but they've never before taken

down one so tight. The least mistake and
they're likely to tear up the neighboring
hotel and destroy their perfect record
and bring on monumental Iawsuits and
maybe kill somebody, and don’t think
they don't know it. Jack Loizeaux is a
praying man who nevertheless believes
the Lord helps those who help them-
selves, but this weekend he's praying
whenever he can find the time. He's al-
ready handled three other jobs in Kansas
City, a smokestack and an old packing
house and a hotel. but a few months be-
fore the State job another outfit tried to
take down a huilding a block away and
botched it. They blew it up three times
before the last of it fell and they broke
half the windows in the central city. Jack
has to sell the city [athers all over again
on the virtues ol explosive demolition,
and the only way he knows how 1o do that
is to put his own reputation on the line
by taking on the worst job in 1own. The
State is the worst job in the country, and
if he's not actually sweating, he’s certain-
ly checking and rechecking the building
and his plans, and so are his two sons,
and the night before the blast he will
find himself wide awake at three in the
morning with diagrams and delay pat-
terns dancing before his eyes.

Loizeaux first handled explosives back
in 1938, when he was a junior at the Uni-
versity of Georgia in Athens. He owned
a bicyde then, and an Airedale, and a
cabin in the woods. He was a forestry stu-
dent. The Oronce River was washing out
the forestry-department nursery and the
school decided 1o siraighten the channel
to bypass the nursery arca, Jack worked
the surveying transit and then helped the
DuPont engincer load dynamite into the
holes the students drilled. “When it came
time to shoot.” says Loizeaux, “he said,
‘How would vou like to shoot it” Wow. I
was just a kid. I pressed that plunger and
we threw hundreds of thousands of 1ons
of loam and mud and it just went skyward
and when it was all over and the mud set-
tled, the old lazy river came straight as
an arrow for about 200 vards. It just fasci-
nated me. The tremendous power that
wis at my finger tips. I couldn’t sleep for
a week.” He remembers an earlier experi-
ence with explosives that may have im-
pressed him even more: He remembers
his father blasting holes in his orchard
where fruit trees would be planted. Then
the father had power; now the power
was his.

But Loizeaux didn’t go directly from
college into demolition. World War Two
intervened. and after the war, the mem-
ory of remendous power perhaps quies-
cent, he started a wvee service out of
Towson, Maryland, specializing in big
contracts from cities, 20,000 trees at a
time. Those were the years when the
American elm died off in the East from
Dutch elm disease. Loizeaux had all the
work he could handie, and to get the job

done he innovated. “When we had dead
elms and dead sycamores. we'd cut them
off low and drill holes and blast and split
them and then we'd take a Navy winch
truck and pull out the pieces, so we
had no disposal problem.” Thus began
his practical experience with explosives.
And notice: Felling a tree means figur-
ing out how to put it exactly where you
want it, using ropes and gravity to lay it
in the slot, a skill that Loizeaux would
Iater turn 1o good account.

Builders, hearing about a tree special-
ist around Baltimore who used explo-
sives, would come over and ask Loizeaux
if he'd take on a stubborn vock or a
recalcitrant footing and for 100 bucks or
so he'd do it. He began to like the money
he was earning from those extra jobs and
he began to learn about blasting. He
hung around DuPout, studied engineer-
ing at night school, read his way through
the blasting library, took chemists and
engineers 1o lunch. The specialists at Du-
Pont came to think of him as an expert,
and one day they had a problem that
matched his talents. “DuPont called me
and said a colonel ar Aberdeen Proving
Ground thought he’d be cute and there
were three smokestacks to come down
and he shot one amd he's broken win-
dows for many miles. so he’s in hot water.
So I went out there. He'd taken three
cases—b0-pound cases. 150 pounds of ex-
plosives—and he'd had his men seaffold
the stack and his engineers had lowered
the cases into the stack at different eleva-
tions. Well”"—this [rom Loizeaux dead-
pan—"he blew it. So 1 went out there
with six pounds of explosives [or each
stick and I dumped the other two.”

Loizeaux has a film showing the most
outstanding of his many shots over the
years, and prominent among its scenes
are the ballets he and his sons perform
with smokestacks. Loizeaux knows where
to drop them, like trees. He leans them
cast, west. north, south and points be-
tween. Or he telescopes them into them-
selves so that they disappear before your
eves, leaving behind  as they fall,
suspended in the air. a ghostly column of
soot. The colonel at Aberdeen can only
have been chagrined. But for Loizeaux,
a chimney was just another kind of iree.

In the carly Tilties, Loizeaux shot
nothing but stacks. Then he was called 1o
Chile 1o blast out a 1Ict'|)\:\':ltcl‘ port, one
ol the few foreign assignments he has ac-
cepted, not wanting to spread himself
too thin, and when that job was done
he was in business. He's been blowing
stacks. bridges and buildings ever since,
until roday he has as much business as he
can handle. and he’s bronght in his two
sons, both licensed blasters and compe-
tent demwolition experts in their own
right. to help him keep up with demand.

Like many other self-made men, Loi-
zeaux has looked hard for something
beyond himself that might explain his

(continued on page 196)
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THE arlicle By NAT HENTOF F IN A YEAR when a Vice-President was

forced to resign for being on the take, and when Watergate and its noisome rami-

1974 fications brought down key Presidential advisors while the President himself was
' at bay, country music came on strong. Maybe it's because of that music's down-
PLAYBOY home verities and the reassuring straightforwardness of its performers; but, in
any case, over 800 radio stations from New York to Los Angeles were all-country

ALL_STARS outlets by the end of the year (a steep rise from 81 such stations in 1961). And
college campuses throughout the country also swelled the audience for true-grit

& sounds. As Buck Owens put it, “In the old days, the family that listened to me
ALL 5TAR5 drove a broken truck and came from the fields. Now it has two cars and a TV
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set. The music hasn’t changed much; the audience has. It’s more hip, but it still wants music from the soil and the soul.”

More cityfolk than ever belore were picking up on Loretta Lynn, Tammy Wynette, Merle Haggard, Johnny Cash
and his resplendent wife, June Carter Cash, Tom T. Hall and Charlie Rich. For the silver-haired Rich, it was the fin-
est year of his performing life. After many, many nights of playing in nondescript lounges and saloons, he finally broke
through to win Country Music Association awards as 1978’s best male country singer and for the best album
and single of the year (Behind Closed Doors).

Meanwhile, along with the continuing success of black country singer Charlie Pride, the year witnessed the arrival
of the first purveyor of Jewish country music—Texas-raised Kinky Friedman and his Texas Jewboys. Their sound and
rhythms are as authentic as the mesquite of the Southwest, but the mordantly witty lyrics are quite something clse, as
Friedman draws from both of his primary cultural roots. “Both Jewboys and cowboys,”  (text continued on page 149)
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DUANE ALLMAN Tke life of Duane Allman ended on
the evening of October 29, 1971, when—after three hours
of emergency surgery—he succumbed to massive injuries
that he sustained when he swerved to avoid a truck and
wound up getting pinned (and dragged) by his motor-
cycle. That wasn’t the end of his story, however. His
music continues to move lots of people, and the superb
band that he put together—uwith brother Gregg as organist
and lead vocalist—continues to overcome obstacles that
would put almost any other out of business (such as the
recent death of bassist Berry Oakley in an accident strik-
ingly similar to Duane’s). Duane and his brother grew
up in Nashville and Daytona Beach, where they started to
play rock music in their early teens, got a local hit, formed
a band called the Hourglass and moved to L. A. There, the
record company they signed with didn’t know what to do
with them (but that’s where Duane started getling his
inimitable slide-guitar siyle logether). The group didn’t
last, but a demo it had cut at Rick Hall’s studio in Muscle
Shoals, Alabama, got Duane his break as a studio musician;
and he made the most of it on sessions with King Curtis,
Aretha Franklin, Wilson Pickeit, Clarence Carter and
others. Eveniually, he got together Qakley, guilarist
Dickie Beliis, drummers Butch Trucks and Jai Johanny
Johanson, lured Gregg back into aclion and, presto: The
Allman Brothers Band was born. At first, the guys lived
together in Macon, Georgia—the headquarters of Duane's
manager, Phil Walden (who also managed Otis Redding),
and Walden’s company, Capricorn Records—but later
on, “home” became the giant camper, a len-sealer, in
which they toured the counlry incessantly, bringing that
good ol' Southern rock ’n’ roll to the people, who, of
course, just ale up the long guitar lines played in har-
mony and the rhythm that cooked no malter what the
tempo or time signature. Duane was still in demand as
a studio cat, however, and found time to cut some great
sides with Delaney and Bonnie, then with Eric Clapton.
Delaney and Dr. John were among the musicians who sat
in with the band at Duane's funeral, held in Macon.
Today, everyone who ever worked with Duane will tell
you something nice about him—about how havd he played,
how loyal he was, how he wouldn’t play unless the feeling
was right, how he was just a good ol boy who was busy
putting the South back on the musical map when he got
cut down. But nothing can tell you more about him than
those great guitar licks that he managed io get on record.
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A year ago, in this space, we pointed out
that since the Hall of Fame expanded to
embrace pop music as well as jazz, only pop
stars—most of them guitar pickers, too—
have been elected. This year’'s mandate for
Duane Allman, Jollowing that for Eric Clap-
ton in 1973, lcaves no doubt that the elec-
tric guilar is the instrumenial voice of our
time, and its language is rock music—at
least as far as our readership is concerned.

BENNY GOODMAN

ERIC CLAPTON

he explains, *are wandering, soulful types. Both have
their problems and know how to enjoy their suffering
pretty well." As the year went on, Friedman was plc;lscd
to learn that his recordings were being played not only
by city sophisticates but also on jukeboxes at Texas
truck stops.

While increasing numbers of people turned to country
sounds, the flow also went the other way. Merle H;lgg:lrd,
for instance, recorded a set iIn New Orleans that moved
authoritatively and joyfully among Dixieland jazz, blues
and country music. A particularly lively force in the out-
reach of country spirit was sizzling banjo picker Earl
Scruggs, whose traveling Revue includes his two sons. In
their early 20s, Gary and Randy Scruggs fuse the songs ol
Joni Mitchell, Bob Dylan and other inspirational sources
of their generation with the driving bluegrass thrust of
father Earl. The formula is working, for, as Scruggs says,
“Last year was my most successful as long as I've been in
the business.”

It was also an encouraging year for jazz. There was a
considerable increase in the number of jazz albums re-
leased as well as in the number of night clubs switching
their policy to jazz. Especially important for the future
was the youth of many new recruits to the music. On
Sunday afternoons, for example, New York's Village
Vanguard—which stayed with jazz during all the lean
years—attracted listeners as young as 12 and 15. At an-
other jazz club, Charles Mingus declared himself sur-
prised at seeing in each night's audience “lots of those
rock Kkids with -l(mg hair."”

Among the explanations for this resurgence of jazz
was pianist Marian McPartland’s observation that “Rock
groups like Mahavishnu and Weather Report have in-
corporated many jazz elements into their music and the
kids have become sophisticated.”

A second and particularly intriguing analysis of the
greening of jazz came from drummer Chico Hamilton.
“Jazz is a music of reconciliation,” he says. “In some
ways, rock was a rebellion against the tastes of parents.
But now kids are listening to jazz and they find they have
an area where they can relate to the older generation.”

A gr()\\'iltg number of kids, moreover, are also playing
jazz. At the biggest and most diversified music commun-
ion of the year—the ten-day Newport Jazz Festival in
New York [rom June 29 to July 8—one of the most rous-
ing bands was a unit from housing projects on Staten
Island with an eight-piece saxophone section whose mem-
bers ranged in age [rom 10 to 18. At another concert,
Youth and Jazz, there were three crackling bands of
youngsters—the Jazz Imteractions Workshop Orchestra
(directed by trumpeter Joe Newman), the Jazzmobile
Workshop Orchestra (guided by bassist Paul West) and
the All-City High School Jazz Orchesira (coached by
Marian McPartland and Clem DeRosa). Also participat-
ing in the festival were drummer Thelonious Monk, Jr.
(son of the original, to say the least, Thelonious Monk),
and 13-year-old singer Tom Littlefield, Jr. (grandson
of Woody Herman),

Those ten days and nights of Newport Jazz in New
York encompassed more than 1000 musicians of all con-
ceivable styles in 56 concerts, some taking place simul-
tancously, throughout the city—Irom New Orleans—
flavored boat rides on the Hudson to sessions at Carnegie
Hall, the Apollo Theater, Central Park, Shea Stadium
and a climactic final-night triumph in suburbia, Jazz and
Soul on the Island, at Long Island’s Nassau Coliseum.
Total attendance for all the events was approximately
133,000—an increase of 31.000 from the year before. The
revels cost more than $1,000,000, with musicians’ fees
coming to half of that. Impresario George Wein just
about broke even with theaid  (continued on page 178)
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drab. I began to yearn for a drop of de-
generacy. Our hotel, a nondescript. mas-
sive, modern thing, was “just finished
yesterday,” they said. They weren't kid-
ding. The plaster was still wet and as
yet there was no hot water. The walls
absorbed Canton's high humidity like
blotting paper and staying there was like
life in a rain [orest. Everything was
soggy. The food, however, was ample
compensation.

After unpacking, we met to elect our
Delegation Leader. The meeting was a
shambles. but pretty funny—with the
party liners frantically trying to impose
some sort of collective order and a splin-
ter group countering by running some-
one on “the Revisionist Ticket.” Two
coleaders were elected, a man and a
woman, in  exemplary representative
fashion, to serve as official spokes . . . um
-« . people for the group, introducing us,
presenting gifts, etc. It was explained
that, as Cultural Workers, we may, in
some places, be expected to give perform-
ances of some kind. A song would be
perfectly acceptable, for instance. Some-
one suggested We Shall Not Be Moved,
since the Chinese know that one, and the
Internationale. “1 have the words to the
Internationale if everyone doesn’t know
them,” the writer/factory worker said.
Not only did I not know the words, 1
didn’t even know the tune. Could it be
I'm out of touch with the masses?

After dinner, we were taken to a
People’s Cultural Park, where thousands
of people go, free of charge, to per-
formances in two or three open thea-
ters—children  singing on one stage,
a Mongolian puppet show delighting
hundreds of people on another. There
was also a ping-pong match, a roller-skat-
ing rink—you name it. It was a Maoist
amusement  park  and  everyone was
laughing, clapping and enjoving himself.
You could have knocked me over with a
won ton. I knew the people had food and
clothing here for the first time in their
lives, but nothing I'd seen or read led me
to believe they had a good time.

We were introduced there to the Chi-
nese custom (albeit a recent one) of
applauding foreigners. It was quite star-
ting and moving. Everywhere we en-
tered, the crowds applauded us—and we
applauded back. It all began feeling
faintly hallucinatory; I think by then I'd
come down with a case of culture shock.
At the first sign of rain, we were shown
inside and our bus was brought around
for us so we wouldn't have to walk. I'd
expected more Red Guard treatment than
Red Carpet, but this proved to be quite
typical.

The next morning at six o'dock, I
was blasted out of bed by a brace of loud-
speakers outside my window giving forth
at full volume with the communal wake-

up call, which begins with the In-
ternationale in crashing crescendo and
continues throughout the day with revo-
lutionary  operas  and  rabble-rousing
speeches, though they never roused any
while we were there. It's not casy 1o sleep
late in China. After 15 minutes of the In-
ternationale and political broadcasts 1
can't even understand, 1 am moved to
unheard of heights of industry. Busy
hands are happy hands. I am up and
packing for Chairman Mao. straight-
ening my room for Chairman Mao, mak-
ing my bed—in a hotel—for Chairman
Mao, and this was only the second day.
The Chinese can mobilize anybody. By
nine o'clock I felt my day was already
half over. We left for the Ren Ho
People’s Commune. passing a sign along
the way, PROLETARIAT OF THE WORLD
UNITE!

When we arrived at the commune, we
were shown into a meager meeting hall
and sat down at a table set with steaming
mugs of tea and plates piled with pea-
nuts. The Revolutionary Committee mem-
bers of the 60,000-person commune made
various presentations to inform us of its
history. Then one of our Delegation
Leaders introduced us: “Responsible Per-
sons, Revolutionary Committee Members
and Comrades of the Ren Ho Commune:
We are a varied group—blacks, whites,
chicano—ol different political and reli-
gious beliefs, from many different cities,
but we have two things in common: We
have actively opposed the Vietnam war
and we have sincere respect for the great
accomplishments of the Chinese people
under their beloved Chairman Mao Tse-
tung. We are here 1o learn and observe
and develop beuer understanding and
deeper [riendship. You have a culture
hundreds of years in age and the benefits
of a new society. We are grateful for your
generous hospitality. Thank you.”

The tables in the dark meeting hall
were then spread with oil cloths and set
with chopsticks. Dish followed dish: cog
roll, sweet-and-sour fish—each one better
than the last. I couldn’t believe it; lunch
at the Ren Ho Commune was like eating
at Trader Vic's. With a liule carpeting
and some tiki gods. . . .

Then a guided tour of the commune.
By the end of the day, members of the
group glided by—radiant radical counte-
nances suffused with the splendor of
socialism. While their smugness was
annoying, I could see their point. We had
learned that the cost of medical care—a
major operation for $15—is minute in
China, and il they pay an annual fce of a
few dollars, they receive all medical serv-
ices free. The price of food, housing and
clothing is equally minimal. Those gray
suits they wear aren’t uniforms, we were
told; they dress alike because it's cheaper.
For approximately six dollars, a person
can buy two pairs of pants and wwo

jackets, which will be his wardrobe for
the year.

For others in the group—the most
idealistic, the most radical or the most
cynical, I don’t know which—China had
already fallen short of their expectations.
The repressiveness, the poverty (costs
were low, but so were the wages), the ap-
parent absence of individual choice or
Ireedom—it wasn't the people’s paradise
they'd envisioned. The workers' homes
we saw at the commune were primitive
and spartan. Their hospitality was
ample, but because they had very little,
they had to serve us hot water in lieu of
tea. “We are still a very poor country,”
our guide explained in a characreristic
Chinese combination of honesty, humil-
ity and pride. Life was better, but life
was hard, Yet it seemed to be hard for ev-
erybody. All over China, signs reminded
the people of the LONG, HARD STRUGGLE
and that the struggle was shared; but so
were the rewards. Perhaps my political
naiveté and my lack of expeciations left
me open to bemg impressed.

I began seeing the red-and-white signs
not as insidious Communist Big Brother
brainwashing but as a mecans, however
regimental, to mobilize and motivate
800.000.000 people to help clothe and
feed one another. If a country as vast and
populous as China is to succeed in build-
ing a self-reliant society, it will only be
through unity, not the chaotic Chinese
legacy ol thousands ol years of factional-
ism. Two days in the country and I'm a
Maoist maven. My Red-menace condi-
tioning was crumbling before my very
eyes. I began to regard those friendly
billboards back home—exhorting us to
buy overpriced, unsafe, obsolescence-
oriented automobiles 1o carry us to our
new reduced-rate, view-site grave—as far
more pernicious than signs encouraging
the unity of the people ol the world.

Alter Canton came Changsha. The city
had a distinctly Dickensian quality; soot-
streaked, coal-blackened, bleak and skele-
tal. Visually stripped. The people lived
poorly, but there secemed to be none of
the desperate hopelessness that usuilly
goes along with it. Wandering down
winding side streets, 1 saw a cheerful
community spirit of closeness. People
would look up and their mouths would
drop open as they saw—for the first
time—an American running dog right on
their block. The shock would then soften
into smiles and laughter and CAEEr Waves.

In the smaller cities and towns, a West-
erner becomes an instant Pied Piper,
engulled by sometimes hundreds of cau-
tious. curious, friendly Chinese. The
feclings they projected were so positive
that it never ocaurred to me to be un-
casy. I'm a devourt paranoid, but in China
I felt no fear. There was an incredible,
quite valid sense of safety. I experiment-
ed by walking alone in cities at night.
It was extraordinary. I knew I could go

(continued on page 155)



“BUTTERFLY”
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raina assan—not
exactly a household name,
but her performance
opposite steve me queen in
“papillon’ should make
the face and figure familiar

SHE'S JusT turned 19, but she’s been
a family breadwinner for a dozen-
odd years, She was brought up as a
typical California teenager—high
school cheerleader, drive-in-movie
fan—but her dates in those teen
years were showbiz figures (Afy
Thiee Sons’ Barry Livingston and
Maya’s Sajid Khan). And she’s just
completed her first motion picture;
but instead of a bit part, she landed
the only major female role—oppo-
site no less a personage than Steve
McQueen. Her name is Ratna
Assan and she comes [rom a long




line of entertainers—musicians dancers,
clowns—in both of her parents' families in
their native Indonesia. Ratna herself was
born in Torrance, California, December 16,
1954. Her mother, Devi Dja, had been under
contract to MGM in the Forties and ap-
peared in several of the Bing Croshy-Bob
Hope classics, among them Road to Bali,
Road to Morocco and Road to Singapore.
She’s also a choreographer and dance teach-
er, and it was she who set Ratna to studying
dancing, singing and acting three hours per
day from the age of three and a hall. By
the time she was seven, Ratna was perform-
ing professionally, doing intricate Javancse
dances and singing native songs in clubs,
theaters. cven the Hollywood Bowl. That
turned out to be  (concluded on page 176)

"'This scene is from the first evening Steve and
152 1 spend together. It's oll done in pantomime. "’

PHOTOGRAFPHY BY MARIO CASILLI
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CULTURAL WORKER .....c/.on poce 150)

anywhere at any time and return intact
And I did.
It was in Changsha that I saw my first
fly. It must have sneaked in from Tai-
atn. Until the Revolution in 1949, thou-
sands of people in China were dying of
disease, and after seizing power, one of
the things Mao mobilized the masses to
do was kill flies. Every day the people
were asked to turn in a quota of dead
flics, and the consequence ol 800.000.000
people’s swatting is no flies in China.

One night we went to see a perform
ance of plate spinning, human pyra-
mids. unicycles, aerial acts. The aerialists
wore wires, since the Chinese consider it
decadent to risk a life or solicit thrill
seeking. After all this, two men in battle-
ship-gray Mao jackets walked out on
stage and for fully ten minutes engaged
in a birdcall dialog—screeching and
hooting at each other, cawing and tweet-
ing heatedly. Then they impersonated
barnyard, an auto race and, for their big
finale, a locomotive. The audience went
crazy and the guys got two encores. I
only Ed Sullivan were still on.

Back in the bus, an argument raged
about the acrobats’ costumes. Some felt
that they were too nice, that they were
bourgeois, counterrevolutionary. Others
disagreed. I lhought they were pretry and
who cares anyway? The hard-core Marx-
ists compl.mwd that everybody wasn’t in-
terested enough in the movement. After
seven days of Chinese food, Leigh rveplied
loudly, “The only movement I'm inter-
ested in is the bowel movement.”

The following day, we met with a
group of our counterparts, Chinese Cul-
tural Workers—a very somber, sweet
group of composers, writers, actors, direc-
tors and the Responsible Person from
the previous night’s acrobatic woupe.
Dressed alike in dark grays, greens and
blues, they were a far crv from the Cul-
tural Workers I've known in Hollywood,
with unlisted phones in their custom con-
vertibles. We met with them for three
hours, exchanging questions and answers
over tea.

A few davs later, we went by bus [rom
Changsha to Shaoshan to visit the farm-
house where Mao was born. It was a cross
between Mount Vernon and the Wailing
Wall. To the Chinese, Shaoshan is a pil-
grimage, the house a shrine. Eyes shone
with tears. The man who l.nlglil codless-
ness is a godhead. “T don't tell my wife 1
love her.” protested a guide proudly. “but
I do love Chairman Mao.” While it took
Mao to mobilize the people, it seems such
a sctup lor mass trauma when he dies.
What happens when 800.000,000 people
lose their [ather? Naturally, they've taken
steps. Several years ago, Mao himself caune
out against the philosophy of the person-
ality cult; that, too, seems self-contradic-
tory to me. But Maoism in the extreme is
gradually being phased out. Fewer Mao

buttons arc worn, fewer Mao posters are
seen. One new poster has been issued.
however. in what some consider sublimi-
nal preparation; it shows Mao up in the
clouds over Tien An Min Square, with
one of his quotations below. The man
may be mortal, but the mind lives on.
Mao's thoughts are the opiate of the
people.

Near Mao’s house is the Mao Tse-tung
muscum. There is a large silvered like-
ness of him in front of it, along with a
famous pre-Nixonian quote captured in
marble: “People of the world, unite and
deleat the U. S. agpressors and all their
running dogs! . . . Then the whole world
will belong 1o the people. Monsters of all
kinds shall be destroyed.” I wish he'd just
come right out and say what he rea’ly
feels instead of beating around the bush.
Later that night. I was idly doing a dance
back at our hotel, tapping and shuffling.
and our woman guide, Comrade Lin.
asked what it was. “The Running Dog
Stomp.” I said. She laughed.

The hotel dining room was in a sepa-
rate Imlldmg and by dinnertime it was
pouring rain. We all gathered in the tiny
lobby, ready ro make a run for it. when
we saw 20 pairs of galoshes and several
umbrellas lined up. Their thoughtiulness
was always just that touching and genu-
ine. And we never felt policed or prod-
ded. We were free to take days off from
the tour and wander on our own. With
all due respect, the Chinese in China just
aren’t like the Chinese I've met in Hong
Kong or Taiwan or America. They are
warm and friendly, open and funny.
They don’t dump sweet-and-sour pork on
your head; they aren’t monosyllabic or
surly—even if they can’t speak English.
And they were nice to me not because [
was pretty or famous but almost in spite
of it. It says a lot about China and a lot
about the West. The Chinese have a de-
cency and a humanity that, in the West-
ern world, have become only words
chiseled on Federal buildings. Perhaps
that’'s why we were so susceptible to
them, why we found them so moving.
After all my apprehensions about armies
of automatons, these revolutionary ro-
bots had me almost constantly close to
tears.

After dinner, several of us adjourned
to the sitting room to talk and play
poker. (Item: Chinese cards have no
kings, queens or jacks. The decks are
egalitarian.) The poker game was under
way at one end of the room, while at the
other a jam session wailed with im-
provised instruments. There were East
Indian chants and country-and-western
hoots as the writer/factory worker per-
sistently plaved We Shall Not Be Moved
on her autoharp. In a corner, some of us
were engrossed in a seminar on sex.

Our Chinese comrades looked on, eyes

wide with wonder, initially a bit uncer-
tain. Our disheveled and ecleciic group
posed a serious challenge to party disci-
pline. Gradually, they began to loosen
up—unbutton their collars, roll up their
sleeves and really enjoy themselves. The
guides began to grow their hair; one
bravely but briefly sprouted a highly he-
retical mustache; shirttails hung out:
they all began to relax. “You are differ-
ent from other groups,” they said diplo-
matically over the noise ol bongos,
harmonicas and kazoos.

Meanwhile, our seminar proved edily-
ing 1o both groups. We asked Comrade
Lin if she would explain Revolutionary
Morality to us and offered to answer any
questions she might have about Revision-
ist Morality. Lin said our guides were
surprised o find that two of the couples
in the group were not married. We ex-
plained that it was quite acceptable in
America to live together without being
married and that people often did so
rather casually with little or no commit-
ment and were remarkably flexible and
expedient in their choice of roommate.
Lin said the Chinese would find shock-
ing that kind of casualness and lack of
commitment. I respected them [or not
being judgmental in the face of our full
countercultural dose.

Still, it's fairly safe to say that China is
a puritanical society. Premarital sex, we
were told, does not exist in the People’s
Republic. Yeah, but. . . . There are no
buts. Buts also do not exist. There i,
however, some chaste courtship as couples
walk hand in hand along the rivers
at night. Bue still, I persist, “What if a
boy and a girl want to. . .." “They don't.”
said Lin firmly. After three weeks in
China, I believed her. There was an abso-
lute absence of sexual energy. I felt like
I had been neutered. The very idea ol
sex was redolent ol bourgeois sell-indul
gence. Never again, 1 thought, would 1
know the joy, the anxicty—at least not
till I got home. In China, Lin told us,
marriage is called “class friendship.” We
asked what qualities people looked for in
t “class [riend.” “Political ideology,” she
said. Political idcology? That gives
things an intriguing twist. What happens
il the husband goes off to work and the
wife meets another guy with better ideol-
ogy, bigger ideology?

The legal age for marriage is 18 flor
women, 20 for men, but they are discour-
aged from marrying belore the age of 25
or 26 and the government is uying to
raise the legal age to 30. It's felt that early
marrkige is distracting to studies and
work, and sexual emphasis is distracting
to hghting imperialism. Boys and girls no
longer Lall in love at 17 or 18, as they did
before the Culwural Revolution; educa-
tion in that area has been successful.
“When you find a good man. you marry
him,” Lin said simply. But you find him
alter 25.

Divorce exists but is exceptional. Even
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our guides didn’t know that Mao, of all
people, had been married four times.
Couples contemplating untying the knot
go before their neighborhood revolution-
ary committee for self-criticism sessions.
They are usually urged to give it another
go. “'In China, we don’t worry about di-
vorce,” Lin explained. “We think how to
live together our whole life.”

Several times we asked our guides to
invite their wives or husbands to dinner,
but they always politely declined. Other
visitors to China have experienced the
same refusals, but no one has understood
why and it never occurred to me to ask.
There scemed to be, however, on many
levels, a policy of social segregation to
keep visitors [rom getting too chummy
with the Chinese; or maybe it's vice
versa.

The next day, everyone was up early,
eager to leave the sticks of Changsha for
the bright lights of Peking. At breakfast
an announcement was made that the
plane had been delayed by fog and over-
sold. There were only 13 seats available.
Who would volunteer to stay in Chang-
sha? Were they kidding? That's like
doing time in Trenton. Even in so self-
less and socialistic a group, there were no
volunteers. We drew lots. There was no
doubt in my mind I'd be having Pcking
duck for dinner. I drew my slip of paper.
Suddenly I understood how the men on
the Titanic felt as the women and chil-
dren climbed into the lifeboats. Another
night in Changsha.

Our day, however, turned out to be a

nice one, because no matter where you
are, the Chinese are a pleasure to be
around. Or be surrounded by. We went
at a relaxed pace; a lovely People’s Park
that really was a people's park, then to
the Changsha Restaurant. We had asked
to eat at a people’s restaurant—rather
than get the VIP reatment-—and we got
our wish. Only we were led past the
people having lunch and upstairs into a
private room. The food was the same
as downstairs, however—sumptuous, but
made from the most inexpensive animal
parts: spiced pickled pig's heart, goose
gizzard, fried tendons, pig’s stomach, fish-
skin soup, fried pork fat and snake-bile
wine. I would have given 1,000,000 yuan
for a bowl of Grape Nuts and half-and-
half. Then they brought in a plate of
white flulfy stuilf that looked like float-
ing island. Dessert? It was pork with egg
whites. I finished my rice in silence.

Alter lunch, we were taken 1o the
movies. It was a film about a young boy
who runs away to join the Red army and
his adventures therein. It was surprising-
ly well shot, emotional, exciting, funny
and even moving. Sort of revolutionary
Walt Disney: Tom Sawyer Fights the
Imperialists.

The next day, we awaken with one
thought in mind: Peking. The plane al-
legedly leaves at one r.aa. We are taken
while we wait to sce a kindergarten,
where the student body put on a show
for us. The children’s make-up was the-
atrical and heavy, classical Chinese, and
they gave the startling impression of

“Janet . . . you knew I was an ass when you married me!”

hardened, overly made-up dwarfs. The
plays were all political, but not oppres-
sively so. In one, The Long March. the
kids came out in uniforms with red-
starred caps and a big red banner. It
wasn't very different from American
kids' playing George Washington at Val-
ley Forge. But it was very different from
American kids. The performance was
perfectly professional and smooth: there
were no screw-ups, no giggling, no fidget-
ing—and no humor. They were the most
disciplined and purposeful regiment of
preschoolers ever bred. The children at
this kindergarten, we were told, live at
school from the age of three and visit
home only on weekends; they looked it.
The teachers scemed gentle and kind,
not like some of the wardens 1 knew;
they didn’t terrorize. But these Kkids
secmed beyond terror. 1 don't know. It
was impressive and lovely—but somehow
a little chilling.

By four r.M. we were finally fastening
our seat belts as a stewardess in cotton
jacket and baggy pants offered us candy,
apples, tea and gum with the resilience
of vinyl. It was a far cry from “Fly Me,
I'm Sheila.” The trip—a long one; China
is vast—went without incident, and we
hit Peking at midnight. Our hotel had all
the warmth of a Y. Like all hotels where
we stayed in China, however, the rooms
were stocked with tins of tea, a Thermos
of hot water, cigarettes, combs, pen and
ink, writing paper and an occasional old
radio. We also got private bathrooms,
but when they made “The Great Leap
Forward,” they leaped right over the
plumbing.

In the morning, we went to Peking
U—lovely lakes and pagodas in disre-
pair; real Ivy League. The students here,
too, were appallingly well behaved; all of
them were the kind of model students
teachers had always held up o me as the
desired academic mold. Most were from
worker-peasant homes and for them, col-
lege is a privilege, 2 supreme opportunity
for self-improvement for which they are
deeply grateful.

A discussion of arts and literature had
been arranged between our group and
members of the faculty. Group intensity
was high, as usual, and we stayed an
extra hour. The faculty told us about
some of the changes in post—Cultural
Revolution education. “The teachers go
to the country to work and live with the
peasants for two months a year to offset
the distance from the people and to get
in touch with the lives of the laborers.
because labor creates the world. They try
to integrate theory with practice. Most
of the teaching staff has had onc year
of labor. Teachers and students have to
work outside as well as attend classes.

“In teaching we have abolished ‘the
cramming method® and instead practice
‘the method of elicitation.” It is a means
of self-enlightenment as opposed to force



“So we were just going down to inlerrogale a few prisoners, were we?”

feeding. We still have tests, but with dif-
ferent aims than before, when teachers
treated students as enemies and launched
‘surprise attacks.” The aim now is for the
students 1o review themr own studies o
master what they have learned.”

Then we  bombarded  them
questions:

0. “Has the educational level dropped
since the enrvollment of peasanis and
workers:” asked the Muslim poiniedly.

A. "To think the educational level
musi decrease is a bourgeois bias. But
there are requirements. All the students
have graduated from middle school and
some {rom senior school.”

Q. “What 1s the role of dialectical ma-
terialism in art, and should art follow di-
alectical materialismz” (My eyelids arve
growing heavy.)

A, "Lnterature and art should reflect
reality.”

Q. “Do you consider socialist realism,
with revolutionary romanticism and rev-
olutionary realism, a dialectical method
as now practiced:"” (ZZ2Z77.)

A. “Socialist realism has defects. It
puts too much stress on reality and truth
and not enough on Marxism-Leninism.
So we combine revolutionary realism
with revolutionary romanticism. We dis-
card anything harmful to the minds of

with

the ])coplc, avoid the bourgeois aspects
of human nature and eliminate the siress
on complexity. In life we have hardship,
but art should also rellect the people’s
heroism and ability to overcome. Revolu-
tionary heroism plavs an important role
in literature and art. The works should
not have a negative impact but should
encourage the militant will of the
people. show a bright future and inspire
them by revolutionary experience. The
main idea is to sing the praise of the
heroic revolutionary peasant figures.”

o. “What is the Chinese attitude
toward the suppression of Soviet writers?”

A. It s difhcult to write proletarian
works. because the Soviets are under the
domination of revisionism. The writers
who are suppressed are rightist—writers
who w:mt the so-called freedom to write
in the Western sense of the word.”

. “What role do the minorities play
in the arts now?”

A. “The minority people are shown
well in the arts to correct the majority at-
titudes. They now have the freedom to
use their own language, to hold their
own religious beliefs and to practice
their own customs. Because of their small
populations, they are encouraged to have
more children than the Hans [the major-
ity]. Before liberation, the minorities

never played a role. Minority [olk dances,
for example, are performed lor the people
alter they have been refined.”

0. " ‘Refined's”

A. “There i1s a Tibetan dance, for
instance, with stooped, bent-over move-
ments symbolizing years of hard labor,
but this reflects oppression and suftering.
not the Revolutionary Chinese spirit. So
we refine it, we regulate it. We straighten
and unbend the posture, portray a proud
and free attitude—erect, strong, invinci
ble—the opposite of an oppressed feeling.
All art reflects this idealized revolutionary
spirit. Since changes have happened in
our national life, we reflece them in
our art.”

Q. “But we are seeing the spirit of the
people, not the reality of the people.”

A. “Reality changes.”

Q. “But so does the spirit. It sounds
elitist to tell the masses what is good lor
them. By taking expressions of suppres-
sion out of their dance, vou are denying
their history. If the spirit of the people is
free. the dance becomes just a dance
showing the history of the people.”

The Chinese seem amused by our pas-
sion, laughing and saying, “We perform
such art when we think it necessary.
Some dances are created to show oppres-
sion. Even though you are in Communist
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China, you see the Forbidden City,” they
summarize sagely.

*“Tell us about your modern American
fiction,” the Chinese ask us. “Are Mark
Twain, Jack London and Theodore Drei-
ser still your [avorites?” It seems they
are about the only American fiction writ-
ers allowed on the shelves as yet. Some-
one explains that they aren’t really
popular anymore and, furthermore, an-
nounces that there are no works being
produced in America that aren't bour-
:__[(-()iﬁ. Several [)(_‘U[)I(: take umbrage at
that remark and Mailer, Vonnegut, Pyn-
chon and Barth are grudgingly recog-
nized. The girl guerrilla playwright
volunteers a statement: “Since America
is still under the dictatorship of the bour-
seotsie, our art and theater rellect the
bourgeoisie. We are happy to be here in
China, where art serves the pcnplc."

The high lama of our group asks if Lao-
tzu and Confucius are studied in China
today. Several firebrands impatiently roll
eycballs heavenward and mutter con-
tempt for his 1rrelevance. They glare
at him, lasers shooting through wire-
rimmed glasses, anxious to get back to
ideological brass tacks. The degree of
their intolerance seemed calibrated to
the depth of their fervor. At times, the
politics were almost incidental; their
commitment often seemed 1o be to their
rage, their alienation. For some it could
just as easily have been scientology as

radical politics. I thought of Rennie
Davis’ recent devotion to the 15-year-old
i\[l!ll;ll’;lj Ji.

Someone in the group spoke up to de-
nounce the impossibility of a fair trial in
America, explaining that's why kids go to
Russia. Of course. Another, virtually in
the same breath, buried the bourgeoisie
and lamented the lack of room service.
One of the older, mellower members of
the group, who's been through the fervor
and the FBI investigation that comes
with it, still gets the Guardian delivered
to his door at his summer home in Con-
necticut. Having seen it all before, he
cracked, “Someday we’ll all meet at The
Polo Lounge at The Beverly Hills Hotel
and laugh about all this.” Solidarity
Forever.

We visited the Forbidden City: endless
clegance, dripping with decadence: eu-
nuchs’ quarters, guards’ quarters, con-
cubines’ quarters (adjacent to the
Emperor's quarters), and the Empress’
quarters a discreet distance away. The
Imperial Palace swells with fairy-tale
riches, a jade sculpture weighing tons,
seven-foot solid-gold vessels, jeweled sad-
dles, gold bowls and gold chopsticks.
The mink-handled pair someone gave us
for formal dinners in Peking looked
underdressed.

Through all of this move old women
hobbling on hooflike bound feet gently

supported by their grandchildren; farm-
ers, workers, soldiers slmo[ing snapshots.
When one considers that all this magnifi-
cence laid on a foundation of
hunger, oppression, death and disease,
it's great public relations for the new re-
gime to keep it open as a tourist attrac-
tion. The dazzling relics also provide
relief from China's post-Revolutionary
architecture: ponderous, monolithic, ele-
phant-hued conglomerations of the worst
ol Stalinist and Nazi gigantism.

While we were in Peking, we requested
a tour of the underground tunnels some
of us had read about in The New York
Times. We were taken to 2 side street in
a busy shopping district and shown into
a small clothing store. There we were
cheerfully helped into heavy jackets they
took oll the racks to keep us warm below.
A man then stepped behind the counter,
pushed a baby-blue button and the lino-
leum receded, revealing concrete steps,
which we descended, blinking in amaze-
ment, arriving in a narrow 77x 5 tunnel
13 [feet underground. Shades of Flash
Gordon. We then descended to the sec-
ond level, 26 feet underground—more
recently completed, more sophisticated,
higher and wider, well ventlated and
well lit. There were a loud-speaker sys-
tem, first-aid stations, storage for food and
water, bathrooms for men and women.
“We have built an underground Peking,”
our guide said with a pride that was at
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once touching and slightly ominous.

We were led down a side tunnel that
ended in a sert of massive metal doors.
These were swung back and light spilled
out of a huge meeting hall in the middle
of which was a long table set with 21
mugs of steaming tea. T'he Responsible
Persons in charge of the tunnels were
there waiting for us. We sat down, 26 feet
under Peking, while a woman pointed to
a diagram of the tunnels, explaining
where we were and how all of this came
to be here.

The thousands of miles of tunnels
were begun m 1969 “as a delense against
U. S. and Sovict imperialism. The Ameri-
can people and the Soviet people love
peace, bue if the imperialists should im-
pose war on China, we must be prepared.
However, il the Americans or the Soviets
wage war, we believe the U. S, and Soviet
peoples will oppose it.” The tunnels
were built partly “by the masses working
on a voluntary basis.” There is also a ro-
tating full-time professional crew. The
network of tunnels extends underneath
all Peking—as in other major cities—
with a trained staff familiar with the
location of hidden entrances and with
procedures. Eighty percent of Peking's
urban population of 4,000,000 could be
safely underground within ten minutes
ol a warning signal, said the woman, and
the capacity is increasing.

The tunnels were designed chiefly to

disperse the urban population in the
event of an attack and to provide tempo-
rary defense against radiation long
enough to escape through the tunnels to
the open countryside. Since the possible
by-products of such mass dispersal
through narrow tunnels are congestion
and panic. citizens are drilled and
briefed on the nearest locations and on
emergency procedures. The consensus of
our tunnel tour was conclusive: “Don’t
mess with the Chinese.”

The next day was [ull of sight-sceing—
beginning with the Great Hall of the
Pcople, which lived up to its name in
size, at least. Inside were vast reception
rooms for representatives from each
province, including one for Taiwan fea-
turing seascapes of the island and aborig-
ine artifacts. “This room is reserved
for the representatives from Taiwan,”
announced our guide. “The representa-
tives haven’t come yet,” someone ob-
served dryly. “No, not yet,” allowed the
guide, “not yet."”

We then drove 1o the Ming tombs.
They were fine, but the surroundings
were spectacular. You could see for miles
in every direction. What a development
site: The Ming Tombs Estates—a golf
course here, a shopping center there, . . .

From there we went to the Great Wall,
the archaic alter cgo of the tunnels.
(Item: The Great Wall is the only man-
made object on earth visible from the

moon.) It was mind-boggling but slight-
ly anticlimactic. The soft-drink stands
below detract somewhat from its mys-
tique. Nevertheless, the Wall itsell is
probably one of the richest repositories
ol grafhti in the world—most of it, for
some reason, in Albanian.

"Twas the night before May Day and
all through Peking, 4,000,000 were stir-
ring, all doing their thing. China’s cities
really shimmer on holidays. They're very
festive; all the hotels and government
buildings are mimmed in white lights,
draped with red bunting and hung with
bulbous red lanterns lit like incandescent
tomatoes. Throngs of people blanket
squares and streers. Again, there is the as-
tonishing sense of safery, the absence of
tension. The young help the very old and
the old help the very young.

While I was exploring the Early Grau
man’s lobby of the Peking Hotel, a small,
trim man followed by six escorts entered
briskly and disappeared into a hallway.
It was Chou En-lai, 75, who, according to
journalists, sieeps [rom nine in the morn-
ing till noon, takes occasional naps and
operates at peak energy from midnight to
three A

I expected May Day to be a series of
thundering squadrons and marching mil-
itary hordes; instead, I saw gay garlands
of Howers everywhere and laughing chil-
dren dancing hand in hand. Chiang
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Ching's (Madam Mao's) hard-line ideo-
logical influence is evidently waning,
while Chou’s is becoming more perva-
sive. The problem is relaxing their rigid
political policies without losing their
ideological base. Idcology, however, was
nowhere to be found this year. May Day
was brimming with balloons, music,
games and children. It was also brim-
ming with Shirley MacLaine and her
women's delegation, who were conducting
their own concurrent tour, and Mr. and
Mrs. Bill Paley. Bill Paley is the
president of CBS. He is not a Marxist-
Leninist.

I'm understanding people in the
group better now. We're mellowing. Per-
haps thawing is a better word. Despite
the differences, the hostilites, the con-
Hicts, I'm learning as much from them as
I am from the Chinese. Before this trip,
the closest I'd come to a Black Muslim
was reading The Autobiography of Mal-
colm X. Now here was a black woman
from Harlem with the habitlike head
covering and ankle-length dresses worn
by Muslim sisters, raising her two sons
named, in Swahili, Warrior and Black

God, writing tough, terse poetry, teach-
ing at a prestigious college and succeed-
ing in her struggle to give dignity to her
life, her children and her people.

The oppressively officious writer/fac-
tory worker sported something not un-
like a tablecloth to camouflage her
overweight and her Fulbright in litera-
ture. She is a women’s movement writer
who rejeas her bourgeois background
and acquires proletarian  consclousness
by working on assembly lines. At fust [
was put off, but then it all seemed so
poignant; the intense, pale-faced girl
gently hugging her autoharp and singing
We Shall Not Be Mowed in flat, persist-
Cit tones.

Finding mysell humming the Interna-
tionale ook some getting used to. Sing-
ing “Arise, yc prisoners of starvation,
Arise, ye wretched of the earth™ is tough
to get away with when you live with the
wretched of Beverly Hills.

We were waiting to board the train to
Shanghai when a man from the hotel
came running up to the platform with a
washcloth someone had left behind. It
was always like that—impossible to lose

“I watve we move the meeting of the minultes of
the last reading. Right, Dad?”’

anything anywhere and often difficult to
throw something away. Someone kepi
trying to discard an old pair of socks that
followed us for days.

We arrived in Shanghai. The Big
Apple. Marlene Dietrich, Gary Cooper,
Rita Hayworth, Jimmie Cagney, Ruby
Keeler. . . . It's all there. Or was. Even the
train station exudes the cosmopolitan
aronta: Mao's quotes on the signs are bi-
lingual now—in Chinese and English:
UNITE IN THE STRUGGLE AGAINST IMPERIAL-
ISM, LONG LIVE THE OPPRESSED PEOPLES OF
THE WORLD.

Our hotel, a Briush relic, was a won-
derfully decadent dinosaur with gilded
bats and dragons swooping down from
ceilings and cornices like eulogics lor
colonialist capital. It was refreshing by
now to see decadence rear its ugly head,
if only in memory. And seecing a Kent
wrapper in an ashtray in the Jobby was
like finding a beer can in the Gobi. We
had steak and French [rics for dinner.

In the morning: the docks, where the
dockworkers grin and applaud us. hiany
of them are women, sweet, solt-spoken
and often very beautiful. An old dock-
worker explains what life was like belove
Liberation; all the unloading was done
by hand, there were few jobs, no money,
men starved and sometimes died from
sickness and overwork. As we left, I
heard a leering noise, a macho mating
call, totally out of context in China. It
was from some greaseball on a ship from
Ceylon.

That night we went to see China’s hit
ballet, The Red Detachment of Women.
The chorcography was uninspired and
heavy-handed, or should I say multihand-
ed? I must have seen a million fists raised
and clenched in defiance of the ruling
classes. All the ballet movements had
been “refined” into revolutionary ges-
tures. There are no virtuoso solos, be-
cause solos are elitist. Nureyev is not
exactly beating down their door. And I
would have given a lot to see just one
ity lutu, one rusty tiara—instead of
gray bermudas, knee socks and toe shoes.
Still, despite the stiltedness and the crea-
tively confining restrictions, there was
enormous energy and contagious enthusi-
asm. The audience, who had seen it
many times before, responded as totally
and tearfullly as if it were their first
ballet.

The show culminates in the death of
the hero, a commander in the Red army.
Wounded, with his unilorm looking as if
it had been put through a shredder, he is
consumed by flames in a hot finale while
his troops stirringly sing the Interna-
tionale. It was enough to make Barry
Goldwater enlist. Then, in a triumph for
women’s lib, the command is turned over
to the heroine, who clutches this hig red
flag and, cheeks streaked with tears, sobs,
“Red flag, O Red flag, I've found you
at last.” Hmmm. There's more sex and



romance here than meets the eye.

We'd been in China three weeks—two
days to go—and I was tired and crabby.
We werc off to a kindergarten—ijust what
I nced, 1 thought. More kids. Then
they all ran out—the most beguiling,
breath-taking children, the kind of chil-
dren that make you ache to have kids.
Some sat on our laps while others
danced. They made it tough not to cry.
They were irresistible. They touched ev-
eryonc. We had to be pulled away.

We said goodbye to Shanghai at a lav-
ish banquet given for us by the China
Travel Service. There was a goose with
parsley hanging out of its beak, and much
gaicty. We closed with For He's a Jolly
Good Comrade. The next morning, we
flew from Shanghai to Canton. It was
May ninth. This was significant because
it was my birthday. I felt much older.

May tenth—I'm very sad to have to siy
goodbye to our threec main guides. They
are really terribly special and I've come
to care for them a lot. 1 [eel like a morose
camper leaving my counselors at the end
of the summer. We deluge them with
presents [or their children. Everyone has
bought them something and everyone 1s
arying. Lin, glazed and engulfed in gifts,
gasps between sobs. “You know, Chinese
people are supposed to be very reserved.”
We hug her and she tries to regain her
composure and shakes hands goodbye.
We slide away on the train to the tune of
The East Is Red on the loud-speakers.

I'm looking forward to getting back
“home.” As exhilarated, impressed and
deeply moved as I've been in China, 1
don’t want to live there. While my mind
has been boggled and my circuits over
loaded, my senses have scurvy. They're
starving.

We pulled into Hong Kong. You could
tell the border by the boutle caps, the
beer cans, the gum wrappers, the In‘usqllc-
ness of the immigration ofhcials, the
lateness and loudness of the trains and
the indifference of the people. Suddenly,
1 was being shoved again, clutching my
cameras for dear lile. How soon we forget.
Home, sweet home.

1 checked into the Peninsula Hotel
How 1 had dreamed of that moment!
The marble bathrooms, the wall-to-wall,
the room service, the TV console . . . 1t
all fell flar. The Chinese “room boy”—
who was 60 if he was a day—came to ca-
ter o my nceds, and I wanted to cater
to his. “Listen,” I fele like saying, “there’s
this place across the border—you should
see it.” But I thought better of it, and
the next day flew home—first-class, ol
course; the flesh is weak. And so I find
mysell tiptoeing back down the yellow-
brick capitalist
Internationale.

road-—humming the
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mm (conitnued from page 100}

Madison Square Garden—All National-
ities lor Nixon or something. I arrived
just before it got under way. As I arvived,
long-awaited boxes of Nixon buttons
with slogans in everv language imagina-
ble were delivered. They were about to
distribute them when Herb Klein spotted
me. He went over o the boxes of buttons
and studied them briefly. However. Eng-
lish was his only language. He ordered
the buttons dumped. “Destroy them.” he
said. ""We just can’t take the chance.”

After the stock market crashed. Roose-
velt's first order of business was to get the
country on its feet again. Alter the politi-
cal crash of 1968, we got Nixon with his
43 percent mandate, who. as his first
order of business, established the Com-
mittee to Re-elect the President, more
aptly called CREEP.

Perhaps the 1972 Presidential cam-
paign was the first in which one candi-
date participated in every activity right
down 1o the choice ol paper clips and the
other participated in nothing. not even
the reading of newspapers. But it was
nice to know that Nixon and Haldeman
had included me i their thoughts. if not
in their campaign. Actually, McGovern
hadn’t understood what a help T could be
to Nixon, cither. Late in the campaign,
it was evident that the amount and source
ol Nixon’s money weren’t being made
public. so 1 conceived a plan to correct
this oversight.

When Nixon went to John Connally's
ranch in Texas to meet with his fat-cat
friends, there would be a Brink's armored
truck at the ranch to pick up the money—
followed closely by a Mexican laundry
nuck. The idea was too exotic for the
McGoverns. Maybe if I'd been able to
present the plan on 57000 chans like

Gordon Liddy’s, instead of on the back
of a menu from Duke Zeibert's. . . .

Looking back over the last campaign,
one might think that 1972 was the year of
the innovator. The McGoverns brought
us New Politics; the Nixons. political chi-
canery. Not so! In both cases, it was real-
ly new dogs doing old wicks. Twenty
vears belore, Estes Kelauver worked the
primaries with his unwashed bunch, and
more thim 100 years ago, the Republi-
cans (they called them Whigs then) were
using skulduggery.

The Presidential campaign of 1844
wasi't the fust to employ dirty wicks, but
1t may have been the fist 1o conuribute
to our vocabulary. James Polk, the distin-
guished Democrat from Tennessee, was
opposed by Whig Henry Clay of Virginia.
The campaign was particularly  bitter
and on the eve ol the clection, all hell
broke loose. The Chronicle of Ithaca,
New York. a prominent Whig paper,
had come across a journal written by a
Baron von Roorback. titled Roorback’s
Tour Through the Western and Southern
Stales in 1836. In it. the baron told quite
vividly of witnessing “the purchase of 43
slaves by James K. Polk” and how “the
mark of the branding iron and initials of
his name was placed on their shoulders
to distinguish them.” Although the elec-
tion was fast approaching. Whig papers
throughout the country found time to
reprint the story of Polk’s inhumanity.

As it turned out. at that point in time,
there were a few disarepancies in the
story: There had been no slave sale: the
branding scene never ook place; and.
finally, there was no Baron von Roor-
back. The whole thing was moperative.

Polk won the election, but the smear
did a lot to weaken his Presidency. And

the nonexistent Roorback became a com-
mon noun known and used by students
and practitioners of politics for gen-
crations. It can still be found in the
dictionary:

roor’back (roor’biik). n. A defama
tory falsehood published for poli-
tical eftect.

I bring this up because of the [requent
references to Dick Tuck tricks during the
Watergate hearings. Before some itiner-
ant lexicographer comes along and
drops me into a lower-case colloquial
ism, let me make a few things perfectly
clear.

First, it should be noted that Dick
Tuck activities were at least touched
with humor. And it wasn't always easy.
Second, they never comtained malice. al
though some politicians consider a vote
for someone else the most malicious aci
of all. Third, their purpose was to un-
mask the [raud or expose the lool. Fhey
were designed to open up, to ventilate
the situation: they were not surreptitious
or anonymous activities. (I not only
claimed credit; I demanded ic) And, h-
nally. they were not illegal!

Do I deserve some of the blame for
Wateigate? The Nixon people seem to
think so. Some of them. anyway. In fact,
a few wecks belore Haldeman testified, I
ran into him owside the Watergate com-
mittee offices. “You started all this,
Tuck.” he growled. A joke. | thougl, so
I smiled and said, “Yeah, Bob, but you
guys ran it into the ground.”

Well, if my tricks spawned their tricks,
it was more than just a misunderstand-
ing. If people are confusing ne altering
of fortune cookies so that the message
pokes fun at an overserious candidate
with the altering of State Department
cables to make it appear that a martyred
President committed murder, then it's
time to make a distinction or two.

No doubt, Dick Tuck defining dick
tuck is like setting a fox (o guard the hen
house; but il I were to print my own dic-
tonary (in the past, 1 have found that
printing your own paper is the best wily
to ensure a good press), my delinition
would be as follows:

dick tuck® (dik tuk), n. [after a po-
litical figure known [or his use of
lampooning tactics, active mid-
20th Century] 1. A political ac-
tivity, characterized by humor,
devised to unmask. ventilate, bring
to light, debunk, hold up 1o view,
etc., the comical, ludicrous or ridic-
ulous, etc., incongruities, follics,
abuses and stupidities, ete., esp. of
a candidate for ofhce. 2. A political
prank. 3. Archaic. A witty, kind,
genial fellow.
Syn. Boston Tea Party
Ant. Watergate
*Americanism
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NEUROSES OF THE RICH

found a profitable answer are now the
proper object of public concern—along
with those whose ancestors asked and an-
swered lor them and. additionally. it now
appears, quite a few who simply helped
themselves. Yet the academic preoccupi-
tion remains unchanged. The poor are
still being studied. The Ford Foundation
is financing practically no work on the
rich. It is this situation that the present
essay is designed, in some small part
to correct.

I've been studying the problems of the
rich under exceptionally favorable cir-
cumstances in the village of Gstaad in
Switzerland. Partly, this is the resule of
an accident: I started going there to write
some I8 vears ago. and the rich moved in
on me. Of necessity, though, my observa-
tion has been somewhat at second hand.
A scholar who is working on Watts, Bed-
ford-Stuyvesant or the Appalachian Pla-
teau can get out with his people. 11 you
are a serious writer, that is impossible
with the rich. It is the nature ol the
wealthy existence that it involves the
most claborate possible waste of time.
(Wasting time is also commonplace in
university circles and, indeed, some ol my
academic colleagues have raised it 1o the
level of a scholarly rite.) However, hear-
ing of my interest, a couple of exceedingly
handsome women—one the wife of a
motion-picture producer, the other ol
an Italian automobile magnate—volun-
teered to help. Both were in a position
1o waste a great deal ol time.

The last great tract on the problems
ol the rich, The Theory of the Letsure
Class, was written by Thorstein Veblen
just belore the turn of the century. (A
new edition, for which I have written an
introduction, has recently been brought
out by Houghton Miflin. Tt is a marvel-
ous book, for which this parenthetical
aside should be considered a conmnercial.)
Much, we have discovered, has changed
since then. In 1899, wealth, by itself, was
a source ol distinction. It was necessary
only that people knew one had it. Accord-
ingly, Veblen wrote of the ways by which
the wealthy advertised their wealth—
of the methodology of conspicuous
consumption, conspicuous waste and
conspicuous leisure. Mansions, carriages,
clothes and social festivity were the most
suitably conspicuous [orms of consump-
tion. Il carried beyond a certain point of
excess, all involved a satislactory muni-
[estation of waste. Leisure, in a world
where nearly everyone had to work to
survive, was sufliciently conspicuous in
itsell. But the point could be driven
home by dothing—corsets, hoop skirts,
high silk hats—that was palpably incon-
sistent with any form of roil.

(continued from page 129)

The modern problem of the rich is
simple: Wealth is no longer exceptional
and thercfore no longer a source of dis
tinction. Yet the rich still yearn for dis-
tinction. The problem is exacerbated by
their strong tribal tendencies. They flock
and hunt together, and if everyone
around is loaded, money and conspicuous
expenditure do even less for an mdividu-
al. (In addition to the usual induce-
ments—the seasons, tradition and the tax
authorities—whim appears to play a role
in the migratory tendencies of the rich.
My rescarchers told me that on a certain
day last winter, Gstaad suddenly hecame
unfashionable and the rich all went to
Rio [or the carnival. An i
uaveler of the rich,
[unds bur who could not afford o be

ring fellow

who was without

separated {rom the mob, took himsell.
according o legend. to the neighboring
town ol Buhle and had a trusted ally mail

prearranged postcards home from Brazil.)
In any case, last winter a man who lost
S100.000 at backgammon in one evening
got almost no notoriety lrom his outlay
and very few invitations as a result. In
an even sadder case, a woman who com
bines great wealth with repellent appear-
ance and advauced nymphomania paid
5300.000 for a lover—the technique is 10
deposit the money in the local hank and
to ensurc reliability and durability by
limiting the amount that cin be with-
drawn in any month—and got no mile-
age from it at all, only the lover. One ol
my assistants, the wile of the motorcar
man, says she was once propositioned by
a 20-vear-old Italian who wanted only an
automobile. She offered to put him in
touch with the wife of a good used-car
dealer.

There 1s a further problem with the
classical forms ol conspicuous consump-
tion: They are often positively inconsist-
ent with the quest for distinction. Thus,

“Bul you were voted the year's most cooperative
starlet, Miss LaFever!”
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extra weight and a boozy appearance,
once an index of rank, are now damag-
ing for a woman and no longer do much
even for an Englishman of noble birth.
The average proletarian, alter having
dined with the rich, would stop on the
way home for a hamburger. Similarly,
houses without people to manage them
reduce the owners to work, which is an
undistinguished thing. Broadly speaking,
no one i the United States or Europe
ever serves anyone else except as a matter
ol stark necessity. Additionally, houses
that are merely expensive are said to lack
taste—because they usually do. Something
can be done to neutralize the latter charge
by hiring a decorator. A local aspirant
gets some mileage from having the only
house decorated by Valerian Rybar for a
reputed hundred grand. But with most
other decorators, there is the problem
that one must live with the result. Some-
times, although not often, even the rich
are sensitive.

Finally, although it is tough to work,

idleness no longer has any affirmative
value. On the contrary, it has come 1o be
believed that an idle man is unimportant.
If & woman is sufficiently beautiful and
has a good figure, she can survive idleness,
for it is taken for granted that she has
ways of occupying at least part of her
time. But this role also invites
criticism.

So a person must be both rich and

now

distinguished, and distinction is some-
thing that money will no longer buy.
To be rich and commonplice is to live on
the edge of despair. There are tribal
dinners, cocktail parties, gay informal
luncheons, receptions for visiting movie
producers. stars or divectors, and the un-
distinguished remain at home. They essay
festivities on their own, but except for a
few characters of dehicient wit who are
known to be getting by on their wits, no
one shows up.

Meanwhile, an effort o cultivate an
aspect of importance encounters grave
natural himdicaps. The local sample of

the rich includes a number of individ-
uals whose families, former husbands or
business firms consider it highly advan-
tageous that they live at the greatest pos-
sible distance. That is to say that they
lack intelligence, charm, emotional sta-
bility or any other known attainment,
including the ability to read without un-
due movement of the lips. And quite
generally, the merely rich lack the ability
to command the favorable atention they
crave, and the ability to do so disinte-
grates further with age. One of my re-
searchers says firmly that the average rich
man has only one chance to excel these
days: “He’s got to be a real clown.” To
fend off age, a fair number even resort to
a local clinic where they are injected with
cells, said to be superior to their own,
that are supposed to keep them young
and virile. However, my other researcher
is bearish, or certainly not bullish, about
this: “The most it's ever done for any
man I've known is to give him a sore ass.”
In addition to the cells, the two drug-
stores m Gstaad cater to a major concen-
tration of customers lor fraudulent pills
to prevent aging.

From the foregoing, it will seem that
the aflluent are now not nearly as happy
as Veblen's conspicuous but uncompli-
cated rich. The past year, however, may
have altered things a bit. Some of the rich,
oddly enough, have had their neuroses
subsumed by old-fashioned worry about
money. In Gstaad, a distinction is made
between the rich and “the only two-house
rich.” The latter, who may also be refu-
gees from alimony or the IRS, spend
pretty much all of the money they get.
For many, income comes in dollars. The
several devaluations, adding up to around
30 percent, although they scem not to
have weakened anyone's faith in the
Republicans as staunch defenders of the
dollar, had a marked eltect on people’s
personal economy. Quite a few ol the
afflicted stopped me in the village to ask
my views on the monetary situation; and
twice couples have crept into our apart-
ment to inquire. One man, with a look of
woe I haven't seen since our troops over-
ran Dachau, said he might have to 20 10
work. He had never tried it

I endeavored to help by telling my
patients, if they were Americans, th
they should count on the dollar's going
to zero or perhaps a trifle below. As 1
developed this thesis, I could see a difler-
ent look—that of anxiety—spreading
over the leisure-ravaged faces. T knew T
had rescued fellow humans rom the
deeper anxieties of the rich and returned
them to the simple, old-fashioned, man-
ageable worries about money that every-
one else has,

Y



the girls of SKIING

longstay ski bum. The latter, a scason-
pass skier, is the purist, the devotee. She's
often an expert who assaults life with all
the verve she brings to every slalom.
Twenty-four-year-old Hedy Chew, who fi-
nances her snowy pursuits by working as
2 model and sometime hula dancer in the
Mt Snow area, is typical. She revels in
the outdoors with a consummate zest; for
when she’s not digging her edges into
hard pack, she’s flying on water skis, play-
ing tennis, hiking or cooking (barbecue,
of course). Blonde and bluc-eyed Debbie
Chenoweth candidly lists her occupation
as ski bum. The daughter of a film pro-
ducer, she says, "'l came to Vail because
1 won a trip on The Dating Game TV
show and got into the place so much that
I decided to stay the winter.”

The principal thing to remember
about girls who spend the season in or
near a wintersports area is that they're
fiercely independent creatures—high-
spirited and outgoing, in the main.
Their preferences run to all kinds of
men, but there is one type that, it seems
universally agreed, gets nowhere: the
paternal sort. We asked Belgium-born
Marlon Ellis, of Buttermilk, about her
prelerence in men: “I'm most attracted to
the down-to-earth type,” she rold us.

Mammoth's Kerrie Gorman—who ad-
mits, “I'm ready to go anywhere or try
anvthing, as long as it's challenging and
stimulating to my mind”"—leans toward
the “strong-minded man who’s not hung
up on routine.”

Clearly, one necdn't be a ski aficionado
to strike up a friendship with a ski girl.
Nevertheless, it’s good to keep in mind
that the miss who's limited to weekend
wintering—though she, too, may be a
schuss-booming expert—is seldom as ded-
icated to the sport as her zealous counter-
part. Sheridan Tumler just recently
caught the skiing bug: but her studies
at San Fernando Valley State College in
Northridge confine her participation to
weekends. “Frankly, I haven’t the time or
the money,” she says, “to devote myself
full time to skiing.” Sheridan, a for-
mer high school record-holding track
athlete, also plays tennis on her college
championship team. “Naturally,” she de-
clares, “because I'm involved with colle-
giate sports, I have to worry about
getting hurt skiing. Who needs a broken
leg on the tennis teams:”

Yoga instructor and movie actress Judy
Plaft spent vacations in Aspen and seri-
ously considered living there until she
landed a part in Larry (Goodbye, Colum-
bus) Peerce's film The Sporting Club. I
have to say,” says Judy, “I miss the guys
I used to meet in Aspen. They were both
sensitive and adventurous—a great com-
bination. But when Pecrce offered me the
chance to fly to the movie location in

(continued from page 151)

Arkansas for a screen test, I couldn’t pack
soon enough.”

But what is it that Tures these people
to the slopes? When a publicist for Ver-
mont’s Sugarbush Mountain polled a
representative group of skiers, more than
half of those surveyed listed exercise as
skiing’s greatest benefit. About onc out
of five replied that for him—or her—
romantic social experience (primarily
aprés-ski)y was the sport's greatest entice-
ment. “Where elsc but at a ski resort,”
claimed one enthusiast, “can you find
such a [antastic combination of great
food, constant booze and beautiful

chicks?” Those polled were also asked,
“Why do you ski¥" Morc than a third
echoed the sentiments of one pretty coed,
“f like the accomplishment, the sensation
of winning my own personal battle with
the elements.” But nearly as many (most-
ly mal¢) answered, “1 don’t care what

skiing is supposed to mean; I'm here for
one reason—sex.”

There definitely is something about
the atmosphere of a ski resort—whether
it’s in the East or the West—that's condu-
cive to developing casual friendly re-
lationships with a wide variety of
unusually attractive girls. Just a glance at
our pictorial will confirm that no part of
the country where skiing thrives is short
on the supply of such delights. From the
East, we have girls from New Jersey and
Vermont; from the Rockies, from Colo-
rado and Utah; and from the Far West.
from California and Nevada. And though
she may not be aware of it, each girl is
subtly influenced by her region.

Easily identifiable, the girls of the West
Coast are, in most cases, more freewhecl-
ing and informal than their sisters to the
east, and their approach to life is disarm-
ingly open. Sue Cary, a drama studeat
and dirt-riding motorcyclist when she’s
not skiing at California’s Mammoth

165



PLAYROY

166

Mountain, claims she has “a thing for
total honesty.” Currently trying to break
into disc jockeying, while enrolled at
Los Angeles City College, Sue confesses,
“I'm most partial to truthful guys who are
generous and enthusiastic, and whenever
I go skiing, I have no wouble finding
them.” Parttime ski instructor Renee
Smith, 23, also of Mammeoth. savs she had
little patience for the kind of life she was
leading in L.A. “The city isn't any place
for a recent divorcee like mysell,” she ex-
plains. “I had to get away from the old
routine; and even though salaries aren’t
as good here. I make enough by giving
lessons to support muysell, pay lor my
skiing—and have a better time than I
would at home.”

In contrast. the girls from Rockies re-
sorts scem  a bit more crutious—Dbut
considerably more down to earth—than
the Far Western breed, Generally from
higher-income homes. principally in the
Southwest and Midwest, they dig good
times with an intensity equal to anyone's,
but they're less likely to impart transcen-
dental virtues 1o having fun. A salient
example is Vail's Jacqueline Billings. an
ex—English teacher and former Peace
Corps volunteer who insists, “I couldn't
go back to a city to mmry a man who
didn’t want this kind of life. Most quys
spend their whole lives working, looking
forward to wking two-week vications to
do what I'm doing all vear. I don’t feel my
lifestyle is escapist. This is the way people
should live. People have just as many
problems here, but whatever difficulties
arise, they're not compounded by pollu-
tion, garbage strikes and traffic. In Vail, |
have everything I need—except, maybe,
# good Chinese restaurant.”

America’s first winter resorts grew up
along the Eastern Seaboard, and here
tradition exerts a powerful—some say
charming, some say stifling—influence
on the sport. In 1940, Stowe, in central
Vermont, opened its lifts as the first
bona fide ski area in the eastern United
States; and within a few snowfalls, irs
combination of breath-tiking beauty,
challenging wails and Colonial Ameri-
can charm became the most desirable
for any winter vacation. Because of
their proximity to the Atlantic mega-
lopolis, Easiern resorts today swell with
humanity, especially on weekends. The
girls who dot the hills of New York,
Maine, Vermont and New Hampshire
are more apt to be there for the weckend
conventional  two-week vacation
than for the entire season. Here, that cf-
fusive miss you meet on a chair lift is
more likely to be a student or a working
girl and, on the average, she'll be a vear
or two younger than the mountain maids
of the West,

Most New Yorkers are drawn to Ver-
mont, while lor Boston-area urbanites,
New Hampshire resorts are the magnet.
An exception o that rule, however, is

Boston’s Sandy Talt, 26, who not only
made lift money by serving cocktails at a
Mt. Snow restaurant but entered the
Miss Mt. Snow and Miss Vermont heauty
contests, winning the latter three years
ago. “Since graduating from college,”
says Sandy with a shrug, “I haven’t found
anything I really want to do—excepr
ski.” A weekend Snow bird is 26-year-old
Pamicia Louzan, a firstgrade teacher liv-
ing in a Boston suburb. Like many en-

terprising Eastern ski fans, Patwricia and
three other girls rent a chalet in Vermont
for the winter. “Nearly every Friday,”
she says, “I leave right after work and
drive from Boston 10 Mt. Snow. Most
weekends, the roads are clear and the trip
ravely takes more than three hours. By
carly that evening, we're dancing at a bar
called Far City and, by Satnrday morn-
ing, we're skiing.” Great Gorge, New Jer-
sey's largest ski site, is less than two hours
from Manhatzan. Much of its popularity
is due 1o such amenities as illuminated
trails for night skiing, a 27-hole golf
course. horseback riding and the 700-
room Playboy Club-Hotel.

The Rockies, more distant Irom our
principal population centers, draw fewer
weekend skiers—and more exponents of
the singular lifestyle crudely dubbed ski
bumming. One practitioner of that style
is Aspenite Garric Walls, who tends bar
in Beverly Hills during the off season. I
suppose.” she admits, “that I am a ski
bum, but T really don't like the erm.
The implication is that those of us who
lead this kind of life don’t work. and
nothing could be further from the truth,
A season pass,” she explains, “costs about
S300: and whether I waitress, wash dishes
or instruct, 1 carn every cent that pays
for my skiing” It is, alter all, the skiing
that draws so many 10 the Rocky Moun-
tains. Aspen, with its four major ski sites,
250 miles of 1rail. 70 lodges and never-
ending night life, seems the embodiment
ol a winter-lover’'s paradise. As North
America’s most  extensive ski  resort,
Aspen combines a monumental range of
choice with a sense of tolerince that led
to the candidacy of Rolling Stone editor
Hunter Thompson for sherifl there.

Newer Breckenridge bills itsell as “the
[amily ski resort,” but the pristine qual-
ity ol its powder was enough to convinee
Norwegian-born  ski  insuructor Inger
Tragethon 1o apply for U.S. citizenship,
Jackson Hole, in Wyoming’s Big Sky
country, is the U. S. choice for this year's
Alpine Ski Championships, and with
good reason. Situated in the broad ex-
panses of Teton National Forest, Jackson
hoasts one bowl that can serve as the
apotheosis of Westernstyle skiing. It’s
called the Rendezvous and its tree-free
slope is a quarier of a mile wide. At Sun
Valley. the ski dvifter mingles with the
movie star as well as the leisured classes,
and head man Bill Janss warns the new-
comer to “count on a week 1o ski all the
runs.” As a rewreat for such luminaries as

Ernest Hemingway, this elegant resort in
Idaho’s Sawtooth Mountains gained fame
and a jetset crowd that demanded—and
got—the best.

/ail, Colorado’s Tyrolean fantasyland,
has completed a sister resort. Vail /Lions-
Head, that offers its typically cosmopol-
it clientele even more fresh powder,
unsurpassed  accommodations.  diverse
aprésski pastimes and calculated Alpine
charm. Indeed, it would be difficult 1o
name a winter resort as meticulously
planned as Vail, where everything from
trail expansion to town landscaping 1o
gasstation decor is defined by law. And
though the girls of this resort are sup-
posed to be more reserved than their
rossmountain rivals at Aspen, they
claim—and vigorouslv—that their hrand
of Western hospitality is as openhanded
as anyone's.

In Calilornir, miners in the Siervas
were strapping  Norwegian-type snow-
shoes to their hoots as carly as 1851,
These snowshoes differed from the com-
monly scen Canadian (or webbed) vari-
ety in that they were boards usually hewn
from spruce. By today's standards, these
primitive skis were ludicrously long
(some measured 20 feet), bur the feq-
tures of turned-up toes and narrow widih
make the Norwegian snowshoe quite rec-
ognizable to any latter-day  powder
lover. As legend has it, the miners not
only used their spruces to cur across bliz.
zard-battered mountain trails but held
ski rices and other winter events for fun.

Yet, despite California’s emly inmro-
duction to the sport. it was nearly three
generations before the first site, Sugar-
bowl. appeared there—in 1938. Today
there is no paucity of superlative ski set-
ups in the state, nor is there any shortage
of Golden State girls enlivening them.
The many Angelenos featured in our
pictorial, for mstance, are most olten
drawn to Mammoth Mountain, one of the
state’s biggest. On any given weekend
from November to as late as July, tram-
loads of singles head for Aammoth's
complex of condominiums and gemiil-
lich lodges. One regular is vegetarian
Becky Harlowe, who seems quite happy
with her healthy, if ascetic, existence ag
Mammoth. When she's not immersing
herself in Vedic mythology. Buddhisi
philosophy, the works of Indian mystic
Krishnamurti or other methods of inner
discovery, Becky spends her spare oft-
slope hows distributing organic soaps
and food supplements 1o local head shops.
“No nine-to-five life for me,” she avers.

Becky and her conlreres, whether they
be at Vail, Stowe or Sun Valley, are the
incarnation  of your fantasy of that
girl by the fireplace. Next time you see
her, just walk over and say hello. That'll
be the first step in turning your dream

into reality,
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INNA' NOSE!!!

THAT BIG CREEP!

1 TURN ON

DAMN IT! (M SICK N TIRED OF
GETTIN' DUMPED ON Jus' CAUSE

TURN O OCASIONALLY, NORML
SEZ’ THEY (AN HELR. 1w GAMBLE
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YEAH! THAT DIDN' TAKE LONG!
e T S e
R UN’

¥ MORE! g AN'DAS A FACT!!

(‘ |
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. BUMPER STICKERS: Just
e for 1t Stusbebaloe Coupe
of yours.
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. National Organizatiod for the Reform of Marijuans Laws
: 1237 22nd STREET, N.W., WASHINGTON, D.C. 20037

§ You bet! I wanna® give Mr. NORML a hand in his fight against the forces
of evil and injustice and make a new man oula’ myself at the same time!
1 0 1 enclocs $15.00 membership fee. (Students and Militery $10.00)

. OI'm not a joiner but 1 atill wanna'
help out with a contribution "couse 1
1 believe in what you're doing.

OT'm a doer and 1'd like to work for
marijuana reform in my area, Let me
know what I can do to help.

1 Send along the following NORMI. goodies; All the proceeds from the sale

g o these items goes toward furthering the fight.
' LIBERATE MARI- TEE SHIRTS
JUANA STAMPS —nhirts @ $3.00 ench
1 sheeta @ $1.00 each Specily S M L XL
‘ BUMFPER STICKERS
—stickers @ 25¢ each

LIBERATE MARI-
JUANA BUTTONS
: d —buttons @& B0¢ each
CLOTH PATCHES LIBERATE MARI-

0 —_patches @ $1.00 each  FjANA POSTERS
1 —posters @ $1.25 each

MARIJUANA
PENALTY POSTERS
—posters @ $1.25 each
GOLD MARIJUANA
LEAF FINS

—pins @ $1.00 each

1
1 City and State

Pleass Print

Zip.
A

HEY FLOYD! HERE'S A
LI'L SOMETHIN' THAT 4
[ OWE V. %

‘“---H-“------ -------------‘

e

OH Wow, mick!
Ya' REALLY

YOU A NEW MAN!

RE you "‘bummed-out™ by the tac-

tics of bullies who kick sand in the

face of your constitutional nights? Do
you get to feeling like a ""97 pound
weakling’” when you see your friends ar-
rested and jai](‘.’dy;:ll' possession . . . when
you know that the LAWS AGAINST
MARIJUANA ARE A CRIME? Do
you get agitated by the thousands of
needless *‘busts’ which make crimi-
nals of well over 200,000} people every
yenr? PEOPLE JUST LIKE YOUR-
SELF! Do you seethe in frustration in
the mistaken belief that nll you can do
is incur legel fees nnd think of yourself
as a “‘scrawny-nmit’’ when the same
thing happens to you?

Dynamic Leverage From Unused
Muscles Brings Results ., . FAST!

Alone, you can complain to your local
newspaper, Your COngressman or your-
self . . . with the same results—Zilch!
Alone, you can insure that repressive
social legislation stays on the books for

future use . . . AGAINST YOU! Alone,
you are powerless. But, through NORML
you'll discover powers you never knew
you had.

Try Mr. NORML's Method Of
Dynamic Leverage!

INORML is a non-profit organization of
concerned people who, every day, are ac-
tively involved IN THE COURTS and
with the LAWMAKERS in the fight to
DECRIMINALIZE MARIJUANA, We
know we'll succeed; the laws MUST BE
CHANGED! But it's still a long uphill
battle. And NO KIDDIN® folks . . . we
really need your help. So fill out and
mail the handy coupon today and as a
member we’ll send you a subscription to
our newsletter, **“The Leaflet*’, literature
which analyzes the Pot Laws state hy
state, and a full size, full color, Man-
jusna Penalty poster, suitable for fram-
mng. Do it today! NORMLize yourself
and we guarantee you’ll be a NEW
MAN!
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MINIMAID

She’s just what all you rec-room chauvinists
need—a 32-inch-high, battery-powered blonde
barmaid-with-cart who'll fetch your hooze
from distances up to 40 feet via a push-button
remote-control box and not talk back. The
pliable little lady costs $150 and, if you'll
excuse the expression, her parts are warranted
against mechanical failure. Order from

The Game Room, P. O. Box 1816, Washington,
D.C. Geez, Lester, 1s your kid sister stacked!

BLACK COMEDY
Sure, Mickey Mouse and Bugs Bunny were just
cute cartoon animals, but somehow you knew
they also were Caucasian middle-class creatures.
Now Ralph (Fritz the Cat, Heavy Traffic)
Bakshi and Albert (The Godfather) Ruddy
have combined their talents to produce a
no-jive, leaturelength, semianimated film
called Coon Skin—a funny, violent history of
blacks in America as seen through honkie eyes.

k’fh—th-tlmt's all, white folks!

PLAYBOY POTPOURRI

people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

DOWNHILL ROCKER
In the movies, there's always some wild, James Bond-type music
playing as our hero schusses down the mountain to save a blonde
in distress. But in real life, even with all the snow bunnies
around, it’s often kind of Ionely up there on top of Old Smoky. So,
if you like to take some sound along, the Garcia Corporation (329
Alfred Avenue, Teaneck, New Jersey) is marketing, for $95, a kit
that includes a carrying pouch for your own radio or tape deck,
goggles with earphone band and a conventional headband for
soundless skiing. And when music isn't in the offing, you can always
listen to the news. On second thought, scratch that.

WALL BALL
Open a wallpaper-sample book and in no time at all, you're goofy
from looking at all those solids and stripes going every which
way. So you just pay your money and take your chance, right? Well,
a lady named Marsha DeAnne of Designs by DeAnne (222 North
Washtenaw Street, Chicago) has a better idea. She creates personal-
ized wallpaper by researching whatever you choose—from erotica
to law (as seen below) to a history of yourself; she then designs a
photo montage that tells the story and transfers it to pa per, all for a
fee commensurate with the finished product. Look! Up on the
wall!l It’s a bird! It's a plane! No, it's you—all over!

A Vow ot L rvaseny
why avery bamity

_l.,iin_- |.-um
i




NOEL CELEBRATION
In his prolific life, the late Sir Noel
Coward was author of more than 50 plays
and revues, and come this February
28, his final two plays will be showcased
when Coward in Two Keys opens
on Broadway. Starring in the production
are Anne Baxter, Jessica Tandy and
Hume Cronyn. Hume Cronyn? You mean
that rat Captain Muncie didn’t really
catch his at the end of Brute Force?

LITTLE ONES

OUT OF BIG ONES

A few years ago, G. Gordon Liddy types
would have swallowed secret documents
when the going got rough; but now, of
course, they feed them into the maw of a
machine with the Watergate Seal of Ap-
proval—the Shredmaster paper shredder.
For smalltime operators, the $280 desktop
model will undoubtedly suffice, but if
you're truly into something big, spend
about $3900 and get the Conveyor 400.
It’s the answer to a paranoiac’s prayers.

RACK PIPE

Everybody’s smoking something
weird these days. But for the ul-
timate in bizarre puffing, settle
back in your easy chair and light
up a deer’s antler. It seems a guy
named Bob Bane has formed a
company called Creative Antler
(P.O. Box 257, Hunter, New York)
and is selling all manner of exotic
horn pipes as well as ones made
from the fossilized teeth of whales
and walruses. Twenty dollars will
get you a pleasant but unpreten-
tious white-tailed deer’s tip; $500,
on the other hand, brings a truly
munificent moose rack with a four-
foot-long stem. Pass the black shag,
Woatson, this case calls for a
three-point pipe.

TRAPPED BEAVER

You might want to get one as a
joke. You might want one as a
kinky item for your cocktail
table—or as a flowerpot. Then
again, in these permissive times,
you really might want to put your
mate under lock and key.

A California blacksmith named
Beau Hickory (337 Bellevue Ave-
nue, Daly City) has resurrected the
techniques of his medieval fore-
hears and is forging chastity belts.
Hickory, who also makes breast-
plates, swords, helmets and other
armor, plus such contemporary
items as cutlery and body jewelry
(the nonlocking kind), charges -
about 590 to $125 for belts. After
all, they're custom fitted.

AD VENTURE
If you think wine prices are
sky-high, you will probably pass
out upon learning there’s
an antique dealer who is asking
$8500 for an empty bottle of
Coke. But the bottle is no ordi-
nary one—and neither is the
place of exhibition—The Great
Mid-Atantic Advertising Show,
to be held this February 23 and
24 in the Gaithersburg,
Maryland, fairgrounds. The
wares of over 100 dealers speciat:
izing in advertising memora-
bilia will be on display and you
can browse through thousands
of items such as Piel Beer
trays, Tareyton counter cards,
Dutch Master Cigar tins, Frans
Siddalls soap boxes and Dr.
Sweet's root-beer mugs . . . all
priced between 35 cents and
$3500. And now a word from
our sponsor. . . .
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PLAYBOY lNTERVlEW (continued from page 72)

few years ago. there was a period when
movies couldn’t show a husband and wife
in bed together, even if they were just
reading magazines, Now you can see that
on any TV show. There’s a much more
honest approach. But what happens—
and it’s the same thing with politics—is
that the pendulum swings too far, the
scale tips over and falls back with a crash.
PLAYBOY: How would you characterize
yoursell politicly?

EASTWOOD: I'm a political nothing. I
mean, I hate to be categorized. I'm cer-
tainly not an extremist; the best thing
you can say about extremists, either right
or left, is that they're boring people. Not
very flexible people. 1 suppose I'm a
moderate, but 1 could be called a lot of
things. On certain things I could be
called very liberal; on others, very con-
servative.

PLAYBOY: Which things?

EASTWOOD: I'in liberal on civil rights,
conservative on Government spending.
PLAYBOY: What areas of Government
spending?

EASTWOOD: I think the attitude that Big
Daddy’s going to take over has become a
kind of mental sickness. I don’t think
Government  programs should be de-
signed o encourage freeloading. The
Government has to help people, to some
degree, but it should bhe encouraging
people to make something of themselves.
PLAYBOY: You're not against unemploy-
ment insurance, are you?

EASTWOOD: No., I've collected it often
enough. Though when I see what it is
today—something like $85 a week—I
wonder what the hell I'm doing working.
But I don’t know, I suppose with infla-
ton it’s not worth much more than the
20-something a week T used to get.
PLAYBOY: You say you're a liberal on civil
rights; what about civil liberties? How
do you fecl about wire tapping, electronic
surveillance?

EASTWOOD: Whatever the reasons are,
whatever the hell the law finally states, |
just don’t think it’s morally right. Same
as I think the morality of President Nix-
on’s making those tapes in the Oval Of-
fice was bad. Innocent people were in
there talking to him—Ilike the prime
minister of some country—very frankly
stating their points of view with no idea
that their  conversations  were being
taped. President Nixon knew. They
didn't. If T knew I was bugeing a room
aud 1 was going 1o keep the tapes for his-
tory, I sure as hell wouldn’t say anything
on tape that might couvict me. If every-
thing I said in Lew Wasserman’s office
here at M.C.A., or in the offices of what-
ever studio I'm dealing with, was taped,
I certainly would 1alk a little more care-
fully than I usually do. But I don’t want
to find out all my conversations are going
straight to the M.C.A. Tower.

170 PLAYBOY: Are they?

EASTWOOD: Probably. No, they aren't. I
checked it out.

PLAYBOY: Really?

EASTWOOD: No. but that’s the way things
have gotten these days. Everybody bug-
ging everyhody.

PLAYBOY: Or investigating everybody.
What's your opinion of the attitude John
Ehrlichman expressed during the Water-
gate hearings—that more character inves-
tigations should be conducted to unearth
such things as politicians” drinking hab-
its? Would you run such a check on
somehody who came to work for you?
EASTWOOD: Every company checks on a
person’s references. You call his former
boss and ask why this guy left, il he
was dismissed, and for what reason. If I
found out a guy was an absolute lush, I
wouldn’t hire him. I'm sure that right
now a lot of people are asking why Presi-
dent Nixon didn't check further into for-
mer Vice-President Agnew's background.
or why there are so many people around
him who seem to be of questionable
honor. You'd have to say that he's a very
poor judge of character. And, on the
other side. a lot af people wondered whv
Senator McGovern didn’t check out Sen-
ator Eagleton. But to go back to hiring
somebody myselfl, well, I'm not going to
scrutinize the type of women he goes out
with and all that, because I don't care.
And I wouldn't want him scrutinizing
me the same way.

PLAYBOY: How would you react if some-
body did run a check like that on you,
complete with private detectives?
EASTWOOD: | wouldn’t like it, but basical-
Iv I wouldn’t give a damn. I'm an actor,
and actors are expected to be screwhalls.
People would sav. vou know, “What
clsex” But with politicians, people ex-
pect—or at least hope for—the best.
They're concerned if their Senator is out
getting five-o-twos or out boozing.
PLAYBOY: Five-o-twos?

EASTWOOD: Drunk-driving citations, That
kind of thing would probably make me
vote for the guy, though. When Senator
McGovern told that jerk who was harass-
ing him to “Kiss my ass.” I started think-
ing, “This guy is all of a sudden
sounding good to me.” Not beciuse he
used profanity but because he had a
human reaction; he was tired of heing
bugged. When Harry Truman told off
that critic who said his daughter couldn’t
sing, called him a stupid son of a bitch—
or whatever the hell he called him—it was
the natural reaction of a father express-
ing resentment at  somebody  attack-
ing his daughter. I think that appealed
to a lot of people. Politics is a tough busi-
ness and you have to be tough to stay in
it. I mean, nobody came over more virtu-
ous than Senator McGovern, but I'm
sure that he's a tough guv. I'm sure he
isn’t quite as Percy Kilbride as his image
was presented; to be where he is today, as

a Senator of the United States, he must
have been in on some good infighting.
PLAYBOY: Whatever your opinion of
McGovern, are you suspicious ol most
politicians?

EASTWOOD: No, T don’t think I'm a toral
negativist on that, but I do think this
Watergate thing is making people cyni-
cal. I hate to see the public get so callous
about it, not care anymore, heciuse they
should care. So that things like Watergate
won't happen again. Same as il maybe
the Bobby Baker thing had been puisued
as vigorously us the Watergine thing has.
to find the connections between Baker
and the hierarchy. it might have set an
example. If nothing else, Watergate,
right through the Ellsherg thing, was the
dumbest-handled thing in the world., I'm
glad it was exposcd, for the sake of furn-
ing off what might have been a danger-
ous trend, but I'd hate o think that owr
intelligence forces around the world
were operating as clumsily as that group.
Leaving money in telephone booths. It
was like a poor man’s James Bond movie.
PLAYBOY: I[ you were going to do Warer-
gﬂl‘_‘ s an ;lll\‘(_'llflll'(_‘ movie——
EASTWOOD: I wouldn't do 1. I think Perer
Sellers would.

PLAYBOY: Another opinion expressed by
Ehrlichman during the Witergate hem-
ings was that virtually any action—such
as burglrizing Ellsberg’s psychiatrist’s
office—was justifiable if it was being
done in the name of national SCCUriLy.
for the President of the United States.
How do vou [eel about that?

EASTWOOD: I don't think that's at all jus-
tifiable. T think he was just trying o ra
tonalize his way out ol a very diflicult
situation. Where does this kind of thing
end? My latest picture, Magnum Foree,
is all about that: about what happens
when the Law decides it's above the law.
Pretty soon everybody's burglarizing. If
breaking and entering are considered
legal under any circumstances, T think
pretry soon we'll all juse go hreaking into
a neighbor’s house and lift whatever we
liappen o want or need. Maybe informa-
tion, maybe his wallet.

PLAYBOY: Whiat would you do if somebody
broke into your house?

EASTWOOD: He'd risk getting shot.
PLAYBOY: Do you keep a loaded gun in
your house?

EASTWOOD: Yes, 1 have guns: bur with
kids, one has to be very inteHigent abow
where one places them. My kids play
with toy guns, or my hoy does, but I've
taken him out to the range where 1 fire
pistols and I've always instilled in his
mind that one kind of gun is a plaything
and another is the real thing. There's no
use trying to tell him not to have any-
thing to do with guns. You can be an ide-
alist and not buy war wys, but a boy will
still pick up a stick and play shoot-"em-up.
PLAYBOY: You had your children rather
late in your marriage, in comparison
with some couples. How did it feel 1o



become a father after 15 years?
gasTwooD: I think it felt better for me at
this age than it would have when T was
2]. (rying to start a career. I wasn't
broke, like my father was when he had
me. 1 suppose that’s the reason we had
them late in life. But I think I appreciate
kids more now, much more.

PLAYBOY: Your work has required you to
be gone from home a great deal, some-
times on long locations
EASTWOOD: I wasn’t even in this country
when Kyle was born. L was in Europe on
location for Where Eagles Dare. 1 hope
that sort of thing won't have to happen
again.

PLAYBOY: In any case. vour wile has had to
be both father and mother to the kids it
times. How does she feel about thatz
EAsTWoOD: Well, she prelers it when I'm
around. Naturally. At least 1 hope so. |
think she does.

pLAYBOY: Of all the flms vou've acted
in or directed, what was your [avorite
location?

EASTWOOD: Working in Carmel for Musty
was great, being near home. 1 also liked
the location for High Plains Drifler at
June Lake, cast of Yosemite. And Thun-
devbolt and Lightfool—the new film I'm
in with Jelf Bridges, George Kennedy
and Geoffrey Lewis—was shot near Great
Falls, Montana. Beautiful country. I've
enjoyed all the locations. What 1 don’t
like is long locations. I hate long movices.
pLAYBOY: What do vou consider a long
movic?

EASTWOOD: One that takes more than
three months. Kelly's Heroes, in Yugo-
slavia, was about five and a half or six
months; Paint Your Wagon was five
months. in Baker, Oregzon. There wasn't
anything very exciting there—especially
for five months.

pLavBoy: What did you do lor Kicks?
eastwooD: They had a ninehole goll
course, so I played goll I rented a farm
outside town, about 10 acres, had ducks
in a pond. Slopped the hogs for the guy
who owned the farm.

pLAYBOY: And in the evening you'd sit
around the campfire, singing Lerner and
Loewe songs?

gAsTwooD: Right. “Tenting on the old
campground.”

PLAYBOY: Where's your next location?
EASTWOOD: Our next project—we don't
even have the title yet, but I'll be direct-
ing it, not acting in 1 —will be on loca-
tion cose by, near Los Angeles. It's a
suspense film.

PLAYBOY: Do you plin to go on alternat-
ing berween acting and directing?
EASTWOOD: Eventually, T would love 1o
give up acting and just direct. I think
every actor should direct at least once. It
gives vou a tolerance, an understanding
of the problems involved in making a
film. In fact. 1 also think every direcor
should act.

PLAYBOY: Is that why you cast Don Siegel,
vour director from Coogan’s Bluff, Dirty

“Oh, thank goodness! Poor Mr. Foulz has been
struggling an hour to free us!”

Harry and other films, in a role in Play
Misty for Me?

EASTWOOD: Yeah. On my first day as a di-
rector, on the set of Misty, the actor in
the scene was Don. He kept sayimg,
“You're making a big mistake; you
shouldn’t be doing this. You should get a
good character actor.” 1 said, “Don’t
worry about it 11 screw up as a director,
I've got a good director on the ser” And
it worked out.

PLAYBOY: Can vou distinguish between
the qualitics that make a aomd actor and
those that make a good director?
EASTWOOD: It’s an instinctive thing. Just
as acting isn't an inellectal medium, [
don’t think directing is. either: the in-
stinct to hire the right person—the right
cameraman to go with the right director.
and the right actors to go with the other
actors, and so on. so that the ensemble fits.
PLAYBOY: If you were to win an Academy
Award——

gasTwooD: | don't really expect fo. I'm
not poing to sit here and say I'd hate to
win one. But I'm not terribly politically
oriented. T don’'t know if I'd be able to
campaign properly. even if T had the
vehicle.

PLAYBOY: You mcan it's not possible to
win one without campaigning?
EASTWOOD: | guess it is. but there's defi-
nitely a publicrelations aspect to it. You
have to keep people aware ol whatever it
is you're doing.

pLaYBoY: If you did win one, would you

rather it be as hest as best
director?

EASTWOOD: I suppose as director. 1 don't
know. Directing. to me, is somewhat
more satislying.

PLAYBOY: Is that why vou said you'd love
to give up acting someday?
gasTwooD: Did 1 say that® |
wouldn't.

PLAYBOY: You just said it
gAsTwooD: Well, I was lying. What I
meant. I'm sure, is that someday I may
just get to the point where I feel T don't
come across richt on the screen anymore,
that 1 ouglit to be playing character
voles. Then maybe I'd better stick to
directing.

PLAYBOY: Hive you ever considered invest-
ing the money you've made from films in
some sort of commercial enterprise?
EASTWOOD: Not really. 1 do have a few
ventures, like the Hog's Breath Inn, a
restaurant 1 own part ol m Carmel. It
has the atmosphere of an English coun-
tryside restaurant and serves some very
aood organic food.

pLAYBOY: Why that appetizing name?
EASTWOOD: I have to take aredit for that.
When I was drifting avound Great Brit-
ain with Fistful of Dollars. 1 went 1o
Wales and Scotland and stopped in all
the small towns. Naturally, I stopped at
an awful lot of pubs. They all had crazy
names, and Hog's Breath Iun was the cra-
ziest one 1 could think up. Somebody
raised the objection that that’s a bad

ACLOY  Or

really
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name for a restaurant, but 1 said il a cus-
tomer doesn’t have a sense of humor, we
don’t want him anyway.

PLAYBOY: And why organic food?
EASTWOOD: I like it. Years ago, I walked
into a health-food store with a friend; he
was looking for some kind of bread. And
there was a little old lady in there talking
about pesticides and things, in the way
that’s fashionable today. And I thought,
“Gee, what she says makes sense.” Al-
though I'm not against all pesticides. But
most ol the stuff from the health-food
stores is quite good. It's also more expen-
sive, but people who like to save money
on marketing will turn around and buy
four or five houtles of hooze and take it
home in the same armload. So 1 just buy
two or three bottles of booze and spend
the rest on organic food.

PLAYBOY: Do you suppose Olympia, your
favorite beer, is made from organically
grown hops?

EASTWOOD: I don’t know how organically
brewed Olympia or any other beer is, but
there are certain things you just can't
sacrifice.

PLAYBOY: Is the fact that you don’t hunt
auributable to the same sort of concern
for the environment that drew you to
naturil foods? .

EASTWOOD: I guess 1 have too much of a
reverence for living creatures. There’s so
much beauty in them.

PLAYBOY: There’s a story that you once re-
fused to kill a rattlesnake on the set of
Two Mules for Sister Sara. Is that true?
EASTWOOD: I didn't refuse. 1 ended up
killing the rautlesnake, but I didn’t want
to. We were in Mexico, and the authori
ties didn’t want a rattlesnake let loose
after the filming.

PLAYBOY: How did you kill it?

EASTWOOD: Cut its head off with a knife.
It wasn’t the happiest thing I ever did. I
cut the snake's head off and handed the
body to Shirley MacLaine.

PLAYBOY: Of all the acwresses you've
worked with, who has been your favorite
leading ladyr

EASTWOOD: Shirley was fun, but in Be-
gutled, 1 worked with eight leading ac-
tresses, and they were all fun, too. Inger
Stevens—God rest her soul—was a great
gal. In Rawhide, we had some sensation-
al people—Julic Harris, Geraldine Page.
PLAYBOY: Who are your close friends? Are
they in the movie colony, neighbors in
Carmel, business associates?

EASTWOOD: Well, I work with Bob Daley,
and we're close friends. We used to live
next door 1o cach other when 1 was a
contract player and he was in cost analy-
sis. Bob and Cissy Donner are friends;
he’s an actor, and I talked him into start-
ing, going into a drama group. Fritz
Mangcs, he’s a friend of mine who works
for channel two in Oakland. A kid I
knew in school, Don Kincade, is still a
friend; he's a dentist who lives in Davis.
Those are guys I've known for many
years. And I've known Don Siegel for

about seven years. And I have three or
four close [riends around Carmel.
PLAYBOY: Are any of them movie people?
EASTWOOD: Not really. But Merv Grifhn
owns a house there, and Merv 1 know
quite well. He played in the celebrity
tennis tournament with me.

PLAYBOY: The Clint Eastwood Invitation-
al Celebrity Tennis Tournament has be-
come quite a bash, hasn't it? How did
you get involved?

EASTWOOD: Don Hamilton, who was the
pro at the Pebble Beach Beach and
Tennis Club, approached me about three
years ago. They had had a celebrity tennis
tournament, but it was a very small thing,
mostly within the Del Monte company.
And they wanted to have a big thing for
charity. I told him they ought to get a
better tennis player, but he talked me
into sponsoring it. And it’s gone over
quite well.

PLAYBOY: How good a player are you?
EASTWOOD: Cosi, cosi. Mag is a good ten-
nis player.

PLAYBOY: What are some of your other
pastinies?

EASTWOOD: Well, T work out; have a little
gym at home with racks of weights
around the walls, a punching bag, sand-
bag. You may not believe it, as I'm sitting
here eating macadamia nuts and drink-
ing my 27th beer, but I like 1o keep in
shape. Let's see, what else? I g0 10 an
awful lot of movies. I like to see them at
regular theaters, along with the general
public, and get a feeling of the audience.
PLAYBOY: Aren't you recognized and be-
sicged for autographs?

EASTWOOD: Well, I disguise myself when
I go into a theater. 1 put on a mustache
and glasses, and it makes me look quite
different. I managed to0 go to a rodeo at
Salinas the other day and not one person
recognized me. By the time I get a hat
on, and the mustache and glasses, it
drops my 1.Q. by about 50 points, which
makes it about fve.

PLAYBOY: Are you a rodeo fan?

EASTWOOD: I used to go 1o a lot of them.
I did weekend stints when I was on Raw-
hide: all the TV guys do, I think. They'd
pity you to come out and do an appear-
ance, in Casper, Wyoming, or someplace
like that.

PLAYBOY: Have you always done a lot of
riding?

EASTWOOD: Most of my life. My cousins
had horses, at my grandmother’s place, so
Irode alot as a kid.

PLAYBOY: You mentioned wanting to study
music when you were younger. Do you
play any instruments?

EASTWOOD: No. I used to play the piano.
When I was 17, I played in Oakland at
the Omar club.

PLAYBOY: For money?

EASTWOOD: I got all the beer I could han-
dle and all my meals. And I used to play
the trumpet. I still have it

PLAYBOY: But you don’t play it?
EASTWOOD: No muscles.

PLAYBOY: ‘That’s what comes of making
those carly films in which vou barely
moved your lips. Recently, though, you've
had more varied roles. In the past 12
months, you've acted in Magnum Force
and Thunderbolt and Lightfoot and di-
rected Breezy. Besides the new picture
you're planning, what's next on the
agenda?

EASTWOOD: I'd like to take it casy for
about six months. slow down my pace a
litle, spend some time with my family. I
still don’t get 1o do as much of that as I'd
like, but I don't think anvybody does. It's
the nature of the business—this business,
anyway.

PLAYBOY: Was your own family cosely
Knit when vou were a child?

EASTWOOD: Yes, but not in the conven-
tional sense. That was during the Depres-
sion, you know, and my dad traveled
around a lot looking for work. Jobs were
hard to come by in those days. So there
were times when we had to be separated;
when times weren’t good, I had to live
with my grandmother, on her farm up
near Sunol, near Livermore. We moved
around so much—I must have gone to
eight different grammar schools—that
the family was about all you had. I didn’t
have a lot of friends: our family—my
parents and my younger sister and I—
was a unit. I think my parents and my
grandmother—she was quite a person,
very sellsufficient. lived by herself on a
mountain—probably had more to do
with my turning out the way I have than
any cducational process I may have gone
through. They were very young parents—
quite the antithesis of my own situa-
tion with my children. They were great
parents. I was lucky to have them. But
I've been lucky with a lot of things: lucky
with my acting career, lucky with my di-
recting cfforis.

PLAYBOY: You seem to ascribe a great deal
to luck. Are you saying that your career
has been something of a fluke?
EASTWOOD: Maybe, in the sense that 1 be-
lieve everything in life's kind of a fluke.
Luck has played a great part in my whole
existence, particularly my existence as an
actor. I was lucky 1o be in the right place
at the right time. And for the kind of guy
I am, this is the right era to be in the
motion-picture business.

PLAYBOY: Why?

EASTWOOD: Today the actor is much more
in control of his own fate than he used 1o
be. I'd find it very frustrating to be
under one of those old contracts, at the
mercy of one of those studio regimes. It’s
a funny thing; 1T was never the guy the
press agents figured should be on the
cover of this or that magazine, never
the recipient of the big, glamorous studio
push they used to give upcoming actors
in the old days. I've never been the dar-
ling of any particular group, but some-
how—somehow I got there, anyway.
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863 THE ART OF
SENSUAL MASSAGE
Inkeles, Todris &
Foothorap

(Pub. Price §7.95)

Explicit pholographic guide

940 COSELL

Howard Cosell

{Pub. Price $8.95)
Candid, explosive,

“as entertaining as s
subject’—Book World

737 THE MOVIES

Richard Griffith and
Arthur Mayer

(Pub. Price $19.95)

Movie history—1300 photos
(Counts as two books)

950 THE TOWER
Richard Martin Stern
(Pub. Price $7.95)
Skyscraper inferno

is setting for

lense, gripping novel

945 MAD OUCKS ANO
BEARS

George Plimpton

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Inside view of brutal and
wacky pro lootball world
923 BLOODLETTERS &
BADMEN

Jey Robert Nash

{Pub. Price $16.95)
Greatest pne-volume
coliection of American
criminals; 640 pages,
325 illustrations
{Counts as two books)

938 AMERICA'S

SKI BODK

Eds. of SKI Magazine
{Pub, Price $12.50)

New edition of complele
handbook for skiers—
Hiustrated

{Counts as two books)

SCARNE'S
COMPLETE
GUIDE TO
GAMBLING

809 PLAYBOY'S HOST
& BAR BOOK

Thomas Mario

{Pub. Price $12.95)
For the superhost—
Hlustrated

(Counts as two books)

920 COOLEY

Harry Minetree

(Pub. Price $8.95)
Fantastic lile story of
greatl heart surgeon

943 THE OFFICIAL
ASSOCIATED PRESS
ALMANAC 1974

(Pub. Price 55 95)
Hardcover edition of
timely reference work

909 THE TRUE
SOUND OF MUSIC
Hans Fantel

(Pub. Price 57.95)
Supert guide o
sound equipment
tor the home

823 FIELOS FOR
PRESIDENT

W. C. Fields

{Pub. Price $5.95)
He wrote it himself!

706 MOTORCARS OF
THE GOLDEN PAST
Text by Ken Purdy
Photos by Tom Burnside
(Pub. Price $30.00)

100 rare and exciting
vehicles in full color
(Counts as two books)

921 NFL'S OFFICIAL
ENCYCLOPEDIC HISTORY
OF PROFESSIONAL
FOOTBALL

(Pub. Price $14.95)
Authentic, exciting, vital
for every fan; hundreds

of photos

{Counls as two books)

904 MY SECRET
GARDEN
Women's Sexual
Fanlasies

Nancy Friday
(Pub. Price $7.95)
Personal, candid,
erolic inlerviews

802 PLAYBOY'S
COMPLETE BOOK
OF PARTY JOKES
(Pub. Price S8.95)
Comic encyclopedia

B44 THE VERY, VERY
RICH ANO HOW THEY
GOT THAT WAY

Max Gunther

(Pub. Price 57.95)
Super-success stories

784 THE SEX BOOK
Goldstein, Haeberle
& McBride

(Pub. Price £9.95)
Pictorial encyclopedia
—"revolutionary"
bestseller

942 THE WAY

THINGS WORK
VOLUME 2

(Pub. Price $10.95)

1000 machines explained
~Iflusirated

901 TOTAL ORGASM
Jeck Lee Rosenberg
INustrations by
Joseph Jagua

(Pub. Price $6.95)
lHiustrated guide to
sexval tulfillment

870 THE PLAYBOY
GOURMET

Thomas Mario

(Pub. Price ?14.951
Delighting the
Sensuous palate—
Hustrated

(Counts as two books)

AN
AMERICAN

THE

Bings

BY RICHARD GMFFITH AND ARTHUR MAYER

f you enjoy Playboy, you bel

946 THE DECOY MAN
Cherles Whited

(Pub. Price $7.95)
True adventures of
undercover cop—
danger, brutality,
drugs. sex, riots

947 WILT

Wilt Chamberlain
and David Shaw
(Pub. Price S6.95)
No-punches-pulied
Story of superstar's
fife, loves, hates

948 TROPIC OF CANCER
Henry Miller

{Pub. Price 7 50)

The famous novel

that broke 1.5,
censorship barrier

949 THE MANNINGS
Fred Mustard Stewart
(Pub. Price $8 95)
Lively, engrossing,
blockbuster novel

of American tycoon

951 GREAT COURTROOM
BATTLES

Richard E. Rubensteln, ed.
(Pub. Price $7.95)

Most dramatic and
significant tegal

clashes of our time

944 SHOW BUSINESS
LAIO BARE

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Sexval side of
entertainment world:
x-rated anecdotes

903 KILLER
Autobiography of a Hit
Man for the Mafia
Joey with Dave Fisher
(Pub. Price 58.95)
From "“muscle work" Ic
murder! Chilling, true
Story of crime network

936 THE NATIONAL
FOOTBALL LOTTERY
Larry Merchant

{Pub. Price $7.50)
Winning bels on pro
lootball—factual, funny,
wild gambler's story

918 GETTING INTO
DEEP THROAT
Richard Smith
{(Pub. Price 57.95)
Complete story of
conltroversial film—
& pages of pholos

817 O JERUSALEM!
Larry Collins and
Dominique Lapierre
{Pub. Price $10.00)

The dramatic bestseller
about Israel-Arab war—
Hiustrated

926 THE RAPE OF
THE A*P*E*
(American Purilan
Ethic)

Allan Sherman
{Pub. Price 59.95)

A hilarious history
of the sex revolution

B81 THE GREAT RACING
CARS & ORIVERS
Charles Fox

(Pub. Price $17.95)

The top thrills trom

1914 to today—with

240 action photos
(Counts as two books)

929 NORTH DALLAS
FORTY

Peter Gent

(Pub. Price $7.95)

Brulal, funny, great

pro tootball novel

853 COSMOPOLITAN'S
LOVE BOOK

{Pub. Price §5.95)

A guide lo ecstasy in bed

842 AN AMERICAN
DEATH

Gerold Frank

(Pub. Price $10.00)

The killing and kifler of
Martin Luther King, Jr.
—Shocking, true

894 THE SUPERCOPS
L. H. Whittemore

(Pub. Price §7 95)

True story of the

two loughest cops

in the U.S

900 THE DAWN'S
EARLY LIGHT
Walter Lord

{Pub. Price $8.50)
Exciting, gtipping
story of War of 1812

875 I'M OK—

YOU'RE OK

Thomas A. Harris, M.O,
(Pub. Price §5.95)

The greal bestseller

757 SEX AMERICAN
STYLE

(Pub. Price $7.50)
From PLAYBOY

731 SCARNE'S
COMPLETE GUIOE
TO GAMBLING
(Pub. Price $10.00)
Games classic

831 THE FUNNY
MONEY GAME
Andrew Tobias
(Pub. Price 56.95)
Wiid Wall Street
joyride

811 A TOUCH OF
DANGER

James Jones

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Spine-tingling novel
about private eye
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ong in the Playboy Book Club

Introductory offer: Choose any 4 books for only $1.95

{value up to $50.95) when you agree 1o become a member of Playboy Book Club.

Just as PLAYBOY is different from all other magazines,
Playboy Book Club is different from all other book clubs. It is a
book club created by our editors for the sophisticated man
of today with wide interests, discriminating tastes and a
zestful life-style.

In the pages of PLAYBOY we bring you the finest and
most provocative articles and fiction by many of the world’s
most prominent writers. Now we will make available to you—
at significant savings—what we consider the most candid,
contemporary, swinging and thought-provoking books of
permanent value published this year.

And we'll offer you a wide choice of books at savings up
to 33 percent under retail prices. The best from the publishing
world selected for you by PLAYBOY editors.

Playboy's Choice, an illustrated monthly bulletin, will
describe our editors’ selections. Your only obligation is to add
as few as four Club Selections (or Alternates) to your library
during the first year. (Sorry, but orders from outside the U.S.
and Canada cannot be processed.)

Remember, if you enjoy PLAYBQOY, you belong in Playboy
Book Club. Fill in the application today—and embark with us
on a reading adventure that knows no boundaries.

Bonus: PLAYBOY'S GIFT PACK of three provocative
paperbacks (a $2.85 value) yours FREE for prompt action.

*Deluxe velumes count as two selections. Publishers' prices quoted are
U.S. prices; Canadian prices may be slightly higher.

PLAYBOY BOOK CLUB ABD4-02
Playboy Building

919 North Michigan A , Chi

go, llinois 60611

Flease enrcll me as a member«in the Playboy Book Club and send
me the bocks whose numbers | have listed below, billing me only
$1.95. | understand that some deluxe volumes count as two se-

lections. L = [__ __] ez, ]

I understand that for $1.95 | may choose books worth as much as
$5095 and that you will also send Playboy's Gift Pack cf three
provocative paperbacks, a $2.85 value, as my free bonus for prompt
action.

I understand that you will send me Playboy’s Choice, the publi-
cation describing the Selections and Alternates, at three to four
week intervals, together with a dated Member's Instruction Card
which | may mail back, by the date shown on the card, to reject
the Selection or to choose any of the Alternates. | understand that
if | wish to receive the Selection, | do nothing and it will be mailed
to me automatically AFTER the date shown on the card. | under-
stand that Playboy's Choice is mailed in time to allow me at least
10 days 1o decide if | want the coming Selection. If, because of
late mail delivery of Pfayboy's Choice, | should ever receive a
Selection without having had the 10-day consideration pericd, that
Selection may be returned at Club expense for full credit.

My only obligation as a member is 1o accept four Selections or
Alternates during the coming year from the many titles offered. My
membership is cancelable any time after buying these four books.
In all cases, | will receive books identical to the publishers' editions.
A modest postage and handling charge is added to all shipments.

NAME

(Please Print)
ADDRESS

CITY STATE ZIP
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“BUTTERFLY" GIRL

(continued jrom page 132}
a boon to her [olks, because her mother
had become ill and her [ather. who wasn't
then fluent in English, was having trouble
finding a job. So it was partly up to
Rama—dancing, playing kid roles in TV
series from Destry to Bonanza, even mow-
ing neighbors™ lawns—to help support the
family, which more often than not in-
cluded several foster children.

Things are looking up now for the
family and for Ratna, who in Papilion,
the screen version of Henri Charricre's
autobiographical best seller about his
escapes from French penal colonies. plays
the part of Zoraima, the chiefltain’s daugh-
ter who nurses Charricre (McQueen)
back 10 health in a remote Colombian
Indian village.

“I was really surprised to get the part.”
Ratna told us. “Up to then, the biggest
role I'd ever played was as Yul Brynner’s
youngest wife in the TV series Anna and
the King. I'd first interviewed for Papi-
llon in September of 1972, and although
they had asked me to go back several
times, 1 hadn’t heard anything definite
until about the middle of May 1975,
when 1 got a phone call: “You're leaving
tomorrow for Jamaica.'! That's where
the village sequences were shot, near
Ocho Rios.”

Ratna’s role called for her o wear
nothing much but a loincloth and a string
of beads. “That's the way the wibe in
Colombia really dresses; very primitively,
with the men and women wearing identi-
cal clothing and hair styles. You couldn’t
tell the difference between them il they

weren't  bare-chested.” The first day,
working with an all-male crew, she was
a little embarrassed. “But,” she says, “it
was harder on the men, really. They'd
been on location for three months doing
the prison scenes, and there they worked
with nothing but men. All of a sudden,
here were a bunch of half-naked women
running around the set. It was quite a
contrast.”

Zoraima and Papillon develop a ro-
mantic relationship in the book, but ir's
only intimated onscreen. “We don't
even kKiss,” Ratna reports. Everything, in
facy, is intimated: The entire sequence
is played without dialog. 10 a musical
accompaniment  designed to ceate a
special mood.

“That's where Steve was a particu-
lar help,” Rawna says. “He helped me
develop  different  techniques, showed
me how o express myself through
facial movements, eve contact. He was
really great.”

Since her return from Jamaica, Ratna
has kept busy making promotional ap-
pearances. Her hobbies, which include
karate and the care and feeding of her
own personal menagerie, make her a
popular interview subject. “T got out of
practice with my karate while T was
gone,” reports this brown-belt holder,
“so right now I'm pretty bruised up.
Good thing I'm not wearing that Papi-
Hon costume.” The animals? “Well, I have
four
two dogs, and T've just bought a stud.
Amber Surf. He's half Arabian and hall
quarter horse.”

What next? Bookings for her new
night-club song-and-dance act. more films,
she hopes, and if they ever remake the
Road movics, Ratna’s ready.

three hens, r'oosLers, seven  cals,

“Come back tomorrow, Miss Smuth. I'm suve I can find
someone whose work I'm dissatisfied with by then.”

SEXUAL BEHAVIOR

(continued from page 35)
more than a third of those in their early
20s masturbated, as compared with more
than three fifths of the girls between 18
and 24 in our sample. Similar changes
appear in the analysis of median [re-
quency, as shown by this table:

MASTURBATION FREQUENCY PER YEAR
(single white males and females)

Kinsey Plavbov
(ages 16-25) (ages 18-24)
Males 19 52
Females 21 37

Sexual liberation has, curiously, pro-
duced a tendency for more single people
to continue masturbating in adulthood
than [ormerly, even though single adulis
engage in coitus more than their precur-
sors did. In Kinsey's sample, nearly a
quarter of all single men had stopped
masturbating by the time they became
30; today, less than a tenth have done so.
In Kinsey's sample, those who still mastur-
bated at 30 had a median frequency of 30
times a year; today, the median is over 60.
Nearly a hall ol Kinsey's single women
in their late 20s and early 30s were still
masturbaring: over four fifths of ours are
doing so. (Our sample of single women
of 25 and over is too small [or the compu-
tation of a statistically significant median.)

Most remarkable of all is the increase
we find in masturbation by young mar-
ried men and women. Kinsey reported
that the incidence and frequency of mas-
turbation dropped sharply after nun-
riage but that L more married men
and women continued to masturbate at
least occasionally than had previously
been realized. But today still more do so
than in Kinsey's time, and for men the
typical frequency is much higher than it
used to be:

» Kinsey: More than two out of five
husbands in their late 205 and early 30s
masturbated and their median rate was
about six times a year. Playboy: More
than seven out of ten do so and their
median rate is 24 times a year.

* Kinsey: About three out of ten
wives in their late 20s and early 30s mas-
turbated, their median rate being ten
times a year. Playboy: Nearly seven out
of ten wives in the same age bracket are
active, although the median rate remains
ten times a year.

These increases do not signily dimin-
ished sexual satisfaction among the mar-
ried, nor do they indicate increased
sexual frustration among the single; pre-
vious installments of this series have pre-
sented evidence to the comrary. The
increases mean only that single or mar-
ried, male or female, the people in our



sample, especially the younger ones, feel
freer to masturbate when they feel the
urge than their counterparts did a gener-
ation ago. Most of them no longer regard
doing so as either sinful or perverted but
merely as somewhat immature, and some
do not have even this reservation about
it. For many young adults (and, to some
extent, older ones), the act is m(:r(:ly an-
other acceptable, normal way to get
heterosexual
coitus but not in conllict with it.
Actually, it no longer is primarily a
matter of sexual relief, as Kinsr:y seemed
to think it was. Although four out of five
men and more than two out of three
women cite sexual relief as their motive

sexual relief—inferior to

for masturbating, substantial percentages
of men and women also cite other mo-
tives, many of them nonscxual. One
quarter to one third feel the urge 1o
masturbate when they are suffering from
loneliness, when they are tense about non-
sexual problems, when they are sleepless
or when they are feeling rejected.
Masturbation also offers vicarious vari-
cty: Nearly half of our males and more
than a fifth of our females at least some-
times have fantasies about coitus with
strangers while they are masturbating,

and still larger numbers have fantasies

percentages are lower among the married
than among the single, but still substan-
tial.) It is important to add, however, that
the fantasy reported by the largest num-
ber is coitus with a loved partner; the
cultural tradition that links sex with love
remains largely intact even in masturba-
tion, and this is true for the young as
well as for older people in our sample.

The young feel somewhat freer than
older people to use masturbation as vi-
carious fulfillment of deviant desire, but
at all ages ar least some pcoplc do so.
Here are some hgures from the Playboy
survey on the use of such fantasies in
masturbation:

= Sex with more than one partner at
the same time: 33 percent of males, 18
percent of females.

= Doing things one would never do in
reality (a catchall category): 19 percent
of males, 28 percent of females.

« Being forced to have sex: ten percent
of males, 19 percent of females.

+ Forcing someone o have sex: I35
percent of males, three percent of fe-
males.

« Homwosexual contact: seven percent
of males, 11 percent of females.

Thus, masturbation partially gratifies
nonmonogamous, daring and deviant de-
sires that, if they were acted out, could be
hurtful to the individual's primary love

relationship or emotionally or socially
damaging.

Is there, then, no danger at all in mas-
turbation? In the interview sample, we
found that a few people use masturba-
tion in highly neurotic ways—as gratih
cation that prevents them from solving
personal from
achieving far deeper gratification. Some,
for instance, use masturbation to avoid
the challenge of adult sexual behavior
and interpersonal relations, some as a

ntjor problems and

weapon against mates and some as a form
of hostility toward and protest against
the opposite sex n general.

But for those who function normally
in their sexual and emotional relation-
ships—for the great majority, that is—
the frecing of masturbation from its tra
ditional burden of sin and/or perversity
is undoubtedly a real boon. Even though
sexual liberation still has some distance
to travel where
cerned, its benefits even there are already

masturbation 1s con-

numerous and unmistakable.

This is the fifth in a series of articles
reporting the resulls of a comprehensive
Playboy Foundation—funded swrvey of
sex in America. Morlon Hunl's full re-
port will be published as a book, “Sexual
Behavior in the 19705 by Playboy Press.

about coitus with acquaintances. (The

AKALI gives you
more than just
good looks...

There’s much more to all the new
AKAI stereo receivers than just great cos-
metics. Take a close look:

AKAl's new AA-910DB offers out-
standing performance at a modest cost. With
24 watts of continuous power at 8 ohms (both
channels driven)—enough for most needs.
Plus a built-in Dolby® Noise Reduction Sys-
tem. Which means that the AA-910DB pro-
vides you with the unique ability to “Dolby-
ize" any tape or cassette deck used with it.

But maybe you're into 4-channel. Or
thinking about it.

Okay! Then check out AKAI's new AS-
980 4-channel receiver. 120 watts gives you
power to spare. (30W BRMS x 4 at 8 ohms—all
4 channels driven.) And a list of exciting fea-
tures that’ll make your eyes pop! Like front
panel 2/4 channel switching, 4 individual
4-channel modes—Discrete ... SQ ... RM
...and CD-4 built-in decoder with individual
separation controls, 3 tape monitors with
front panel provisions for dubbing, 4 VU
meters to assure precise level adjustment
for each channel, and an audio muting
switch. All just for starters.

So no matter what you're looking for
in a quality stereo receiver, look to AKAI...
The Innovators.

Then plug it in. And listen.
“Dolby”* and “"Dolbyize' are Trade Marks of
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of foundation and industry subsidies. As
The New York Times reported, “Jazz
critics and historians could think of no
cvent to match it in scope since jazz was
born.”

In 1972, the Newport Festival's first in
New York, there had been a rebellious
counterfestival staged by the New York
Musicians’ Organization, 500, mostly
black, *“underground” players who felt
that the festival was ignoring much of the
more adventurous new jazz in the city.
This past year, the rebels were an official
part of the festival, while still producing
their own serics of sessions in all five bor-
oughs of New York by scores ol groups
for whom no place had been provided in
the Newport Festival's programs.

One of the more memorable perform-
ances at Newport in New York was that
of Gerry Mulligan's 17-picce Age of
Steam band, whose set included 4 Weed
in Disneyland, which the bearded, long-
haired leader dedicated “to the Presi-
dent of the United States.” Among the
avant-garde musicians, a [estival standout
was percussionist Milford Graves, a bril-
liandy inventive drummer who should fi-
nally attract larger audiences in the year
ahead. Another powerful presence was
Argentinian tenor saxophonist Gato Biu-
bieri, a specialist in “Third World jazz”
which, in his case, is deeply rooted in
Latin-American traditions, including re-
siliently complex Indian vhythmic pat-
terns. Barbieri was also responsible for
the evocative score for the Vear's most
controversial film, Last Tango in Paris.

Not only at the Newport Festival but
also in other engagements throughout
the year, the redoubtable Charles Mingus
continued to demonstrate why his Jazz
Workshop is, as one writer put it, “the
Harvard University of jazz.” Meanwhile,
the permanent president and founder of
the most prestigious of all traveling jazz
universities, Duke Ellington, received an
honorary doctorate in music from Co-
lumbia University. That makes 19 doc-
torates that have been collected by Dr,
Ellington, in addition to his having
been clected 10 the Royal Academy of
Music in Sweden and o this country’s
National Institute of Arts and Letters.
After the ceremonies at Columbia, Duke,
never one to coast on his laurels, has-
tened to the airport to board a plane lor
fowa City, where he was scheduled to
Play a college dance that very might.

During 1973, another veteran compos-
er-arranger-leader, Gil Evans, after years
of fairly hard times, was on the verge of
atacting considerable popular interest
in his blending of subtly shifting, multi-
colored orchestral textures with pungent
jazz solos and an insistent rhythmic pulse
that reached both jazz and rock listeners.
With an Adantic recording contract and

178 @ national tour that started in October,

the former Claude Thornhill and Miles
Davis arranger was [urther evidence of
the year's jazz renascence.

Still on the way up and a [orce to
witch for in 1974 is Dee Dee Bridgewa-
ter. A stunning singer, visually as well as
vocally, she moves from a base in jazz and
blues into a distinetly individual style,
which, as Dr. Ellington would say, is be-
yond category. Already established, the
softly intense “soul singer” Roberia
Flack Dranched out last year. Though
still taking care of business in night clubs
and on recordings, she also enrolled at
the University ol Massachusetts School of
Education to begin work on a doctorate,
with emphasis on studying ways to better
teach disadvintaged children. Her sched-
ule not being full enough, she also pre-
pared for a three-weck concert tour of
Alrica in February 1971 to raise money
lor Alrvicare. an organization that trains
local health workers in Africa in preven-
tive medical techniques. She is making the
tip. she noted, because “a resurgence of
black pride has caused black people in
this country 1o reclaim their long-sup-
pressed Afvican heritage.”

Another affirmer of black pride was
B. B. King, who in June figured promi-
nently in Mississippi Homecoming, which
commemorated the tenth anniversary of
the death of dvil rights leader Medsar
LEvers and the advances made in Missis-
sippi since then through the vigorous
parsistence of AMedgar's brother, Charles
LEvers. Join the Staple Singers and
Dick Gregory. among others, B. B. King
helped mark whit Mississippi governor
Bill Waller had designated as Medgar
Evers Memorial Festival Day. When it
was over. King and Charles Evers started
maiking plans for an annual Mississippi
home-coming festival. Before that next
journey home, King will take indigenous
American blues to eight African coun-
tries under State Department auspices.

Wihile blues and jazz continued 10 be
exported, there was increased home-front
support lor America’s true classical mu-
sic. The National Endowment for the
Arts awarded a total of 5225000 in jazz
grants to 165 individuals and organ
tions. The Ford Foundation also recog-
nized the cultural importance of jazz by
giving a threevear grant of $140,000 10
the New York Jazz Museum through its
[ounding organization, the New York
Hot Jazz Society. These funds, the Ford
Foundation observed, are 1o enable the
muscum to “continue the expansion of
its archives and publications; presenti-
tions of living musicians; a touring
program for schools, colleges and wuni-
versities; and other activities devoted to
nitintaining jazz as a living art form as
well as a historical and cultural asser.”

An equally important grant was one of
S2L.300 from the National Endowment

of the Arts to New York's Jazz Interac-
tions for a series of five-hour interviews
with jazz musicians. These additions to
the music’s oral history will be kept in
the archives of the Library of Congress.

One ol the musicians interviewed in
that series, the lustily swinging trombon-
ist J. C. Higginbotham, died during the
year. Also lost, at 86, was Kid Ory, who
gave Louis Armstrong one of his first jobs
and whose carcer spanned 75 years from
New Orleans to Honolulu, where he died.
At a New Orleans—style funcral, trom-
bonist Trummy Young and a local jazz
band played, as is the custom, a gentle
hymn, followed by Ory's rollicking classic
Mushrat Ramble.

Another name on the obituary list was
that of Eddie Condon, a most dependa-
ble jazz guitarist and the sharpest of jazz
wits. Years ago, reacting to the criticism
of French jazz pundit Hugues Panassié,
Condon observed: “He's a game guy,
coming over here and telling us how to
play jazz. We don't go over to France
and tell them how to jump on a grape,
do we?” It was with Condon that Gene
Krupa made his first record date, in 1927.
Toward the close of 1973, the flamboyant
druminer, best known for his work with
Benny Goodman, died.

Other casualties of time were Ben Welb.
ster, who set standards for quality of
tone and breadth of expression for jazz
tenor saxophonists, trombonist Wilbur De
Paris and vintage Gospel singers Sister
Rosetta Tharpe and Clara Ward. Also,
lost in a pline cash was singer  Jim
Croce; and one of the favorites of rock
aficionados, a founding member of the
Grateful Dead, organist-singer Ron “Pig-
pen” McKernan, died at 27,

Life, including the Gratelul Dead.
moved on. ‘The Dead was one of the cy-
nosures at the year's biggest rock festi-
val—and the largest music festival in the
nation’s history—at Watkins Glen, New
York. More than 600.000 of the young
came from all over the country to that
town’s Grand Prix auto race course. (By
contrast, the secmingly epochal Wood-
stock Testival of 1969 drew between
300.000 and 400,000.) At Watkins Glen,
the music was satislying and the huge
crowd, despite rain and mud, was content.

At Watkins Glen, as well as everywhere
clse during the rock year past, no new su-
perstars rocketed into view. But among
those on the rise during 1973 were: War;
Earth, Wind & Fire; The Sylvers; Man.
drill; Tower ol Power; Bloodstone; Seals
& Crofts; and humorist Martin Mull. In
the rest of the field, popular taste by and
large seemed to be moving, as Helen
Reddy put it, “away from loud noise and
back to melody and lyrics.” Those artists
who were already at that point—Carole
King, Meclanie, John Denver, Randy
Newman, Harry Nilsson, Peter Yarrow,
Art Garfunkel and Paul Simon (the last




three now performing as singles)—became
even more popular in 1973. And the
newcomers who seemed most likely to
stay around were also intriguing story-
tellers rather than electrified casters of
thunderbolts. Among them: Jimmy Buk
fetr, Michael Franks and, most notably,
Steve Goodman. Author of City of New
Orleans. Goodman is a deft, witty chroni-
cler of our life and times. So well thought
ol is Goodman by his contemporiry bards
that Kris Kristofferson co-prmln{'ud his
first album and the pianist on the title
song of last vear's Somebody Else's
Troubles was Robert Milkwood Thomas
(also known as Bob Dylan). That sphinx-
like antihero of the Sixties showed signs
of restlessness in 197%. Occasionally slip
ping out of seclusion, Dylan wrote the
title song and appeared with Kristoffer
son in the movie Pat Garrett and Billy
the Kid: and also ook part in Texan
Doug Sahm's recording  sessions that
marked the former Sir Douglas’ return to
his mellow country-and-blues beginnings.

A lot of musicians and listeners were
also looking back last year. Once of the
particularly pleasurable events at the
Newport in New York Jazz Festival was
A Thirties Ball at the Roseland ballroom
with the bands of Woody Herman, Count
Basic and Duke Fllington. For four and
a half hours, some 3500 pcnpl(: crowded
the sizable dance floor (10,000 square
feet). As for country-music nostalgia,
there was a steady rise in the num-
ber of authentic bluegrass [festivals.
“Hardly a wecekend goes by from May 1o
November,” The Wall Street Journal
noted, “withoutr one or more g:lthm'ing\
ol 'bluegriss people’ somewhere across
the country from Massachusetts to Texas,
reviving a music that appeared 10 e
dying a decade or so ago.”

There was also a revivilication of the
rock past. One of the year’s most criti-
cally acclaimed movies, George Lucay’
American Graffiti, had as its sound track
a cornucopia of "g()ld(‘l] oldies” by sudh
meniory restorers as Bill Haley, Buddy
Holly, Fats Domino, Frankie Lymon &
the Teenagers, the Platters and the still-
thriving Chuck Berry. And Richard
Nader profitably continued his Filties
Rock and Roll Revival tours. Said the
successful promoter: “I put the revival
together primarily to appeal to the over-
95 age group who remembered when.”

Nader not only harvests the past but
also claims to be able to predict the lu
ture. Nostalgia will pass, he says, to be
succeeded by a visual cycle during which
the look of a group will be more impor-
tant than its music. Nader points to the
garish start ol this wave of “glitter rock”
in the performances of Alice Cooper,
David Bowie, T-Rex and Dr. John.
There will be, he asserts, even more c¢m-
phusin on “elaborate costumes, [reaky
outhits, costume changes, lights, smoke

Isit live
orisit
Mem

orex?

If anybody knows what
 Ella Fitzgerald sounds
like, it's her old friend
g ' oY . Count Basie.

So we set up a test.
LCWECELEE First, we put Ella in a
soundproof booth and

recorded her singing
on Memorex with
MRX. Oxide. Then we
invited the Count into
€2 the studio.
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between Ella singing live and Ella recorded on
Memorex with MRX: Oxide.
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kidding, | can’t tell.” : B

Now it just stands to reason
that if an expert like Count Basie [
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But, why not buy a Memorex
MRX. Oxide. Cassette and
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and fire onstage, skits instead of songs, or
skits to songs. . . . It’s not enough these
days in rock to just have an artist play.
He or they have 1o be presented.”

Bearing our Nader’s prophecy is Alice
Cooper, who, during a three-month, 56-
city tour of the counury, ook with him,
The New York Times reported, “an
eight-and-a-half-ton stage on five levels
with Plexiglas staircases that light up;
two rotting mirror balls: 146 chase
Tights; four silver mannequins: a ninc-and-
a-halt-foot mummy with 430 (count ‘cm)
glass jewels that also light up, and lascr-
beam eyes . . . a guillotine; an operating
table: an outsize dentist’s drill; a tooth-
brush and tube of woth paste: a fom-
and-a-hall-foot tooth worn by a dancing
girl; 25 mannequins, flesh-colored, to be
thrown abour; swords: switchblades: a
boa consuictor . and an American
flag.” The rig costs $150,000 and it “1akes
22 men five hows to put it all up and
three to take it down.”

As more ol rock is aimed at satisfying
what Nader foretells will be the “ex-
remely violent and extremely humor-
ous” show-business demands of the young,
composer-performer Paul Williams asks
in wonderment: “What will they do next,
turn a member of the band into a pirza
and fling him to the audience at the end
of the show:"

Quite another kind of visual surprise
during the music year was the presence
for the first time in Stan Kenton's many
bands ol a sidewoman—20-year-old tenor
saxophonist Mary Fertig. But. Kenton in-
sists, her position in the reed section has
nothing to do with women'’s liberation.
“I don't believe in tokenism,” he empha-
sized. Nor does sidewoman Fettig identi-
fy with what she calls “right-on women'’s
libbers.” What turns her off, she says, is
that “they start dapping the minute |
walk up [to the microphone]. It doesn’t
matter what I play.”

Female consciousness raising did, how-
ever, make inroads into the music scene.
Both New Haven and Chicago were
home bases for women's liberation rock
bands; and in Berkeley, a five-woman
hard-rock group called Eyes was deter-
minedly trying to proselytize while it
played. In its lyrics, it’s the man who gets
kicked out (“I asked you over a momh
ago, please to move out your things: /You
say you'd really like to oblige me, but
your arm is still in a sling”).

The most successful performer com-
mitted to women’s liberation is Helen
Reddy, who, in March, when accepting
her Grammy award for I Am Woman.
thanked Capitol Records; her hushand
and manager, Jelf Wald: and God (“be-
cause She makes cverything possible”).
Ms. Reddy acts on, as well as sings about,
her convictions. Alter drawing lnge
crowds during her first Las Vegas en-
gagement, she proclaimed that next rime
she is booked into that city without
clocks, she wants a clause in her contract

requiring that a female bartender be
hired at the hotel where she performs.
Women's liberationist Reddy became a
millionaire during the year. “I have to
laugh when they say the American dream
15 dead,” she says. “T am living proof of its
reality.” Adding to that proof was the
summer-long Flip Wilson Presents the
Helen Reddy Show on NBC-TV, where
the exuberant Pointer Sisters, through
guest shots, attracted national attention.

Along with Ms. Reddy’s show, televi-
sion last year gave more time to rock and
pop music than ever before. NBC fielded
The Midnight Special, while ABC coun-
tered with the regularly scheduled In
Concert. A third entry is the widely syn-
dicated Don Kirshner's Rock Concert.
For his first program, music publisher
and television producer Kirshner scooped
the opposition by snaring The Rolling
Stones. As for the coming year, indici-
tions are we'll be seeing more and more
rock on the tuhe.

The year in television was also marked
by Frank Sinawra’s moving further out of
retirement with a one-hour special on
NBC in November. During the summer,
he returned to the record studios and cut
an album, OF Blue Eyes Is Back, for
Reprise. Showing that he still pays atten-
tion to what's happening on the music
scene, Sinatra included Kristofferson's
Nobody Wins.

From Frank Sinatra to Alice Cooper.
the record industry was prospering, with
total record sales for the year likely to
exceed the 1972 figures of more than a bil-
lion dollars in the United States and 3.3
billion world-wide. One musical import
enlivening record sales during 1973 was
reggae (pronounced ray-gay). Begun some
15 years ago in Jamaica, reggae is a
haunting blend of West Indian and Alri-
can rhythms, American soul and blues
textures and absorbingly evocative lyrics,
many of which refliect the rise of black
political consciousness in the Caribbean.
A number ol artists explored reggae dur-
ing the year—Johnny Nash, Johnny Riv-
ers, Three Dog Night and Harry Nilsson
among them—but the master of the form
was Jimmy Cliff of Jamaica, who by year's
end was spreading the reggae message
and sensuous sound on Reprise.

Meanwhile, scemingly on top of the
recording scene, Columbia Records’ pres-
ident Clive Davis, who in three vears
had doubled his company’s share of the
market, had a catastrophic year. In May,
he was fired on charges of financial
malfeasance—spending corporate funds
on personal matters. His dismissal was
followed by graver allegations against
others in the recording and broadcist
ficlds. The Internal Revenue Service
began a nationwide investigation to deter-
mine whether or not record companies
have hidden payola expenditures un-
der the guise of legitimate promotion
expenses. Simultaneously, the Justice
Department  was exploring  allegations

concerning drug use, organized-crime in-
volvement and pavola in the broadcast
and record industries.

During the summer, Senator James
Buckley of New York, while conducting
his own investigation. called for “the
broadest possible inquiry” by the Federal
Communications Commission. In the
months that followed. a growing number
of record companies and radio stations
were served subpocenas requiring them to
produce their files for the edilication of
Federal investigators. At vear's end. it ap-
peared that these governmental probes
would continue mo 1974,

Excepr for that anxiety-making obbli
aato 1o the year's events, there were more
pleasant auguries for the vear ahead. Ac-
celerat 1 trend going back 1o the late
Sixties, music and musicians were coming
together. For one thing. the internal jazz
wirs were coming to an end. An index of
more broad-mindedness on both sides
was the presence of such avantgarde jazz
figures as Archic Shepp, together with
traditional plavers, at the July fourth
dedication of what is now the Louis
Amistrong Memorial Stadium  (formerly
the Singer Bowl) in Queens, where
Armsirong lived.

There was also greater contact  be-
tween Jazz and rock players. As jazz histo-
rian Nesuhi Ertegun, long in charge of
Atlantic Records’ jazz division, observed,
“More and more I notice an increasing
fusion between rock and jazz—these mu-
sicians want to play together, make re-
cordings together.” “Music today,” tenor
saxophonist Sonny Rollins agreed, “is
integrating.” Also concurring was coun-
try composer-performer Charlie Daniels,
who saw more than musical integration at
k in what he prefers 1o call "Southern
c.” "The South is really changing.”
Daniels says. “People are hecoming much
more tolerant and the kids are grow-
ing up and becoming a majority that
won't be pushed around. Its reflected
in the music.”

Not only has the South been changing.
Throughout the country, the generation
brought up on the barier-breaking pop-
uliar music of the recent past are generally
less rigid and more open 1o whatever
chianges are to come in all aspecs of their
lives than preceding generations have
been. And their common Linguage con-
tinues to be the music they share across
class and color lines. As Joseph Smith, a
former disc jockey and now co-head of
Warner Bros. Records, says. “Music is
participatory now. You've got a generi-
tion buying it that has lived through ten
years of craziness and crisis. Those kids
need those albums. You can't separate it
Irom their lives.”

As has been strongly evident during
the past decade, moreover, this multira-
cial, continually expanding music ap-
pears to be essential to many of the
young clsewhere in the world. A member
of the 5ith Dimension, the first black




pop group to be sent on a State Depart-
ment tour of eastern Europe, reported
back: “There’s a lot of soul in Czecho-
slovakia.” And deep in Siberia, a local
rock group clearly influenced by Jimi
Hendrix listens carefully to foreign radio
to keep in touch with new developments.
Also in Russia, in the suburban village
of Barvikha, graffiti on the walls of the
hockey rink bear the names, in bold let-
tering, ol the Beatles and The Rolling
Stones. Can China be far behind?

ALL-STAR MUSICIANS' POLL

Last year, when we ex panded the elec-
toral base of our musicians’ poll by send-
ing ballots to all those who placed in the
previous tally—rather than just the medal
winners—six categorics saw a change of
leadership. This year, there were eight
(in two cases, former champs managed to
regain their thrones). The results are still
dominated by jazzmen, partly because
rock musicians seem to have a harder time
agreeing on who's best.

ALL-STARS' ALL-sTAR LEADER: Ellington
again (what else is new?). Quincy Jones
moved past Count Basie, as did Doc
Severinsen and Thad Jones/Mel Lewis,
who didn’t place a year ago; Stan Kenton
dropped out. 1. Duke Ellington; 2. Quin-
cy Jones: 3. Thad Jones/Mel Lewis, Doc
Severinsen; 5. Count Basie.

ALL-STARS. ALL-STAR TRUMPET: Freddie
Hubbard, a close second last time, passed
Miles Davis; Dizzy and Doc held firm.
1. Freddie Hubbard; 2. Miles Davis; 3. Dizzy
Gillespie; 4. Doc Severinsen; 5. Oscar
Brashear, Jon Faddis, Clark Terry.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR TROMBONE: Not
surprisingly, there was some sliding
around here. Perennial winner ]- J.
Johnson had no problems, but Urbie
Green, George Bohanon and Al Grey
failed 1o repeat; new contenders are Carl
Fontana and Vic Dickenson. 1. 1 3.
Johnson; 2. Carl Fontana, Curtis Fuller;
4. Vic Dickenson, Bill Watrous.

ALL-STARS  ALL-STAR ALTO sax: Cannon-
ball Adderley, upset a year ago by
Phil Woods, won the rematch; Hank
Crawlord, Joe Farrell and Lee Konitz
didn’t make the winners’ circle this time.
1. Cannonball Adderley; 2. Phil Woods;
3. Paul Desmond; 4. Ornette Coleman,
Sonny Stitt-

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR TENoR sAx: Getz
gets the medal again, but Stanley Tur-
rentine exchanged places with Joe Hen-
derson; Jolmmy Griflin  and  Wayne
Shorter failed to make it back. 1. Stan Getz;
2. Stanley Turrentine; 3. Joe Henderson,
Boots Randolph; 5. Sonny Rollins.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR BARITONE sax: We
could just wrap this one up and let Gerry
take it with him. 1. Gerry Mulligan; 2.
Pepper Adams; 8. Harry Carney, Charles
Davis, Cecil Payne.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR CLARINET: It was
Benny Goodman's year, and the voters

“This could still be a swinging-singles cruise,
Miss Frohlich!”

hadn’t missed it; longtime leader Buddy
De Franco slipped two notches, and Rah-
saan Roland Kirk and Eddie Daniels
moved into the top five, replacing Tony
Scott and Pete Fountain. 1. Benny Good-
man; 2. Jimmy Hamilton; 3. Buddy
De Franco; 4. Eddie Daniels, Rahsaan
Roland Kirk.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR Prano: Oscar Peter-
son, who surrendered his title in 1971,
took it back this time. Missing from last
year's top five are Bill Evans, Hank Jones
and Nicky Hopkins. Leon Russell must
be lonely in this company. 1. Oscar Peter-
son; 2. Herbie Hancock; 3. Chick Corea;
4. Keith Jarrett, Leon Russell.

ALL-STARS ALL-STAR ORGAN:  Jimmy
Smith, who just cclebrated his 20th year
as a recording artist, won by a landslide,
as he wsually does. 1. Jimmy Smith; 2.
Billy Preston: 3. Wild Bill Davis, Johnny
Hammond, Khalid Yasin (Larry Young).

ALLSTARS' ALL-STAR visgs: Like Mulli-
gan and Smith, Milt Jackson continues to
win with case. 1. Milt Jacksen; 2. Gary
Burton; 3. Lionel Hampton, Bobby
Hutcherson; 5. Roy Ayers.

ALL-STARS ALL-STAR cuUITAR: George
Benson, who vaulted to the top last
year, consolidated his gains. The other
names are the same; Joe Pass came up
from fourth to take second place, as
last year's runner-up, Jim Hall, slipped
to fifth. 1. George Benson; 2. Joe Pass;
3. John McLaughlin; 4. Kenny Burrell;
5. Jim Hall.

ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR Bass: Ray Brown,
who'd held the top spot for some seasons,
slipped a bit as Ron Carter took over.
The hve names are the same. 1. Ron Car-
ter; 2. Ray Brown: 3. Chuck Rainey; 4.
Stanley Clarke; 5. Richard Davis.

ALL-STARS' ALLSTAR DRuUms: The big

news here was Billy Cobham, who came
from nowhere to tip Buddy Rich. Jack
DeJohnette and Art Blakey also made
the scene, at the expense of Bernard Pur-
die, Roy Haynes and Elvin Jones. 1. Billy
Cobham; 2. Buddy Rich: 5. Tony Wil-
liams; 4. Art Blakey, Jack DeJohnette.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR MISCELLANEOUS IN-
sTRUMENT: Rahsaan Roland Kirk contin-
ues to be our most miscellaneous musician;
nobody joined the top five, though Paul
Horn and Charles Lloyd, who tied for
the fifth spot a year ago, dropped out.
1. Rahsaan Roland Kirk, flute, manzello, stritch;
2. Hubert Laws, flule; 3. Herbie Mann,
flute; Airto Moreira, percussion; Jean
Thiclemans, harmonica.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR MALE VOCALIST:
Billy Eckstine retained his laurels, but
the big story was the rhythm-'n’-blues
revolution, led by Al Green, Stevie Won-
der and Ray Charles—none of whom
made the wop hve in 1975, 1. Billy Eck-
stine; 2. Al Green; 3. Ray Charles, Stevie
Wonder; 5. Tony Bennett, Joe Williams.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR FEMALE VOCALIST:
The same ladies are all back again, but
Sarah Vaughan and Roberta Flack have
changed places. 1. Sarah Voughan; 2. Ella
Fitzgerald; 3. Roberta Flack, Aretha
Franklin; 5. Carmen McRae.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR VOCAL GkRoup: The
5th Dimension and the Staple Singers
duplicated their one-two punch of '73,
but the other contenders are new; they re-
place Bread, Jackson 5, Poco and Sly & the
Family Stone. 1. 5th Dimensien; 2. Staple
Singers; 3. Stylistics; 4. Carpenters, Gladys
Knight & the Pips, Temptations.

ALL-STARS ALL-STAR SONGWRITER-COM-
roser: Stevie Wonder, who had a big—
and creative—year, came from limbo to
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take second, as Ellington retained his
honors in a very fragmented vote. 1. Duke
Ellington; 2. Stevie Wonder; 3. Michel Le-
grand; 4. Carole King, Randy Newman,
Harry Nilsson.

ALL-STARS'  ALL-STAR  INSTRUMENTAL
compo: In another diffused vote, a rela-
tively obscure quartet organized by pian-
ist Chick Corca came in fust. The
Freddie Hubbard group and the Crusad-
ers are also new to the wop five; among
the missing are Miles Davis and The
World's Greatest Jazzband. 1. Return to
fForever; 2. Cannonball Adderley, Fred-
die Hubbard; 4. Chicago, Crusaders,
Mahavishnu Orchestra.

RECORDS OF THE YEAR

Readers were asked to pick the best
LPs of 1973 in each of three categories—
best record by a big band, best by a
small combo (fewer than ten picces) and
best vocal LP. The results weren’t too
surprising.

BEST BIG-BAND LP: Prelude / Deodato {CTI).
That's Ewmnir Deodato, the young pianist/
arranger from Brazil, who took a viriety
of themes—from Also Sprach Zarathustra
(2001) 1o Baubles, Bangles and Beads—
and found exactly the right men to make
the backgrounds shimmer, the rhythms
sparkle and the solos take oft and go.

BEST SMALL-COMBO LP: Chicogo VI (Co-
lumbia). Talk about self-sufficiency: These
guys write their music, arrange it and
record it at their own ranch. This LP,
with the usual middleol-theroad ap-
proach and the usual Chicago blend of
horns and vocal harmonies, includes the
Peter Cetera [ James Pankow hit Feelin®
Stronger Every Day and several tuncs
by Robert Lamm (Hollywood; Critics’
Choice).

BEST VOCAL LP: Brothers and Sisters / The
Allmon Brothers Band (Capricorn). Actually,
this group—like Chicago—sings and
plays. Of course, most everyonc knows
that—and this LP, on which they did so
much so well of both, certainly helped
spread the word. The album includes
some gritty blues (Jelly, Jelly) and some
joyous country rock (Ramblin® Man).

BEST BIG-BAND LP

Prelude / Eumir Deodato (CTI)

. Tommy [ London Symphony (Ode)

. Deodato 2 | Eumir Deodato (CTT)

. The Grand Wazoo | Frank Zappa
(Bizarre [ Reprise)

5. M. F. Horn Il | Maynard Ferguson
(Columbia)

. Stick it | Buddy Rich (RCA)

. M. F. Horn I1I [ Maynard Ferguson
(Columbia)

8. You've Got It Bad, Girl | Quincy

Jones (A & M)

9. Soaring | Don Ellis (BASF | MPS)

10. Jesus Christ Superstar—Sound Track

(MCA)

Procol Harum Live in Concerl with

the Edmonton Symphony Orchestra

(A& M)

s 00 D =
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12.
12.
14.
15.
15.
17.
18.

19.
19.
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28. The

. A Passion

. Seventh Sojourn |

. Sweetnighter

Brass on Ivory [ Henry Mancint |
Doc Severinsen (RCA)

Live and Let Die—Sound Tiack
(United Artists)

Supersax  Plays Bird [ Supersax
(Capitol)
Last Tango in Paris—Sound Track

(United Artists)

Rich in London | Buddy Rich (RCA)
Rocl of Ages | The Band (Capitol)
Isaac Hayes Live at the Sahava Tahoe
(Enterprise)

Concert for Bangla Desh (Apple)
Will the Civcle Be Unbroken [ Niily
Gritty Dirt Band (United Artists)

Days of Future Past | Moody Blues
with London Festival Orchestra
(Derim)

Stan Kenton Today—Recorded Live
in London (London)
Lost Hovizon—Sound Track (Bell)

Giant  Steps [ W oody Herman
(Fantasy)
Gonnection | Don Eltis (Columbia)

The Raven Speaks [ Woody Herman
(Fantasy)

BEST SMALL-COMBO LI

. Chicago VI (Columbic)
. Birds of Fire | Mahavishnu Orchestra

(Columbia)

Play | Jethvo Tull

(Chrysalis)

. The Dark Side of the Moon [ Pink

Floyd (Harvest)

. Brothers & Sisters | Allman Brothers

Band (Capricorn)
Six Wives of Henry VIII | Rick
Wakeman (A & M)

. Caravanserai | Santana (Columbia)

. Chicago V (Columbia)

. Yessongs | Yes (Adantic)

. Houses of the Holy | Led Zeppelin

(Atlantic)

. Billion Dollay Babies | Alice Cooper

{Warner Bros.)

. Tnlogy | Emcison, Lake & Palmer

(Cotillion)
Moody Blues
(Threshold)

. Close to the Edge | Yes (Atantic)
. Love, Devotion, Surrender | Carlos

Santana and Mahavishnu John Mc-
Laughlin (Columbia)

. We're an Amevican Band [ Grand

Funk Railvoad (Capitol)
| Weather Report

(Columbia)

. Living in the Past | Jetlvo Tull

(Chrysalis)

. Thick as a DBrick [ Jethro Tull

(Chrysalis)

. They Only Come Oul at Night [

Edgar Winter (Lpic)

. New Blood | Blood, Sweat & Tears

(Columbia)
. Eat a Peach | Allman Brothers Band
(Capricorn)
World Is a Gheito [ War

(United Artists)

. Living in the Matervial World [

George Harrison (Apple)

24. Made in Japan
{(Warner Bros.)

| Deep Purple

BEST VOCAL LP
1. Brothers & Sisters / Allman Brothers Bond
{Capricorn)
2. There Goes Rhymin’ Simon | Paul
Simon (Columbia)
3. Don’t Shoot Me I'm Only the Piano
Player | Elton John (MCA)
Dark Side of the Moon [ Pink Floyd
(Harvest)
Houses of the Holy [ Led Zeppelin
(Atlantic)
. The Divine Miss M [ Beite Madler
(Atlantic)
Hot August Night | Neil Diamond
(MCA)
. No Secrets | Carly Simon (Elekira)
. Living in the Malerial World |
George Havrison (Apple)
10. Seventh Sojowrn | Moody Blues
(Threshold)
11. Diamond Girl [ Seals & Crofis
(Warner Bros.)
12. Yessongs [ Yes (Atlantic)
18. Goals Head Soup [ Rolling Stones
(Rolling Stone)
14. Leon Live | Lcon Russell (Shelter)
15. A Passion Play [ Jethvo Tull
(Chrysalis)
16. Foreigner | Cat Stevens (A & M)
17. Close lo the Edge [ Yes (Atlantic)
18. For the Roses | Joni Mitchell (Asylum)
19. Talking Book [ Stevie Wonder
(Tamla)
20. Innervisions | Stevie Wonder (Tamla)
21. Billion Dollar Babies | Alice Cooper
(Warner Bros.)
21. Fantasy | Carole King (Ode)
23. Killing Me Softly | Roberta Flack
(Atlantic)
24, Red Rose Speedway | Wings (Apple)
25. Caplain & Me [ Doobic Brothers
(Warner Bros.)
. Werre an American Band | Grand
Funk Railroad (Capitol)
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JAZZ & POP HALL OF FAME

A year ago, we implied that sentiment
following the death of Duane Allman
might have helped his second-place fin-
ish in the voting for our Jazz & Pop Hall
of Fame. This time, however, Duane
got across the goal line—his brief but
illustrious career is detailed on page
148—and there’s no longer any question
about sentiment. Upward progress was
also registered by lan Anderson, Elton
John, Paul Simon, Ringo Stur and
Buddy Rich, plus newcomers Cat Ste-
vens, Stevie Wonder, B. B. King, John
McLaughlin, Jimmy Page, Jerry Garcia,
the late Jim Croce (we'll say nothing
about sentiment) and a pair of jazz
greats to bring up the rear: Charlie Par-
ker, who's been dead since 1955, and Stan
Kenton, who hevers over the music scene
like the ghost of Hamlet’s father. The
most noticeable dropout from Hall of
Fame contention was Burt Bacharach,
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tenth a year ago: exiting along with
him were last year’s bottom seven: Rod
Stewart, Keith Richard, Stephen Stills,
John Mayall, Dizzy Gillespie, Isaac Hayes
and James Taylor. Here are the top 25
vOote getters:

- Duane Allman

. Ian Anderson

. Neil Diamond

- Elton John

Paul Simon

Ringo Starr

Doc Severinsen

Buddy Rich

. Carole King

Chuck Berry

. Leon Russell

Frank Zappa

. Cat Stevens

- Stevie Wonder

- Neil Young

- Peter Townshend

. B. B. King

i8. John McLaughlin

19. Keith Emerson

20. Jim Croce

21. Jimmy Page

21. Barbra Streisand

23. Jerry Garcia

23. Charlie Parker

25. Stan Kenton

ALL-STAR READERS’ POLL
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Onee again. there wasn't much that
the readers and the musicians agreed on.
For the second year in a row, singer Billy
Eckstine and guitarist George Benson
won their categories in the musicians’
poll: and for the second year in a row,
Benson had to settle for a low rating in
the Readers” Poll, while Eckstine failed
to place. Return to Forever, voted 1op in-
strumental combo by the musicans. also
failed to place; and several other winners

S

in the musicians’ poll—notably, Sarah
Vaughan, Rahsaan Roland Kirk and (as
4 composer) Duke Ellington—did not
fare too well in the Readers’ Poll. On the
other hand, most of the winners in the
Readers’ Poll did not get too much recog-
nition from the musicians—whose voting
tended to be much more divided. The
only people who won in bhoth polls
were trombonist J. J. Johnson and the
three saxophonists—Adderley, Getz and
Mulligan.

If our readers don't agree with the mu-
sicians, they at least are consistent with
themselves. Only fouy categories, out of
19. saw a change of leadership—and
that's one more than a vear ago. The
changes were not without significance,
however. Duine Allman’s clection to the
Hall of Fame was complemented by the
victory of his group. the Allmin Brothers
Band. in the vocal-group category. And
complementing the fall of the group they
displaced—The Rolling Stones-—was the
ousting of Mick Jagger as top male vocal-
ist; he was knocked off by Neil Diamond,
who finished in third place a year ago.
The other changes were in the female-
vocalist category, where Carly Simon came
up from sixth to oust Carole King, and
the songwriter-composer division, where
Elton John and Bernie Taupin, third-
place finishers in 1973, edged our last
year's winning team of Burt Bacharach
and Hal David.

The other pacesetters of '7% all stayed
ahead. That means Doc Severinsen as
leader and trumpeter; . J. Johnson on
trombone; Cannonball Adderley on alto
Sitx; Stan Getz on tenor; Gerry Mulligan
on baritone; Pete Fountain on clarinet;
Elton John on piano; Keith Emerson on
organ; Lionel Hampton on vibes: Eric

“And let’s not and say we did.”

Clapton on guitar; Paul McCartney on
bass; Buddy Rich on drums: flutist Tan
Anderson in the other-instruments cate-
gory; and Chicago as the top instrumen-
tal combo.

So entrenched is the leadership in the
horn categories that Miles Davis, Al Hirt
and Herb Alpert kept their second.-, third-
and fourth-trumpet chairs in our All-Stau
band: tenor saxophonist Boots Ran
dolph retained second chair in his divi-
sion, as did altoist Edgar Winter: and Si
Zentner held onto his place as second
trombonist, with Slide Hampion moving
up a notch to third and a resurgent May-
nmard Ferguson easing Kai Winding out
of the section.

It wasn't quite that siatic down in the
ranks, however. Some rather stvlish list
ings were secured by entries who didn't
place a year ago. They incduded Bette
Midler's third-place finish among the fe
male voealists: the third-place rating
achieved by veteran soul man Junior
Walker on tenor sax; Karen Carpenter’s
appearance in Iith place among the
drummers (all the more surprising since
she dropped out of the vocalist ratings):
Rick Wakeman's number-three finish on
organ;  Eumir Deodato’s number-seven
spot in the leader category; and the top-
ten showings by male vocalists Robert
Plant (of Led Zeppeliny and Stevie Won-
der (where were they a vear ago?).
Other newcomers 1o the list include sing-
ers Al Green. David Bowie, Marvin
Gaye. Gladys Knight, Sarah Vaughan
and Bomnie Raitt; violinises Papa John
Creach and Doug Kershaw in the other-
instruments  category;  Seals & Crofs,
Stevie Wonder, Duke Ellington and Joni
Mitchell among the composers:  vocal
groups Loggins & Messina, Pink Flovd,
War, the Temptations, Seals & Croflis,
and Slv & the Family Stone: and Hop
Tuna, the Crusaders, Loggins & Messina,
Pink Floyd and Charles Mingus (who
gained a few notches on bass, 100) under
the instrumental-combo heading.

Of course, when somebody new climbs
on board, another someone has to go—
and among our dropouts are some illus
trious names. Such as songwriters John
Lennon, Harry Nilsson, Randy Newman
and  Gordon Lightfoor: singers  Bob
Dylan, Joe Cocker, Stephen Stills and
Andy Williams; the Jefferson Airplane,
Ike & Tina Turner, Sergio Mendes &
Brasil '77. Poco. Guess Who, and Kenny
Rogers & the First Edition among the
vocal groups: and, mstrumentally, the
Ramsey Lewis Trio, the Ventures (who
had held onto a low spot in the ratings
for quite a few years) and the Miles
Davis and Cannonball Adderley combos.
All missing from this year's results,

Here, in any case, are the artists who
turned out to be the most popular in
each category. Those in boldface make
up our All-Star band; they will receive
silver medals, as will the artists whose
records were voted best of the year.
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BIG-DAND LEADER

. Doc Severinsen

Burt Bacharach

. Quincy Jones

Henry Mancini

. Buddy Rich

. Duke Ellington
. Eumir Deodato

. Chuck Mangione
. Ray Charles

Count Basie
Stan Kenten

. Maynard Ferguson

Don Ellis
James Brown

1. 1. Jackson
Charles Mingus
Woody Herman
Lioncl Hampton

Thad Jones / Mel Lewis

Les Brown

. Harry James

Frank Zappa
Bobby Rosengarden
Louis Bellson
Gil Evans

TRUMPET
Doc Severinsen

. Miles Davis

Al Hirt

Herb Alpert

izzy Gillespie
Maynard Ferguson
Rill Chasc

. Hugh Masckela

Don Ellis

. Freddic Hubbard

Harry James

. Billy llullulu -l
L Te

Nat Adder ]('\

: Smmh Young

i. Blue Miwchell

. Donald Byrd

. Bobby Hackert

. Cynthia Robinson
. Cat Anderson

91, Pete Candoli

2. Chet Baker
. Don Cherry

Thad Jones

Jonah Junes
TROMBOXE

J. J. Johnson

5i Zentner

Slide Hampton

Maynard Ferguson

James I'ankow

. Kai Winding

Urbic Green
Bob Brookmeyer

. Al Grey
. Jimmy Cleveland

Dick Halligan
Carl Fontana
Denmy Green
Chris Barber

. Dickic Wells

Turk Murphy
Buster Couper

. Dave Bargeron
. Quentin Jackson
. Wayne Henderson

Curtis Fuller
Bill Harris
Frank Rosolino
Garnett Brown
Benny Powell

ALTO SAX

Cannonball Addariey
Edgar Winter

. Paul Desmand
. Yusef Lateel

fred Lipsins
Chiris Wood
I'aul Horn

. Grover Washingion, Jr.
. Ornetie Coleman
. Zoot Sims

Sonny Stitt

. James Moody
. Eric Kloss

PPaul Winter

. Bud Shank

. Phil Woods
Art Pepper

. Sonny Criss

Hank Crawlord

. Benny Carnter
. Bunky Green
. Charles McPherson

22
24,
5.

w

1o,
11.
12,
13,
4.
5.
1.
17.
18,
19.
@),
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Jimmy Woods

Gary Bartz

Lou Donaldson
TENOR SAX

Stan Getx
Boots Randolph

. Junior Walker

Jim Horn
Rahsaan Roland Kirk

i. Eddic Harris
. Eddie “Lockjaw™ Davis

Yusel Lateet
Foot

CGrover Washington. Jr.

Sonnv Rollins
Charles Llovd
Wavne Shorter
James Moody
Gene Anumions

Al Cobn

Gato Barbicri
Stanley Turrentine
Bolb Conper
Archie Shepp

22 Joe Henderson
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12.
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17.
18,
19.
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Corky Coreoran

Joe Farrell

Jerry Fuller
BARITONE SAX

Garry Mulligan

Jim Horp

. Steve Rupka

. Sahib Shihab
. Bud Shank

. P'epper Adams

Charles Davis
Eddie Danicls
Chuck Gentry
Lonnie Shaw
Lerov Cooper
Jimmy Giuffre
Cecil Payvne
Benny Crawford
Harry Carney
Bill Hood
Jerome Richardson
Ronnie Ross
Romeo Penyue
John Surman
Charlie Fowlkes

2. Clifford Scott
23
L

John Lowe
Jay Cameron
Frank Hittner

CLARINET

. Pata Fountain
2. Benny

Goodman
Waoody Herman
Rahsaan Roland Kirk
Fred Lipsius

. Acker Bilk
7. Buddy De Franco
5. Phil Woods

1,
10,
(i1,
12,
13.
14.

PPeanuts Hucko
Jerry Fuller

Art Pepper

Pee Wee Spitelara
Dob Palmer
Jimmy Giuffre

14, Jimmy Hamilton

1.
5.
18,
19.
20,
ap,
29,

Lddie Daniels
William Green
Buddy Collette
John Payne
Alvin Batiste
John Carter
Bob Fritz

2%, Phil Badner
2. Ray Burke

25

Russell Procope
PIANO

1. Elton John
. Leon Russell

1.

I. Nickv Hopkins

Dave Brubeck

3. Robert Lamm
6. Peter Nevo
7. DBurt Bacharach

8.

10.

Billy Preston
Herbie Hancock
Neil Young

11. Ray Charles

|

13.

4.

2. Oscar Peterson

Ramsey Lewis
Chick Corea

14. Erroll Garner

14,
17.

Sergio Mendes
Duke Ellington

18. Lee Michaels
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2]. Khalid Yasi
. Wild Bill Davis
. Bill Doggett

. 5un Ra

. Bill Ev:
André
. Randy Newman

Thelonious Monk

. LaL Ste
. Jolf Beck

. Jerry Garcia
2. Chuck Berry

Les McCann
5
'revin

Earl “Fatha™ Hines

Ahmad Jamal
ORGAN

Keith Emarson

Billy Preston

Rick Wakeman

Isaac Haves

Booker T.

. Stevie Winwaod
. Lee Michacls
. Jimmy Smith

Al Rooper

. Ray Charles

. Brian Auger
. Gregg Allman
. Johnnoy Hi
. Dick Hyman

. Dave Mason

i. Rav Manzarek
. Garth Hudson
. Keith Jarren

. Groove Holmes

ol

Don Panerson
Walter Wanderley
n

VIBES
Lional Hampton

2 Gary Burton

Cal Tiadey

. Mile Jackson
. Stu Katz

i. Terry Gibbs
. Don Elliow

Roy Avers

. Buddy Montgomery

Victen Feldman

. Bobby Hutcherson
2. Mike Mainieri

. Red Norvo

. Larry Bunker

. Dave Pike

i. IPhil Kraus

Gary Colenmam

. Tyree Glenn
. Johnny Lvtle

Clement Wells
Tommy Vig

' Gordon Emmnanuel

-: Garry Mallaber

GUITAR

Eric Clapton
Jimmy Page

. John McLaughlin
. George Harrison
. José Feliciano

B. b King

. Carlos Santana

Terry Rath

. Johnny Wimer

Alvin Lee
Peter Townshend

. Richard Betts
. Charlic Byrd
. Stephen Stills
20, Keith Ric

Mason Williams

2. Glen Campbell

2%, George Benson

. Tonv Mottola

25, Kenny Burrell

BASS
Paul McCartnay

. Jack Bruce

Charles Mingus
Peter Cetera
Jack Casady
John Entwistle
Bill Wyman
Ray Brown

. Ron Carter

Carl Radle

. Rick Grech
. Jim Fielder

Chris Squire
Donald **Duck®™ Dunn

15. Stanley Clarke

14
17.

19,
20,
20.

235
29,
5.
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. Hal BI
. Sandy Nelson
. Grady Ta

TBioly Haggart
Richard Davis

. Bob Cranshaw

Mike Bruce
Art Davis
Monk Montgomery

. Klaus Voorman

Phil Lesh

Johm Paul Jones

Eddic Gomez
DRUMS

B»ddy Rich

Rlngu Starr

. Billy Cobham

Buddy Miles
Keith Moon

. Daniel Seraphine
. Carl Palmer

. John Bonluam

. Charlie Wartts

. Raren Carpenter

Reltner
ontis Bellsemn
Marshall Thompsan

. Elvin Jonecs
. Babbvy Rosengarden

Mitch Mitchell

. Max Roach
. Joe Morello

Bohby Colomlw
m

Lt

24. Shelly Manne
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Art Blakey

OTHER INSTRUMENTS
lan Anderson, flute
Keith Emerson, Maong

Stevie Wonder, harmonica,

clavinet

. Herbic Mann, flure

Kob Dyvlan, harmonica
Ravi Shankar, sitar
Earl Scrmgas. banjo

. Papa Jolm Creach, violin
. Gearge Harrison, silar
. John Mavall. harmonica
. Panl Buwerfield,

frarmonica
John Se¢

John Hartford, banje

. Chuck Mangione,

Fliigelhorn

. Maynard Fergnson,

superbone
Rahsaan Roland Kirk,
flute, manzello,

MALE VOCALIST
Neil Diamond
Elton John

Cat Stevens

Mick Jagzen
Robert Plant

. Neil Young
. Stevie Wonder

Raod Stewart

. PFanl McCartney

. Leon Russell

. Van Morrison
. Alice Cooper
. Elvis Presley
. Al Green

. Harry Nilsson
. 5
. Da
. Gordon Lightlont
. kris Kristofferson

my Davis Jr.
d Bowie

James Taylor
George Harrison

2, David Clavton- ' homas

24, Stevie Winwood

2. Tonv Beon

Marvin Gave
FEMALE VOUALIST

Carly Simon

Roberta Flack

Bette Midler

Carole King

Chér

Helen Reddy

Grace Slick

astian. lrarmonica
. Hubers Laws, flute

. Walter Parazaider, flute
. Dong Rershaw, wiolin
i. Rusty Young, steel guitar

stritch
Russ Whitman, bass sax

. Jean-Luc Ponty.
. Yusel Laweel, flute, obor

. Charlie McCov, harmonica
Airto Moreciva. percussion

vinlin

8. Joni Mitchell
9. Barbra Streisand
10. Diana Ross

11. Rita Coolidge
12. Melanie

13. Ella Fitzgerald
14. Liza Minnclli
15. Judy Collins

16. Vikki Carr

16, Aretha Franklin
18, Linda Ronstade
19. Dionne Warwicke
20. Donnic Raitt

21. Joan Dacz

22, Tina Turner
23, Gladvs Enigin
21. Laura Nvrn

25. Sarah Vanghan

VOCAL GROUI
1. Allman Brothers Band
2, Moody Blucs
3. Rolling Stones
Led Zeppelin
5. Yes
6. Seals & Croflis
7. 5th Dimension
8. IMink Flovd
9. Carpenters
10. Three Dog Night
11. Grateful Dead
12. War
1%, Loggins & Messina
14. Sonny and Chér
15. Bread
1. The Who
17. Grand Funk Railroad
18. Bee Gees
19. Ewmerson, Lake & Palmer
20. Dan Hicks and the
Huot Licks
"’il Sly & the Family Stone
22, Temptations
2%, The Band
24, Creedence Clearwater
Revival
25. Four Freshmen
SONGWRITER- COMPOSER
1. Elton John—Bernie Taupin
2, Burt Bacharach—
Hal David
5. PPaul Simon
4. lan Anderson
5, Mick Jagger—
Keith Riclard
6. Neil Diamond
7. Cat Stevens
8. Frank Zappa
9. Scals & Crofis
10. Bob Dyl:
11. Carole King
12. Kris Kristofferson
15, Neil Young
14. Paul McCartney
15. Robert Lamin
1. George Harrison
17. Stevie Wonder
18, Henry Mancini
19, Leon Russell
20. Quincy Jones
21. Tsaac Hayes
22, Peter Townshend
23. Duke Ellington
"3‘ Stephen Stills
25. Jomi N ]|

L)
INSTRUMENTAL COMBO

1. Chicago

2. Jethro Tull

4. Mahavishnu Orchestra
4. Emerson, Lake & Palmer
5. Sanrana

6. Rlood, Sweiat & Tears

7. Alice Conper

8, Mothers of Inve mmn

9. Loggins & M H
10. Grand Funk Railroad
11. Allman Brothers Bi
11. Modern Jazz Ouartet
1}, Bee Gees

14. Bread

15. Weather Report

16. Hot Tuna

17. Dave Brubeck

18. Jefferson Airplane
19. B. B. King
20. Herbie Mann

23, ( huck Mangione Quartet
24. Charles Mingus
25. Pink Floyd
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NOTHING BUT BAD NEWS

could be happening. Greenland could
have declared war on us. The world may
be coming to an end. Anything!”

“If it happens, we'll hear about it,”
Arnold said.

“How? How? You never watch the
news. You never read a paper. You care
so little about the world, what difference
would it make if it did come to an end”

“This beer is warm,” Arnold said,
“You've been putting the beer in the re-
frigerator door again. How many times
do I have to tell you to put the beer in-
side?”” The screen divided itself into the
shape of a heart and Arnold forgot his
pique. The prospect of Lucy in the 20th
year of her pregnancy erased all rancor.

“You're a vegetable,” Pauline said. “Do
you know that, Arnold? You're an office
machine in the daytime and a vegetable
at night. A head of lettuce sticking out of
a shirt collar.”

At least he had the decency to get
angry.

“All right! All right! You want to know
why I don’t watch the news? Why I don’t
read the paper? Because it's all bad news.
Nothing but bad news. That's the reason
so many people turn mean and rotien,
they get to hear nothing but bad news
from morning till night. There’s not one
nice, decent, cheerful thing you ever hear
about, not one thing you can feel good
about. That's why!”

“It's not true,” Pauline said. “Maybe
it seems that way, but 1t isn't.”

“Yeah? Yeah? You want to bet? You
want to bet, like, that new fur coat you

‘e

(continued from page 101)

want so bad? You want to bet that, Pau-
line, huhz”

“What do you mean, bet?"”

“You heard me. Put your money where
your big mouth is. You turn on the news,
go ahead. And you hear one real good
piece of news, you can quit saving for that
fur coat, I'll buy it for you. Tomorrow.
You won't have to wait another year, I'll
put it on your back right now!”

The coat was an cbony mink. Pauline’s
Holy Grail.

“And if there isn’t any good news?”

Arnold grinned.

“You give me that money you been
saving and we take the fishing wip.”

Pauline hated fishing trips. So she
hesitated.

Arnold chuckled, both at her and at
Lucy. Lucy thought the baby was coming.
Desi was panicked. Pauline was simul-
tancously sickened at the thought of
dead fish and exhilarated at the thought
of mink.

“All right,” she said. “OK, Arnold
Turn on the news.”

Arnold gave Lucy a regretful smile and
wrenched the dial.

Jensen looked so grim that Pauline’s
heart wrenched, too.

“The prospect for a major conflict in
the Middle East intensified tonight, alter
an Israeli commando raid into Lebanon
followed a series of bombings in Tel Aviv
that claimed ten lives. . . .

Amold sucked loudly on his beer
bottle.

“A new threat to the Vietnam truce
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“Do you have the same thing in red?”

was posed tonight as reports of a build-
LpSE

Arnold burped and chuckled and
chortled.

“And now, here’s a film report on the
fire that destroyed the ocean liner Mari-
anna and cost the lives of thirty passen-
gers and crewmen. . .

Arnold enjoyed the account of the dis-
aster almost as much as I Love Lucy.

“The strike of longshoremen, now in
its third weck, may cripple the economy
ol the entire Eastern Seaboard, according
to a new study, . . ."

Arnold basked in the blue light of
the set.

“Another charge of corruption in Gov-
ernment came today from a high-placed
official in the Justice Department. . . "

“Alter a week-long scarch, the mu-
tilated body of seven-year-old Sharon
Snyder was discovered in an abandoned
tenement. . . "

“A ux rise forecast by both Federal
and state economists brutally slain in
apartment-house elevator the highest in-
crease in food prices in ten years accident
total now five hundred but expected 10
rise as floods sweep tornadoes struck hur-
ricane winds rising to thirteen children
dead twenty injured as train strikes school
bus and protesters arrested on steps of
mugging victim dies as new strain of flu
virus thousands homeless as assassin fore-
casts rain for holiday weekend. . . .”

Arnold was having a very good time,

“Well, how about it, how abour it?” he
said. “How's about the news, Mrs. Cur-
rent Events, you enjoying the show? And
how’s about that fishing trip. you going
to throw up again, like you did the last
time, when I bring home the catchz”

“It's still on,” Pauline said gratingly.
“The news is still on, Arnold; will you at
least let the man finish>"”

“Sure,” said Arnold, smiling.

“And now,” said Jensen, not smiling,
“repeating our first item, the state health
authorities have issued an urgent warning
concerning the danger of botulism in
the canned mixed vegetables packed by
Happy Lad Foods. Any can of Happy
Lad mixed vegetables marked five-L-three
is known to contain these deadly bacteria
and should be destroyed immediately or
returned to the place of purchase. .. .

The credits were beginning to roll and
Pauline couldn’t bear Arnold's chuckling
noises a moment longer. Tears blurred
her path between living room and
Kitchen. In the center of the tiled floor,
she fought a wave of nausca (smell of
dead fish, nonsmell of mink), and then
she went to the cupboard and looked
through  her cannedfood inventory,
scarching the Iabels for a can of Happy
Lad mixed vegetables, series 5L3. Sud-
denly, she realized that all the news
wasn't bad that night. She had one.



MUR‘DER D,%é. {continued from page 124)

murders was as long as Reles’, maybe
even longer. In exchange for his evidence
and testimony, he, too, was promised 1im-
munity and eventual freedom. (After his
performance, Tannenbaum laded from
view, abandoned his occupation as hired
killer and later wurned up as a respecta-
ble salesmin in Atlanti.)

And so the murder prosecutions began
and, as Reles had predicted, quickly
ransformed O'Dwyer from a liule
known D.A. into a [amous crime buster,
a man to equal Dewey. All of which
caused concern, but also amusement, in
the higher ranks of the underworld Syn-
dicate, particularly among Frank Costel-
lo and his friends; they had supplied
thousands of dollars and crews of hard-
nosed workers for O’Dwyer’s campaign
and, for reasons of their own, would con-
tinue to support his |J0]ilitill interests 1
the future.

With Reles the star witness, Maione
and Abbandando both went to the elec-
tric chair lor the brutal murder of a loan
shark named George “Whitey” Rudnick—
they had stabbed him 63 times with an
ice pick and knives, shattered his skull
and then, for good measure, strangied
him. But, as Reles explained i, Rudnick
had earned his [ate: he had been a stool
pigeon and Lepke had ordered his end.

Reles was the lead canary, too. when
Piusburgh Phil Strauss and Buggsy Gold-
stein got the chair for garroting and
cremating a smalltime gambler named
Irving “Puggy” Feinstein. Just why Fein-
stein wis killed Reles wasn't too sure.
The murder, he said, had been done on
orders from Anastasia, who had been
given the contract by Mangano, co-boss
with his brother Phil of the Brooklyn
family in which Anastasia was chief lieu-
tenant. All Reles knew was that “This
guy crossed Vince in something.” Inex-
plicably, nobody bothered to follow up
this enticing bit of testimony. Neither
O'Dwyer nor anyone else ever asked ci-
ther Anastasia or Mangano what they
knew about Feinstein.

It was Reles, backed up by Tannen-
baum, who pinned the murder of Dutch
Schultz on Charliec Workman. When
Workman heard all the testimony, he
changed his plea to guilty and got oft
with a life sentence instead of the chair.

But these were all small-timers, as far
as the prosecutors were concerned. They
made headlines and reaped some good
publicity. But Dewey had gotten Ludi-
ano, and if O'Dwyer were to match him,
he had to nail somebody of like stature
in the underworld. The man he was rac-
ing Dewey for now was Louis Lepke.

His mother had called him “Lepke-
leh,” an altectionate Yiddish diminutive
meaning Little Louis. But when people
talked about Lepke, they did so not with
affection but with fear. By late in the

Fhirties, with Al Capone and Luciano in
prison and Schultz buried, Lepke was
perhaps the most notorious criminal in
the United States, the object of a massive
manhunt spurred by offers of rewards for
his capture dead or alive.

Buchalter had been born in 1897 on
New York's Lower East Side, one of sev-
eral children of poor Jewish immigrants
who were barely scratching a subsistence
out of a small hardware business. As a
child, he earned himsell a reputation as
a proficient sneak thief who pilfered
from every neighborhood candy store.
He was still a child when his father died
and most of the family moved West, to
Denver. Lepke stayed behind, living with
one relative and then another, and final-
ly quitting school and going out on his
own. On his own meant following a ca-
reer in crime: by the time he was 18, he
had been arrested three times for burgla-
ry and had served a two month sentence
at the Cheshire Reformatory in Connecti-
cut. Within the next four years, operat-
ing in and around New York Ciry. he was
arrested several more times and served
two sentences in Sing Sing. But after that,
it would be 20 years before he would see
the inside of a cell again. Despite 11 sub-
sequent arrests for crimes ranging up to
and including murder, between 1919 and
1939 his record was not stained by a single
Iasting conviction.

The [ortune to be made in booze had
attracted most of the young hoodlums his
age at the beginning of Prohibition. But
not Lepke. He and another young thug,
Jacob “Gurrah™ Shapiro, took a different
route to wealth and power. Both relished
the use of strong-arm methods—the
blackjack, the gun, the bottle of acid, the
knife, anything that would lead to a flow
of blood. As one associate of the time
commented, “Lep loves to hurt people.”

In the early Twenties, they linked up
with a third young advocate of violence,
Jacob “Liule Augie” Orgen (who was
shot down in 1927), and set up shop as
strikebreakers for hire to Manhattan gar-
ment manufacturers fighting the Inter-
national Ladies Garment Workers Union
and the Amalgamated Clothing Workers
of America. They were so good at their
work that soon they were serving both
sides, hiring out ilso as union organizers
and then taking control of union locals.

Racketeering in one industry quickly
leads 1o racketeering in others, as Lepke
and Shapiro were quick to perceive.
Bread wis 2 common necessity, but bread
made stale by long delays in deliveries
was not good for much more than stufi-
ing turkeys. So Lepke moved in on the
bakeryv-drivers’ union and then put the
pressure on the bakers to pay up. a
penny or more a loaf, to get their prod-
ucts delivered fresh to market. The bak-
ers paid. Lepke moved on. Working with
Willic Bioff and the Chicago mob to

“I ooking back, all I can say is the worst
r”

I ever had was marvelous!
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gain control of the movie-projectionists’
union, he extorted millions from motion-
picture moguls. By the mid-Thirties, his
industrial racketeering had spread clear
across the New York economic scene. He
was extorting, threatening, controlling to
one degree or another, on his own and
in combination with others, the leather
business, the handbag makers, the shoe
mikers, the milliners, taxis, poultry,
cleaning and dyeing, restaurants and
more. There were oflicial estimates that
legitimate  businessmen were  paying
Lepke between 55,000,000 and $10,000,000
a year for the right to operate without
interference.

This much had been known or suspect-
ed for several years. But not until Reles
started singing did the authorities begin
to appreciate Lepke's position in the
Syndicate and his role as chiel enforcer
of discipline and internal policy. It was
to Lepke that his peers turned when the
need arose to enforce underworld rules,
and his efliciency in doing so won him
the title The Judge.

Yet there were indications that Lepke
would not retain his power and stature
for long. Unlike Meyer Lansky and Cos-
tello, or even his ofttime Garment District
partner Tommy Lucchese, Lepke was not
content with a life in the shadows. He
rclished the spotlight, loved reading
about himself in the newspapers. He
lived lavishly and conspicuously, almost
courting attention. Thus, when Luciano
went oft to Dannemora, it was only natu-
ral that Lepke would be the next rarget
for the ambitious Manhattan prosecutor
Tom Dewey.

Lepke’s troubles stemmed not merely
from Dewey. There were others who
wanted him just as badly, including the
Federal Government. So  tight  was
Lepke's noose around several industries
that the Justice Department had succeed-
ed in indicting him and Shapiro for re-
straint of trade in violation of the
antitrust laws. In 1936, both were con-
victed, sentenced to two years and fined
$10,000. Shapiro took the rap and went
to prison, and then picked up an addi
tional term when luter convicted of ex-
torting bakers. But Lepke appealed,
went free on $3000 bond and then disap-
peared while the courts listened to his
lawyers. A Federal appeals court over-
turned his conviction in 1937.

But the heat on Lepke was still in-
tense. A grand jury, directed by the Man-
hattan district attorney, indicted Lepke
and Shapiro for bakery extortion; the
Justice Department announced that it
was rewriting the antitrust indictments
with the intention of bringing him to
trial on new racketeering charges; and
the Federal Bureau of Narcotics entered
the picture as well. It had uncovered cvi-
dence that Lepke was the man behind
a massive narcotics-smuggling enterprise

188 that involved extensive bribery of United

some gangland killers litter the strects with corpses;
others are careful to pick up after themselves

uring the carly days of organized
criminal activity, neither the po-

lice nor the public much cared

when gangsters killed one an-

other. In the Twenties, Chicagoans fol-
lowed the local beer wars like a kind of
underworld series, wondering if the ag-
gressive North Siders could take the
pennant away from the Capone mob;
and in the early Thirties, New Yorkers
bemusedly read the morning papers for
latest scores in the feud between Dutch
Schultz and Mad Dog Coll. Murder was
the primary instrument of gangland
policy and corpses were simply another

ONE-WAY RIDE

feature of the urban landscape. Discreet
killing and disposal of the body did not
become a common underworld practice
until the Thirties, when the gangster-
businessmen of the national crime Syn
dicate, beset by reform movements and
politically ambitious prosecutors, de-
cided that bodies were bad [or business.

Prior to that, only a few pangland
eccentrics had ever bothered to conceal
the evidence, partly because such kill-
ings were virtually impossible to solve
and partly because the purposes of maost
murders—example and intimidation—
were served by publicity. Ignazio Saiet-
ta, one of New York's Maha pioneers.
known also as Lupo the Woll, reported-
ly impaled his enemies on meathooks
and then fed them to a furnace, but no
doubt more lor dramatic effect than to
conceal the crime. In Chicago, about the
closest thing to a discreet murder was
the one-way ride. supposedly invented
by Hymie Weiss in 1921. The frst
recorded victim was a troublemaker
named Steve Wisniewski, who had been

molesting Weiss's beer trucks. His body
was lound dumped beside a deserted
country road and the underworld soon
was complimenting the imaginative
Weiss [or bringing the craft of murder
into the automobile age. Eventually, the
ride became a preferred technique for
dispatching rivals with litle muss or
fuss, using the victim’s own car when
possible or a stolen car that could be
sifely abandoned in a deserted area.
When circumstances dictated disposal of
the body, prior arrangements could be
made for cremation or burial (some-
times through a cooperating funeral
parlor, which would stuff an extra stiff
into a legitimate grave), and all that re-
mained as a scenc of the crime was an
abandoned “mystery car” with some
bloodstains and bullet holes.

History does not record the inventor
of the concrete overcoat, but the prac-
tice of putting a corpse in concrete and
dumping it into a lake or river appar
ently came into fashion in New York in
the late Twenties or early Thirties. By
the usual exagperated estimates. New
York’s Hudson and East rivers contain
100 or more bodies, but since these
are rarely recovered. such guesses are
usually based on the same kind of
underworld gossip that consigned Bo
Weinberg to the drink in 1935 Wein-
berg was the financial brains of the
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DOUBLE-DECKER

Dutch Schultz mob who reputedly sold
out to rivals while his boss was in-
disposed because of legal problems. By
some accounts, Schultz personally took
Weinberg on the traditional ride, shot
him and supervised the pouring of the
concrete. All that’s known for a fact




is that Weinberg vanished one night
without a trace and is assumed to be at
the bottom of the East River, or maybe
the Hudson, depending on who tells the
story.

Cement overshoes are a variation on
the overcoat theme, acknowledging the
logistical problems of wransporting scv-
eral hundred pounds of concrete as com-
pared with a cement-filled washtub
encasing only the vicim's feet. The
problem with overshoes and other sim
ple weights is that a body has numerous
cavities and some 40 feet of intestinal
tract, and in water it becomes as buoy
ant as a balloon [rom the gases gener-
ated during decomposition. In 1937,
the New York Syndicate rubbed out
Walter Sage, its Sullivan County slot
machine representative, who had been
robbing the till, and in a spirit ol poetic
justice wired his body to a heavy picce
of gambling equipment and scuttled
him in a lake in the Caskills. Out of
sight, out of mind—until ten days later,
when Sage popped to the surface, ma-
chinery and all. Similarly, the body of
one Hayvey Deusenbery was found

CONCRETE OVERCOAT

bobbing in the Hudson River like a
fishing cork, sinkered by a slab of rock
connected to his neck by a chain; and in
1964, Jamaica Bay cast up the corpse
of Ernest “The Hawk™ Rupolo, who
years earlier had testified against Vito
Genovese. Rupolo, with an underworld
price on his head, had disappeared but
eventually surfaced despite the concrete
blocks chained to his body. “This
proves.” remarked one New York hu-
morist. “that you can't keep a good
man down.”

The most effective use of concrete has
been made by gangs involved in the
construction business. At least accord-
ing to legend, the traditional one-way
ride sometimes ends at a construction
site, where the victim becomes imimor-
talized in the foundation of a skyscraper
or the supports for a new bridge.

Probably the greatest technological
advances in body disposal occurred dur-
ing New York's Gallo-Profaci war. One
of the combatamis was Tony Bender
(nece Anthony Swrollo), who vanished

one night in 1962 and whose corpse,
according to rumors, was fed to a Demp-
sey Dumpster, compacted with the gar-
bage and incinerated. Others met an
even more crushing fate. New York
papers reported that a Mob-conuolled
junk yard in New Jersey had the equip-
ment to compress automaobiles into tidy

BIG SQUEEZE

cubes of metal and that some of the cars
had bodies in the trunks. The cubes
were steam-hosed, dunked in a preserva-
tive and shipped off to a smelter—to be-
come next year's shiny new model on
some auto-showroom floor. The joke at
the time was that a gangster who disap-
peared had a Ford in his future.

One of the more interesting events of
the Gallo-Profaci conflict was the death
of Gallo gang member Joe Jelly. Ap-
parently, the Prolacis decided to hit
Jelly in a discreer manner and dispose
of his body but wanted also to leave no
doubt among the Gallos as to the fate
that befell him. He disappeared one
summer day in 1961 while supposedly
on a deep-sea-fishing trip. Later, Jelly's
favorite hangout in Brooklyn received
a bundie of his clothes wrapped around
a large dead hsh.

This poetic touch charmed New York
crime reporters and gangster bufls as

THUGBURGER

much as the story, which was circulating
during the same period, that a Mob-
controlled canning [actory on the East
Coast was grinding up some of the casu-
alties of the underworld war and selling
them to the public in cans of dog food.

—WILLIAM J. HELMER

States Customs agents and had man-
aged to smuggle at least $10,000,000
worth of heroin into the country from
the Far East.

Surrounded by so much trouble all at
once, Lepke decided to extend s vaca-
tion—not a vacation [rom business or
even from New York but merely from
public view. In 1937, he sought help
{from his close friend Anastasia, who shel-
tered him in several places in Brooklyn
during a two-year nationwide manhunt.
More than 1,000,000 WANTED posters
were distributed all over the country.
Dewey, calling Lepke “the worst indus-
wrial racketeer in America,” announced
that he would pay $25,000 to anyone who
brought the gangster in, dead or alive.
And J. Edgar Hoover, apparently
alarmed that so many others—Dewey.
Narcotics Bureau director Harry An-
slinger, New York City police commis-
sioner Lewis Valentine—were stealing
the headlines from him, chimed in with a
$5000 reward for “the most dangerous
criminal in the United States,” although
the only claim the FBI had to him was as
a fugitive [rom justice suspected of cross-
ing state lines. There were rumors that
Lepke was hiding out in Florida, Arkan-
sas, California, Chicago, that he had left
the United States and was in Cuba, Po-
land, the Far East.

But nobody could flush him, and as
the search intensified during 1938 and
into 1939, investigators took the extraor
dinary step of questioning his friends in
the underworld. An agent went to Ha-
vana to see Lansky. then in the process
of developing his Caribbean gambling
empire with the aid and partmership of
Cuban president Fulgencio Batista. Lan
sky dismissed the Federal man with a
smile; it had been years since he had seen
Lepke, he said, and all he knew about
the wanted man was that he wasn’t n
Havana. When Costello was interviewed.
he, too, professed complete ignorance.
Longy Zwillman was called before a spe-
cial grand jury in Newark. I know
Lepke for a long time,” Zwillman said,
“but I haven’t seen him in three, four
years. So far as I know, he was a plc;mull
fellow and clean morally.” The investiga-
tors even went up to Dannemora to talk
to Luciano. He laughed at them.

But a good many people knew ex-
actly where Lepke was and what he was
doing, and that his continuing under-
ground existence was beginning to make
him paranoid. He saw signs in cvery
word and action that others were trying
to encroach on his domain, and he was
taking steps not merely to repel the in-
vaders, real or imagined, but to strength-
en his own position at others’ expense.
At times during thesc years, Reles served
as Lepke's chauffeur and bodyguard, and
le told of the night in 1938 when he drove
Lepke from his hide-out to a Brooklyn
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meeting attended by Anastasia, Luc
chese, Willie Moretti, Jerry Catena,
Zwillman and several others. Lucchese
had demanded the session and he wanted
to know whar Lepke was doing in the
Garment District. When Luciano had
been around, Lepke had always been co-
operative. But now Luciano was in Dan-
nemora and Lepke was tightening his
personal control of the garment industry,
even from his hide-out, and trying to
squeeze out Lucchese and others who had
worked so closely with him through the
vears. And he was doing the same thing
in his other rackets. Lucchese demanded
that Lepke start respecting the old agree-
ments, especially since these were backed
by the national Combination, but Lepke
refused to listen. He took the position
that everyone was trying to cut him out,
“Nobody moved in on me while I was on
the outside,” Reles quoted him as saying,
“and nobody's gonna do it just because
I'm on the lam. There’s no argument.
The clothing thing is mine.” And with
those words, Lepke rose from his chair,
stalked out of the room and ordered
Reles to drive him back to his sanctuary.

There, surrounded by his and Anasta-
sia’s guns, Lepke continued to rule his
empire and muscle in on friends he be-
lieved were trying to take it for them-
selves. And he was trying to cover his
tracks. It was his theory, voiced often and
loudly, that while Dewey and the Federal
Government could both build up strong
cases against him, those cases would col-
lapse without the testimony of certain
vital witnesses. So, Reles explained to
Turkus, “Lep gave us eleven contracts
for witnesses when he was on the lam.
We knocked ofl seven of them.”

It became a race between Lepke's kill-
ers and the forces of the law. Could
Lepke be tracked down and captured
while there were still live witnesses 1o tes-
tify against him? Hoover sprang FBI
agents from other jobs to pursue Lepke;
agents ol the Narcotics Bureau intensi-
fied their hunt; Dewey's men and special
squads of Valentine’s New York City po-
lice devoted full time to the search.

Then another tactic was tried—heavy
pressure on  Lepke's underworld col-
leagues. Bookies who had been operating
comfortably, paying off police and politi-
cians, were suddenly being raided and
jailed: well-protected betting banks and
numbers operators now found cops
camped on their doorsteps. Underworld
figures of any note were rousted, brought
in for questioning, harassed continu-
ously. The authorities deliberately fos-
tered the rumor that the heat would
continue, would be stepped up even
more, that the gangsters would no longer
have room or time to breathe, let alone
operate, unless the Lepke problem were
brought to a satisfactory conclusion.
When some civil liberties groups pro-
tested to Mayor Tiorello La Guardia

about the unconstitutional harassment by
police, he summoned Commissioner Val-
entine to the meeting, turned to him and
said, “Lewie, these people claim you vio-
late the Constitution.”

Valentine replied, "So do the gang-
sters.” With that, La Guardia sent the
civil libertarians packing.

And when another group came to com-
plain that mobster Ciro Terranova was
being prevented from even entering the
aty, La Guardia told Valentine, in the
group’s presence, “Terranova has a per-
fect right 10 come into New York City.
Let him come in, by all means. Wait until
he gets o 125th Sueet—and then go to
work on him.” Whether La Guardia's ac-
tions were part of the pressure 1o bring
about the surrender of Lepke or just the
mayor's well-known style of law enforce-
ment is impossible to say. But such har-
assment had its effect, especially when
the word spread that the heat would
dissipate once Lepke was in the hands of
authorities.

For Lansky and Costello, and for oth-
ers as well, this was an opportunity to
solve a number of problems with a single
stroke. Both had worked with Lepke
since the early Twenties and had grown
to despise his violence, braggadocio and
contrariness. Morcover, if he were put
away, the heat presumably would be
turned ofi; not only would business re-
turn to normal but Lepke's empire would
be thrown into the hopper to be parceled
out among the other leaders.

So, in secret council with Lucchese,
Zwillman, Moreui, Adonis and other
leaders, Lansky and Costello argued that
Lepke must be persuaded to come out of
hiding and surrender. If he could not be
so persuaded, they said, then the prob-
lem would have to be solved in the classic
Lepke fashion—Kkill him. The only voice
to defend Lepke, to argue that he had
served the Combination oo long and too
well, was that of Anastasia, who would
soon win the public title Lord High Exe-
cutioner of Murder, Inc. Not only were
Anastasia and Lepke old friends and
partners in the enforcement/ murder busi-
ness but Anastasia hated Lansky. He
could not abide the man’s display of
knowledge, his polished manners, his su-
periority. his preachments against force,
his condescension toward Anastasia in
particular and Italians in general.

Despite  Lepke's liabilities and the
power of Lansky. nobody wanted to go to
war with Anastasia; but somehow he had
to be persuaded. The one man he might
listen 1o was Luciano, who had been the
boss when he was free and who still
wiclded power from his isolated cell in
Dannemora. Costello ook the problem
directly to Charlie Lucky in the Danne-
mora visiting room, where the two ham-
mered out a plan. What Lepke most
feared was [alling into the hands of
Dewey. On the basis of Dewey's prose-

cution of Luciano and his general de-
meanor, Lepke was convinced that the
racket buster would send him awav for-
ever and, indeed, Dewey was proclaiming
that he had enough on Lepke to put him
in prison for 500 years. Lepke was less
concerned over the Federal indicuments.
He knew he was certain to be convicted
in Federal court, but he was sure that
even on i narcotics charge, he would get
off with only a couple of years. So the
plan was to persuade Lepke that a deal
had been struck with the Government: if
he wrned himself in to Federal agents
and stood wrial for narcotics, the Feds
had promised they would not turn him
over to Dewey.

Now a go-between had to be found
who could convince Lepke that such an
arrangement had been made, and Lansky
had just the man. His name was Moe
"Dimples™ Wolensky, a shady character
who had worked in gambling enterprises
at various times for both Lepke and Lan-
sky, who was trusted by evervone who
knew him and who was known to have
contacts with the law. Wolensky was sent
to Lepke's hide-out with the message that
the national Syndicate had worked our
a fix with J. Edgar Hoover. Il Lepke
would surrender personally to Hoover
(thereby embellishing the G man's repu-
tation, which was suffering from compe-
tition and continuing fatlure to track
Lepke down), Dewey would never get
his hands on him.

Lepke boughe this idea. Bur Anastasia
didn’t. He continued urging Lepke to
hold out; as long as he was Iree, he was
safe; in the hands of the authorities, any-
thing could happen. Once more, Luciano
intervened. Through Adonis, he sent
word to Anastasia that the deal was ser,
that business demanded Lepke accede to
it and that Anastasia, despite his misgiv-
ings, go along. At last, Anastasia agreed
and even took a hand in the melodramat-
ics that followed. Contact was made with
Walter Winchell, the gossip columnist of
the New York Daily Mivror and a close
friend of Hoover's. Winchell was advised
that he could share in the glory il he
would get in touch with the FBI director
and help work out the details of the
surrender.

Just belore ten o'clock on Aupust 24
1939, a sweltering Manhattan summer
night more than two years after Lepke
had disappeared. a car driven by Anasta-
sia stopped at 101 Third Street in Brook-
lyn, picked up a passenger wearing his
coat collar upturned and large sunglasses
to hide his face. Anastasia drove rapidly
across the Brooklyn Bridge into Manhat-
tan. At Fifth Avenue and 28th Sureet, he
slowed. spotted a parked car and pulled
to the curb a short distance bevond. The
rear door of his car opened, the passen-
ger stepped out, paused for a last word
with Anastasia and then walked rapidly
to the waiting parked car. When he




reached it, Winchell, behind the steering
wheel, leaned across and stared at him
intently. Then he turned to his stocky
companion in the back and said, *“"Mr.
Hoover, this is Lepke.”

Hoover nodded, reached across and
opened the rear door, motioning Lepke
1o enter. “How do you do,” he said
brusquely.

“Glad 1o meet you, I'm sure,” Lepke
said as he slid into the car next to Hoo-
ver. Any pleasure he might have felt at
the meeting immediately vanished. With
Hoover's hirst words, Lepke discovered
that there was no fix, no deal, at least
where he was concerned—or that Hoover
cither wasn't admitting to a deal or
didn't know about one. Lepke was in-
formed that he would be tried promptly
by Federal authorities on the IArCoOLics
charge. Lepke expected that. Then, to
Lepke's horror, Hoover said that after
the trial, he would be turned over to
Dewey for prosecution on bakery-racket
charges. "I wanted to get out of that car
again as soon as I heard,” Lcllkc latex
said. But that was impossible. For, as
Winchell tarned on the car lights and
started the engine, a fleet of cars, fulled
with FBI agents, pulled out of every side
street and nearby parking space, sur-
rounded Winchell's car and escorted it to
the FBI ofhces.

(If Lepke had been taken, so, too, had
Dimples Wolensky. As soon as they
learned that the deal was a phony,
Lepke's riends began to search for him.
I'he search took time, but in 1943, on
orders of Anastasia, Wolensky was shot
down on a Manhattan street corner.)

Within a month of his dramatic surren-
der, Lepke was convicted ol narcotics
conspiracy and semenced to 14 years in
Federal prison at Leavenworth. Hardly
had sentence been pronounced when the
shaken gangster urned over 1o
Dewey, who saw him as another stepping-
stone on the road to Albany and, ulu-
mately, the White House. Using all the
legal legerdemain ar  his command,
Dewey tore the stunned Lepke to shreds
in the courtroom and obtained a sen-
tence that matched Luciano’s—30 years
to life. Then Lepke was returned to
Leavenworth to serve out the time he
owed the Federal Government belore
paying his even greater debt to the state
of New York.

But there was more to come for Lepke,
and for Anastasia and Siegel. By now,
Reles was singing his song in Brooklyn 1o
ambitious O'Dwyer, whose political ob-
jective was the city-hall chair occupicd by
La Guardia.

wis

On the basis of evidence supplied by
Reles and Tannenbaum, O'Dwyer in May
ol 1940 demanded thart the Federal au-
thorities turn Lepke over to him to stand
trial, along with Mendy Weiss and Louis
Capone, [or murder. The murder was
that of a Brooklyn candy-store owner
named Joseph Rosen in 1936. Rosen

“Damn it, Boswell—there are moments in a man’s life
that can do without immortalizing!”

had once been an uncooperative truck-
er in the Garment District and Lepke
had put him out of business. Instead of
accepting this gracefully, Rosen started
telling Iriends he was going to take his
grievances to Dewey, and word ol this
soon got back to Lepke. According to
Reles, Tannenbaum and a couple of
other canaries, Lepke gave the Rosen
contract to Weiss, Capone and Strauss,
and the three lulfilled iv in Brooklyn one
morning in Scptember 1936 by filling
Rosen's body with 17 bullets.

Turkus prosecuted Lepke, Weiss and
(_l.'llmnc in the fall of 1941, with Tannen-
baum as the key witness. Reles had been
scheduled to testify but was to die mysteri-
ously before his opportunity came. He
didn't die soon enough 1o save Lepke,
however, especially with Tannenbaum
still warbling. Lepke, Weiss and Capone
were all convicted and on March 4, 1944,
the three died in the Sing Sing eleciric
chair.

Reles' death did

save Siegel and

Anastasia, however. His testimony was the
key to putting both in the death house.
In the course of their narratives, Reles
and Tannenbaum had talked often
about the demise of a onetime Lepke en-
forcer named Harry Greenberg and vari-
ously known as Harry Schacter and
Harry Schober but more familiarly called
Big Greenie. When the heat was on
Lepke early in 1939, Greenberg took off
for the cooler climes of Canada. Unfortu-
nately, he soon ran short of funds and
hinted to the boys in New York that if he
didn't get some money, he might decide
to return for a little wlk with Dewey.
That was a mistake, and Tannenbaum
was given the contract to correct it. By
the time he reached Canada, however,
Big Greenie had disappeared. He sur-
faced a little later in California, where
Siegel had taken up residence in 1937 as
the local overlord for the national Com-
bination. In those days, the West Coast
was still considered virgin territory, and
who better to deflower it than the great
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underworld lover, Siegel? He had trav-
eled West several times, had liked the cli-
mate, the women, the easy money of the
movie colony. He had talked constantly
about its potential and had found open
ears among his Syndicate associates in the
East, particularly Zwillman, who was in
love with Hollywood and with one of its
biggest stars, Jean Harlow. So Siegel
went West, where he was an immediate
success and an immediate celebrity, be-
coming close friends with scores of Holly-
wood personalities, including George
Raft, Wendy Barric, Clark Gable, Gary
Cooper, Cary Grant and many more
(some of whom would later put their
moncy into Siegel enterprises).

Celebrity that he was, Siegel was first
and foremost a member of the Syndicate,
privy to its lore and responsive to its bid-
ding. When he learned of the fugitive
Greenberg's presence in California, he
hurried East to confer with Adonis,
Zwillman and company. Siegel offered 1o
take on the contract himself. Bur Tan-
nenbaum had been awarded it, so he
was dispatched West, with Siegel’s help
and logistical support. In Tannenbaum’s
possession were two guns stolen from a
New Jersey warehouse and delivered 1o
him personally by Zwillman as he board-
ed his plane. Once in Los Angeles, Tan-
nenbaum made a couple of tries at
Greenberg bur failed. So Siegel brought
in another gunman, one Frankie Carbo
(who later would come to prominence as
the manager of several boxing champi-
ons and contenders). On November 29,
1939, Tannenbaum drove Carbo and Sie-
gel to 1804 Vista Del Mar in Los Angeles
shortly after dark. A second car, driven
by a friend of Siegel’s, no gangsier him-
self but a thrill seeker who relished the
company of the notorious, a man named
Champ Segal, parked a short distance
down the block. Each night, adhering 10
a lixed schedule, Greenberg made his
only trip out of doars, a short drive to
pick up the newspapers. He had already
left when Siegel, Carbo, Tannenbaum
and Scgal arrived. As they waited, Big
Greenie's old Ford turned the corner and
pulled up in front of the house. As
Greenberg stepped out, a door of the
waiting car flew open, Siegel and Carbo
stepped out, pulled out the two guns
Zwillman had sent West with Tannen-
baum and emptied them into Creenberg.

Why Carbo and Tannenbaum partici-
pated is easily explained; they were, after
all, hired killers doing their job. Not so
casily explained, though, is why Siegel
decided to participate and dirty his exec-
utive hands with the actual commission
of a violent crime. A couple of years
later, Los Angeles County deputy district
auorney Arthur Veitch offered his own
theory 1o a grand jury seeking to indict
Siegel. “In gangster parlance,” he de-
clared, “Siegel is what is known as a ‘cow-
boy.” This is the way the boys have of

192 describing a man who is not satisfied to

frame a murder but actually has to be in
on the kill in person.”

It was more than a year later that Tan-
nenbaum told the story of the murder of
Big Greenie to Turkus. It was good and
convincing, but not convicting, for Tan-
nenbaum had been an accomplice. But
then, as usual, there was Reles, a nonpar-
ticipant, 1o come through with corrobo-
ration. He said he knew all the details
from the very beginning. Turkus wrned
the evidence over to California authori-
ties and then, with O'Dwyer’s approval,
flew Reles and Tannenbaum to Los
Angeles to testify before the grand jury.
Five murder indictments were returned,
against Siegel, Carbo and Segal as partici-
pants and against Lepke and Weiss as the
men who had given out the contract.

When the police went to arrest Sicgel
and Carbo, they were nowhere to be
found. When they finally picked Siegel
up at his Beverly Hills mansion some
months later, he professed no concern.
His scores of Hollywood friends visited
him regularly in jail, where he was per-
mitted almost complete freedom, and on
several occasions e even walked out of
the jail to spend a night on the town.
Then in December 1940, the newly elect-
ed Los Angeles County district attorney,
John Dockweiler, moved for dismissal of
all the indictments. He announced that
he had learned that a prime witness had
lied. so he didn’t have a solid case. What
others learned was that Siegel had con-
tributed $30,000 to Dockweiler’s cam-
paign. (It was later rumored that Siegel
became so impatient at Dockweilers de-
lay in dismissing the indicuments that he
demanded a refund—and got it.)

If Dockweiler had no desive to prose-
cute, others wanted to very badly. Re-
quests were made to O'Dwyer to ship
Tannenbaum and Reles back 10 the
Coast for a new grand-jury appearance
and new indictments. At first, O'Dwyer
refused. ‘There were too many other calls
for their services in his own jurisdiction,
he explained, and he didn’t want them
3000 miles from Brooklyn, where they
might get lost. The California authorities
persisted, and finally in September 1941,
O'Dwyer relented o the extent of letting
Tannenbaum but not Reles make anoth-
er wrip West. New indiciments were ob-
tained, this time naming only Siegel and
Carbo, and once more Siegel went
underground. But not for long. Sudden-
ly, in October, he turned himself in.
Then even more suddenly, in November,
Reles—and the case against Siegel—went
out a sixthfloor window. Once more,
Dockweiler asked for dismissal of the in-
dictments and Bugsy went free again 1o
build the Syndicate’s empire on the West
Coast. (Carbo was later tried for the
Greenberg murder, but the jury, alter
deliberating for 53 hours, could not
reach a verdict.)

The death of Reles also sprang Anas-
tasia. Throughout his marathon ram-

blings, he had frequently described
Anastasia as the man who not only or-
dered killings but participated in some
of them. Tannenbaum, too, talked con-
stantly about Anastasia. Unfortunately,
much of what they said was only rumor
that they could not substantiate. Anas-
tasia_had been good at covering his
racks. He had, it seemed, slipped up
only one time, but what Reles knew
about that incident could have sent him
to the electric chair.

For a number of years, Morris
“Moishe” Diamond, the business agent
for a teamster local, had been resisting
the encroachment of the rackereers into
his Garment District bailiwick. By early
1939, he was so distressed by the gangster
take-overs that he started threatening to
talk to Dewey. Anastasia wasted no tme.
He not only ordered Diamond's extermi-
nation but personally gave the order to
shoot when Diamond was cornered on a
Brooklyn street in May 1939. One of
those present had been Tannenbaum,

Reles had not been there, but he could
corroborate: He knew the participants
and had heard their accounts of the kill-
ing; he had been present when the mur-
der was planned and, most important, he
had heard Anastasia give the orders.

It seemed 1o be O'Dwyer's big mo-
ment. Not only was he ready to convict
Lepke but he was about to get Anastasia
as well—and make Dewey look like a
small-timer by comparison. His office,
O'Dwyer announced, had the “perfect
murder case” against Anastasia, and he
ordered the arrest of the underworld's
Lord High Executioner. Only Anastasia,
predictably, couldn’t be found. Embar-
rassed. O'Dwyer issued his assurances that
as soon as Anastasia was arrested, he
would be tried, convicted and sent to the
electric chair.

But before anyone could mrest the
fugitive, Reles took his mystery fight
and the case collapsed. On Wednesday
morning, November 12, 1941, Reles was
comfortably ensconced in his bed in
room 623 at the Hall Moon Hotel at
Coney Island, waiting for his summons to
appear at the Lepke trial. As usual, his
door was open. He had his regular
guard—18 men, divided into three shifts,
had been assigned o protect him. Some-
time before seven in the morning, the
hotel's assistant manager thought he
heard a thud on the extension roof be-
neath Reles” room but paid no atrention
to it. Sometime close to seven, a detective
looked mnto Reles’ room and the Kid was
in bed, asleep. At ten after seven, Detec-
tive Victor Robbins checked. This time,
the bed was empty, the window was open
and Reles was gone. He rushed to the
window and looked down. What he saw,
12 feet below on the extension roof, was
the wwisted body of Reles, fully dressed,
two knotted bed sheets nearby.

Expressing shock and dismay, O’ Dwyer



“We'll have to find some other way of meeting, Leroy; my
husband is getting suspicious.”
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ordered Police Captain Frank Bals, head
of the O’Dwyer investigating staff and
the man responsible for the safety of Kid
Twist, to determine what had happened.
This 100k Bals only a couple of hours.
There was nothing unusual in the fact
that Reles was alone in his 1oom. Bals
siid, just as long as he was checked regu-
larly by his guards, according to the nor-
mal routine. (Not so, Tannenbaum would
later assert: he and Reles had never been
alone while in custody: guards were al-
ways  present, even when they were
asleep.)

Reles” death, Bals concluded, was re-
grettable. but it wias just an accident.
Bals theovized that it could have come
about in one of 1two wavs. Reles had been
attempting 10 cescape, ergo the knotred
bed sheets, and had fallen o his death
when the sheets had given way. Consid-
cring that frecdom was the last thing
Reles needed. Bals's second  possibility
wis equally plausible: Reles, a notorious
practical joker. may have been ryving o
pull @ good one on his proteciors by slid
ing down the sheets o the hlth Hoor and
then sneaking up the stairs and shouting
“Peekaboo. 1 see you” at the cops. A
third theory, which did not consider the
knotted bed  shects, was advanced by
other police oficers in Brooklyn: Reles,
stricken by his couscience and fearful of
his future, had simply commited suicide.

Those, at least. were the official the-
ories. Few believed them, not even mem-
bers of the police depariment. There
were plenty of rumors that made a lot
more sense. The one that has lasted
Jongest and the one that New York City

police officials even today seem to unoffi-
cially believe is that the Organization
paid handsomely for the murder of a dan-
gerous inlormer. The Mob had plenty
of friends, tightly held through the pay-
ment of regular stipends, both on the
police force and in O'Dwyer's office—
enough friends that it could mrange to
hive Reles and some knotted bed sheets
thrown out just about any window in
oWl

The cops who had been assigned to
guard Reles were put back in uniform
and sent out to walk a beat. That was
their punishment. And when O'Dwyer
became mayor of New York in 1945, ap-
win Bals was appomted a deputy police
commissioner. One of his jobs, high un-
derworld sources maintain, and many
high police oflicials helieve today, was dis-
bursing the vegular payofls from the Mob.

In any case, Reles was dead and so was
the “perfect murder case” against Anas-
tasia. Bur even worse were the indica-
tions that the old alliance between the
politicians and the underworld was as
strong as ever, maybe cven stronger. It
scems  that  during  the 19 months
O'Dwyer had been bragging abour his
case against Anastasia and  supposedly
looking for him. the distric attorney had
never bothered to obtain an indictment
against him for 1he Diamond murder
and had actually Torbidden anyone on
his staff to do s0. O'Dwyer's explanation
was that since Anastasia was a fugitive
lrom justice at the time, there was no
sense in seeking an indicoment until he
had been apprehended.

A few  months  aflter

Reles'  lall,

“Listen, Harold. I'm supposed to be part
of the foreplay, too.”

O'Dwyer ook a lcave of absence f[rom
the D.As job to enter the Army (from
which he would emerge in 1945 as a brig-
adier general, something of a hero, a po-
litical power and Tammany's candidate
for New York City mayor). He left
behind the final disposition of the Anas-
tasia affair, a disposition based on a
memo from Captain Bals: “In the case of
Anastasio [Anastasia’s real name], legal
corroboration is missing. . . . On Novem-
ber 12, 1941, Abe Reles, who was under
police guard in the Half Moon Hotel,
Brooklyn, attempied 1o escape, and fell
five stories, being inst: ily killed. This
not only seriously hampered the investi-
gation but deprived the state of his tes
timony and information. Ac¢ the present
time. the only testimony adducible
against Anastasio is that of accomplices.”

(In IH5, a Brooklyn grand jury had
what may have been the final legal word
on the Reles affair, though its impact was
negligible. It charged that there had
been  “negligence, incompetence  and
flagrant irresponsibility” in the way 1he
Anastasia case had been handled by
O'Dwyer. “The undisputed prool is that
William O'Dwyer [was] in possession of
competent legal evidence that Anastasia
was guilty of first-degree murder and oth-
er vicious crimes. This proof admittedly
was sullicient 1o warrant Anastasia’s in-
dictment and conviction, but Anastasia
was neither prosecuted, indicted nor con-
victed. . . . The consistent and complete
failure to prosecute the overlord of or-
ganized crime . . . is so revolting that we
ctnnot permit these disclosures o be
filed away in the same manner the evi
dence against Anastasia [was] heretolore
‘put in the files.” ”

So  Amastasia surfaced, retmrned (o
Brooklyn and was soon strutting about
his waterfront domain with renewed con-
fidence. aggressiveness and invincibility.
He did not, however, remain there long.
He was drafted into the Army and. as a
technical sergeant, rained Gl longshore-
men at a camp in Pennsvlvania from
12 o 1944. In recurn for his services,
the United States Government granted
him American citizenship.

Within a month after Reles was bur
ied, the United States was in the war, and
while much of the nation deprived itsell
in the drive for viciory, the underworld
fattened itself at the old games and at
new ones. There were opporuuities to
Ziain a measure of respectability with a
show of patriotism. There were opportu-
nitics to ry to spring the boss, Lucizano,
from his prison cell to serve the war
cllort. And beckoning, o, in  the
years ahead, were the sun-washed shores
of the Caribbean and the sandy cities
of Nevada.

This is the seventh in a sevies of articles
on organized crime in the United States.



CAR-FI (continued from page 114)

fee. Models usually indude installation
instructions and suggestions regarding
placement of speakers, whether in kick
panels, under the dash. in the doors,
under the rear deck or simply sitting on
1op of the rear deck il they come in their
own enclosures.

A number of cartridge and cassette
models come with quick-release mount-

ings. which allow you to easily remove the
anit from its bracket and lock it in the
trunk or (il small enough) in the glove
compartment—or simply take it with you
indoors. Other units have theft-deterrent
bolts. which make it difficult for a thiel
to jimmy the set out of your car. Others
will sound the car's horn if any of its
mounting bolis are loosened.

Some words of caution belore you

go zipping oft to the strains of Eugene
Ormandy or Sly & the Family Stone:
Quick-release mounts will be of no help
if you forget to take the unit out and
lock it in the wunk; for the safety of
other cars on the highway, the passenger
headphone jack was designed [for the
passenger: and almost any combination
of features you would like in an in-
car entertainment system already exists
in one ol the many units avail-
Seck and thou shale find.

able.
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STRUNG OUT ON BLAST (continued from page 142)

success, and the search has made him an
amateur mystic, in his case a Christian
who usually manages to testify to his
faith whenever he speaks in public, testi-
mony that can have remarkable results ar
college graduations and in chamber-of-
commerce halls, coming as it does from a
man whose power over inert matter fasci-
nates and awes most people who meet
him. Loizeaux, whose chosen work is re-
ducing the American past to pieces of
rubble conveniently sized for loading
mto dump trucks, has made more than
one audience weep for its lost innocence.
Ask him how he does what he does and
he will say that “one who knows the Lord
has an advantage over others, or should
have. T just say Lord, take care, take
charge.” He also does his homework,
however.

The Loizeauxs serve as explosives con-
sultants to wreckers. When the Vince
Bahm Wrecking Company of Topeka got
the contract for the State Hotel, Bahm
called in Controlled Demolition, and
Jack went to Kansas City and figured out
what Bahm would have to do 1o get the
building ready. Following Loizeaux's
plan, Bahm weakened the masonry col-
umns with a jackhammer, knocked out
part of a load-bearing brick wall in the
back of the hotel with a wrecking ball,
cleared out the partitions in the basement
and on the first floor and partly cut some
of the structural-steel beams. He would
do as much for any demolition, but then
he went on to add the special Loizeaux
touch. He ran seven-cighth-inch steel
cable from the columns in the front of
the building to the columns in the back
and then pulled them as tight as their
50,000 or 60.000 pounds of tensile
strength - would  allow. Several floors
above the first were cabled together,
ready to pull the walls inward when their
supports were cut. Rest beams, their
points of rest severed, thus became canti-
lever beams, pulled over like trees. Bahm
also drilled the holes that would hold the
dynamite that the Loizeaux boys would
later load.

Eighty-five percent of a building, Loi-
zeaux says, is empty space, air. The rest,
the shell, is steel and cement and brick
and plaster and wood. Those materials
were raised into the air against the pull
of gravity, and sitting there now, they re-
tain as potential all the energy that went
into their raising. Loizeaux puts small,
selectively placed charges in the base-
ment of a building, and having cabled
the building together upstairs, times them
to go off in a pattern and lets gravity
do the work. The energy of the building’s
raising, released when the supports iare
Kicked out, also brings it down, an cle-
gant cconomy. Having tremendous power
at his finger tips, Loizcaux uses as littde

196 of it as he possibly can. Seismographs

placed in nearby buildings show less dis-
turbance than when a bus goes by.

Knowing dynamites—densities, veloc-
ities, dynamites that shatter, dynamites
that gently heave—is part of Loizeaux’s
secret, but his delay patterns are the
key to his extraordinary ability to put a
building wherever the wrecker wants it
Knock out the supports on one side
before you knock out the supports on the
other and you tip the building over in
the direction of the ecarlier explosions.
Cable a building together, knock out
first the middle and then one end and
then the other and the building will fold
up like the flaps on an ice-cream carton.
It sounds easy. It isn’t. Loizeaux also has
to consider how fast each part of the
building will fall. End A has to [all a cer-
tain distance before end B can fall on
top of it. Falling objects, unhindered,
travel at 32 feet per second, but falling
sections of multistory buildings are hin-
dered by walls and floors and lag behind.
Loizeaux must also take that delay into
account. He learned by doing. There's
no book on the subject, though somecday
he may write one. In the meantime, he's
passed his arcane skills on to his sons.
They grew up in the business. Every hig
job the Loizeauxs have done in the past
18 years has been filmed; they study the
films as carefully as the coaches of the
N.F.L. study the films of their past
games, and they've saved the diagrams of
delay patterns as well, cataloged them by
type, and with every job they take them
out for review.

Mark, who is 25, put the Loizeaux
skills to good use in 1972 on a project
heavy with unintentional ironies. Back
in the mid-Fifties, at the height of its el-
forts to solve the problem of housing the
nation’s poor, the Federal Department
of Housing and Urban Development
(HUD) built a $36,000,000 high-risc hous-
ing project in St. Louis called Pruitt-
Igoe. Architect Minoru Yamasaki, who
later designed the World Trade Center
in New York, designed Pruitt-Igoe, 33 11-
story high-rises that at one time housed
12,000 people—not in comfort and se-
curity, as HUD intended, but in violence
and squalor. Fighting costs, Yamasaki de-
signed elevators that stopped only at
every third floor; residents then walked
down galleries and stairs to their apart-
ments. Yamasaki envisioned the galleries
as places where children could play,
but they became, instead, places where
muggers and junkies and drunks could
skulk, no man’s lands. Population densi-
ties in Pruitt-Igoe were far too high for
cither comfort or safety. And because
most of the residents were on welfare and
could pay little or no rent, the project
went so deeply into debt that it began
draining funds from the entire St. Louis
public-housing  program, blocking any

development of alternatives. Finally, in
desperation, the housing authority de-
cided Pruit-lgoe needed surgery and
proposed to demolish some of the high-
rises and scale the others down to man-
ageable size. That was where Controlled
Demolition came in. Mark's job was to
peel off one wing of a building and leave
an adjoining wing intact. It was a dem-
ounstration project to prove what the
Loizeauxs have been proving for nearly
two decades, that explosives do the job
faster and safer than jackhammers and
wrecking balls. But there was symbolism,
too, in the assignment: Radicals had
been blowing up Government buildings
in the name of a new and better world:
at Pruit-Igoe, a member of a conserva-
tive family from Maryland was blowing
up a Government building that had be-
come an embarrassment to the liberals
of Anterica. The building came down
without a hitch, and rumor has it that
the residents of Pruitt-Igoe cheered. So
did Mark Loizeaux: with relief thar it
had fallen where it was supposed to.
- - -

Sunday morning in Kansas City, un-
seasonably cool, the air crisp, the sky
blue, a west wind having blown the smog
away. Across the street from the State
Hotel at the Muehlcbach, downtown
Kansas City’s finest, the manager greeted
guests at an Implosion Party he was spon-
soring. The Defenders of Bataan and
Corregidor, meeting that weekend in re-
union, were just waking up. Notices in
the elevators had warned them of the
demolition so that none would he jolted
out of bed imagining the Japs had de-
scended again from the western sky.

I went early, my two young children in
tow, a lifelong pyromaniac cager to see
the benevolent destruction. Whatever
our recent pacifism in the United States
of America, who among us doesn’t like
explosivest At the boys’ home where I
grew up, on the Fourth of July we would
finish our chores and eat supper and wait
impaticntly for near darkness to troop
up to the superintendent’s house on the
hill. There, milling in the back yard, we
would gleefully fire off a crateful of fire-
works, taking out our hostilities on the
thickening blue air. Once someone ac-
cdentally or deliberately dropped a
Roman candle and all 40 of us danced
the Independence jig while flashing col-
ored balls of fire rocketed through the
grass. Il my children are any measure, the
next generation of Americans will be just
as gone on fireworks as we; last summer
they ook out a stump behind the house
with nothing nore than Black Cats and
persistence, little Loizeauss at practice.
Like a giant piece of punk it smoldered
for two weeks, turning slowly to fine gray
ash and leaving a hole where its root sys-
tem had been, deep into the ground.

The first floor of the State Hotel was
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“This kind of stuff will get you in trouble, Gutenberg.
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“My wife and 1 have an understanding: If I don’t make
out with you, then she gets to try.”

boarded up when we arrived, halves of
old steam boilers wired around the col-
umns o contain any debris from the
shaped charges attached there. Tons of
sand hauled in from the K River
bottom covered the sidewalks, protecting
gas mains and electrical vaulis beneath.
The glass windows of the Muehlebach’s
first-loor ofhces were protected by wo
semis parked in the street. Wires [rom the
dozens of charges loaded inside the hotel
snitked out to a cable and the cible ran
southwest across the intersection of 12¢h
and Balumore o a sreen park where
a aowd had gathered 1o watch. Jim
Redyke, one of Controlled Demolition's
new men and soon 1o become its Western
representative, connecied the cable o a
box the size of a storage battery that con-
tained six flashlight cells and a condens-
er and two buttons, one red, one arcen.
Both buttons would have 1o be pushed ac
once o trigger the charges. Doug Loi-
zeaux was up on a nearby building with
a Canon Scoopic 16 set 1o record the blast
and it was ten to eight in the morning
and the entire project was waiting for
enough light. Vince Bahm had piled

198 bales of straw against the wall of the

hotel across the alley from the State and
now sat on a high-loader ready 1o clean
up the streets. Jack Loizeaux roamed
near the building, worrying,

Police cars blocked off the snects
around the hotel and a wafficcontrol ol-
ficer parked alongside the green ordered
the crowd back. The light came up and
Doug called in o Redyke that he was
ready. The last few stragglers moved olf
the street into the crowd and the police
pulled back their cars and then only one
min stood next to the building, Jack Loi-
zeaux, with his radio in his hand. The
siren on the rafficeontrol car whooped
once amnd stopped and then a minute
passed and it whooped twice and stopped
and then in the silence Loizeaux's voice
crackled over Redyke's radio. Thirly sec-
onds and counting, and silence and then,
Fifteen, fourteen, thirteen, into  the
countdown now just like a moon shot and
the police loud-speaker picked it up and
boomed it out o the crowd. nine. cighi.
seven, six, frve—Loizeaux vunning awity
from the building now teward the deto-
nator, still counting—four, three, o,
one, firel, and Redyke mashed the two
buttons with the heels of his hands

and instntly the shaped charges went
off, mufiled sharp raps of sonic boom as
the jets cut the H beams at 27.000 feet
per second—boom, boom, boom—and
then the dynamite delays went off in se-
quence—lour. five, six, seven, eight,
nine—and the sound merged into one
rolling roar and the building began 10
come apart as if every brick had been
pried loose from its neighbor, light and
space showing between bricks and stone
window [rames and kevsiones and fac-
ings. the center of the wall falling first
and then the west end and then, as a
cloud of dust rolled up [rom the founda-
ton like a sunami surf, the east end fell
away lrom the alley and the rubble disap-
peared in the dust.

The dust rolled toward the green and
enveloped the cheering aowd and Loi-
reaux disappeared in the divection of
the rubble and it was five minutes before
the dust deared o reveal a pile ol bricks
and twisted beams and shattered blocks
of concrete less than one story high
where before a tenstory hotel had been,
and when it saw that pile, the crowd was
awed again into silence, the latent image
ol the solid hotel. built in 1923 and a
fixture of the corner for 50 years, a mem-
ory out of childhood, still imprinted on
cveryone's eyes,

One steel beam had broken free of the
building and fallen the wrong way; lean-
ing across the streer, it had nicked a
cement-block  screen in [ront of the
Muchlebach and whomped one al the
semis, folding ic up like a bent beer can.
But the Stme Hotel had fallen into jts
own foundation and the hotel across the
alley was untouched. only its lowest fire
escape slightly twisted. Loizeaux was al-
ready kicking himself about the beam
that fell across the sireet, vowing to cable
higher up nexe time. Vince Bahm was
wheeling the high-loader through the
streets around the rubble, pushing i into
the foundation, and the sweeping ma-
chines were hosing down 1he sireets 1o
wash away the thick layer of dust that
now covered streers and crowd alike. And
then the crowd rushed off o hotels and
colfee shops 1o put the world back to-
gether with drink and food.

The Loizcauxs went, 1oo, and Doug
and Mark talked about their work, Their
father is obsessive about salery and so are
they, but lor once they memioned the
other side ol demolition. the side that
draws the unwinted aowds, the secret
Kick of concentrating all your skill and
hope and reputation, o, on one shot of
juice waveling through a wire. Mark:
“Ivs all worth it. because when that
thing’s down vou look up there and vou
say. ol man. we did thaw. Ics like win-
ning the Grand Prix or bagsing vour
cleplhant.”

Doug: “"I'he feeling ol success. It's
definirely a vush. Suwung our on blast.”
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TERROR STALKS THE FAT FARM

going to lock me in, 1 could still hope
they might turn me out several times a
night and whip me with wet towels.

- - -

Dr. Moss came by just as I was begin-
ning to grow impatient. He knocked :nd
threw the door open before 1 could an-
swer, and stood smiling, looking me over
with mild interest. My image of a stern
Torquemada faded. He was in his mad
dle years, but nothing clued his precise
age. Trim, as he would have 1o be
(who could invest confidence in a fat diet
doctor?), with light-brown eyes that,
while not precisely ured, seemed 10
convey some quality of fundamental dis
interest. Like all doctors and jailers, he
was used to examining human wreckage.
I was only one more abused and neg-
lected machine in search ol a miracle.

He carried a book—a recently issued
biography written by a former patient
who had described his experience at the
mimor. “He was going to fast for forey
days,” Moss twold me solemnly. “Christ
fasted for lorty days and he saw no rea-
sont why he couldn’t, but we ook him off
alter thirry-seven days.”

I tested the incredible weight of 37
days without eating and wanted to ask
why the fast had been termmated so
short of the goal. But Dr. Moss pushed
the book at me, inviting me to look
at the photo of the author. I thought [
recognized a certain type of desperate
middle-aged man who has starved and
exercised himsell into near emaciation.
Was this my own future:

At this moment, Dr. Moss caught sight
of a woman waiking by my hont win-
dow. A pleasant-looking girl, dressed lor
town. Moss stepped quickly to the door
and I heard him ask her where she was
going. I couldn’t hear her reply. “Re-
member,” he winned earnestly. “This s
vour twenty-hrse day!™

He sat down on the corner ol my bed
and looked at me directly for the fivst
time. “You can't trust these women,” he
said, still holding my eyes, as if certain
we could agree on this most fundamental
truth. *"T'hey're always sneaking around.
They're always wying to use people.
Lven one another. Some of them”—he
gestured  toward the main house and
I immediately saw the fat, unhappy
women  dozing through The Daling
Game—"some of them have been all over
the world to different clinics. Nothing
helps for long. It becomes a way of lile.”
His eyes shifted away. “Now, you, you've
got a chance to effect a permanent
change——"

He went o a canned number on
fasting and the danger of obesity, and 1
pictured the globs of lat floating in my
blood swream. He skipped with practiced
adroitness Irom one booming gencerality
1o another. He didn't offer to examine

(continued from page 128)

me. He didn’t even weigh me. Twice he
asked me il 1 smoked. Twice I lied and
stid no. I had fought that battle a year
belore, but I could hardly say it was won.

Impadiently, I asked, “How long do
you expect me to fastz”

He seemed to grow aucentve. “How
long can you stave”

“Two weeks.”

He sighed. “That's not very long."”

“It's all the time I can spare.”

“Well, you should fast for five days, eat
lightly for two and then fast Tor at least
five more.”

I nodded glumly. Moss smiled briefly
and stood up. “The girls will see that you
have fresh water and make up vyour
room. Take it easy, Malco'm. Spend as
much time as vou can in hed. You'll lose
Laster that way.”

He opened the door. then turned bick.
“You don’t smoke, do youz"

I alivmed my purity for the thivd time
and thought about how often he must
have been deceived by hard-core smokers
with several cartons hidden  in  their
luggage. “Don’t smoke,” he said mourn-
Iu'ly and closed the door behind lim.

My mmpression of Moss, formed on the
phone, had undergone major revision. In-
stead of the icy monster I had hopelully
imagined, I'd found a bland and dis-
tracted man who secemed to run his health
manor with the same unsuccessful pre-
tense of authority and competence I had
learmed to associate with third-rate auto-
mobile mechanics. I sighed, as 1 did with
the mechanics, and hoped lor the best.

A voung girl in a white unilorm
brought me a pitcher of ice water. I later
learned that both of her o'der sisters had
worked here belore her and both of them
had married patients. I drank a glass of
water. Alveady hungry. I had eaten a
light  breakfast belore leaving home,
thinking to steel mysell, but a [ew miles
short of the manor 1 had broken down at
it roadside stand and wolled two garbage-
burgers. These would now be my stom-
ach’s last evidence that my throat had
not been cut.

I paced my room, telling mysell how
much more comfortable it was than a
cell. T stopped in [ront of the mirror,
threw a joke ftex and wried 1o remember
how it had been to weigh 160 pounds. 1
couldn’t recapture my own former self
with any dlarity. Dismayed, T stretched
out and [ell asleep and dreammed my wile
and friends were with me in the room.
They were Irying potato pancakes.

. - -

Another girl, older and also reassuring-
ly disguised as a nurse, woke me in the
morning with a [resh pitcher of water.
She wanted o make the bed, but I was
naked and unwilling to get up. I said I'd
miike my own bed, and she stared at me
with conlusion unul I told her I didn't
like 10 be waited on. I don't. Prisoners

are 1o close to servants, and I imagined
everyone must hate doing another's
humble chores as much as 1 had.

I felt major hunger, not far [rom the
point where boiling and eating my belr
would begin to seem reasonable. Search-
ing for a distraction. I wok a shower.
Tacked to the back of the bathroom door
was a list of rules. The first rule stipulat-
ed: No loud talking. Loud noises were
intensely irvitating 10 those who were
fasting. My confidence waned as I imag-
ined myself gritting my tecth over the
ticking of my alarm clock or goaded into
a mounting frenzy by the rush of the toi-
ler Hushing in the next unit.

The rules were signed Dr. Moss. This
was interesting. A small itch was growing
in my head. The literature 1 had received
through the mail (and so subject to Fed-
cral displeasure with fraud) didn’t indi-
cate that Moss was a doctor or, indeed.
possessed any higher degree. A paragraph
in small print shyly confided that he had
attended universities both here and in
LEurope. Surely a weascl phrase. Perhaps
he had taken a few courses in civil engi-
neering or business ad, and perhaps he
had only siood briefly in the lobby or
stolen a book [rom the library.

I dressed and looked outside. Tt was
raining. I tried to read. 1f a character
were described as wearing an oringe
dress, I woald flash the I[rait, vivid and
succulent, and if the weather were de-
scribed as roasting, my head filled with
the smell of beel.

Moss came by and bezan to tell me
about the biography again. T sat through
it, nodding, wondering if I should ask
him if he were a medical docior. He went
on to drop a few more names. Lady Jean
Campbe!l, Mailer's third wife, had Tasted
here. Right in the next unit. Pointing
out the exact spot on the road to Dames
cus where Paul had been standing when
God zapped him. Pete Hamill, Jos¢
Torres, Dick Gregory. They had all
been here.

As he talked, he took my pulse. He

secemed to have difhiculty finding . He
asked if I had been under a strain lately.
I shook my head. wondering in an inmme-
diate chill of dread what disaster was
bui'ding inside my chest. He srunted
and nodded and I knew he was going
to play the old doctor game: Keep silent
and let me stew. "What's the matter?” I
asked automatically.
Nothing: vour pulse isn't strong.” He
regirded a spot a few inches beside my
head. “*We go only by the pulse here. I'm
sure yours will grow stronger as your [ast
progresses. ‘Take it casy. Try to stay in
bed.”

As soon as Moss was gone, 1 checked
my own pulse. Ir felr like something kick-
ing inside my wrist.

Minutes  later, the morning girl
brought me a slender paper-bound hook
titled  Thevapeutic  Fasting.  Fasting
would cure anything (rom clap to cancer.




This manual was obviously the manor’s
raison d’étre. I checked the bibliography:
two pages dense with sober scientific
titles, but most of the source works were
published before 1925 and a substantial
number were issued before the turn of
the century. The section on how to break
the last he!d a note of low comedy—one
subject had ended a 40-day fast by eating
six boiled potatoes. The potatoes had to
be removed surgically.

I knew that fasting was one of the cur-
rent lads, but few were using it simply
for weight control, they were clearing
and cleaning the body to free the mind.
Some people had told me 1 would get in
touch. 1 might even get high. T might
begin to glow in the dark and float six
inches above the ground. But so far 1
wasn't high. Only very hungry.

When the rain slowed, T went out for a
wilk. The other units were quiet, drapes
drawn, and 1 imagined the subjects, deep
into their lasts and now too weak to get
out of bed. The grounds were not cared
for, lecaves unraked, an empty gazebo n
nced ol paint. 1 walked up and down the
gravel driveway just as I had once walked
the exercise yard. I hadn’t been alone in
a long time and was surprised to discover
it made me just as sad and uncertain as it
had years before in San Quenun. Some-
thing whispered 1o me that I wouldn’t be
allowed to leave here untl my sentence
was over. I kept walking. It's less boring
to wander aim.essly than it is to sit still.

The girl Moss had spoken to came out
of the room next 1o mine. Now I could
sec she was still fat, but she had a nice
face. 1 wanted to ask her what it was like
not to eat for 22 days. but when I waved,
she smiled perfunctorily and went on. I
watched wistfully as she entered the
main house. Then 1 went into my own
room to treat myself to a glass of water.

That night 1 rented a small television
set and spent the evening playing viewer's
roulette.

I went to bed and, thinking of the girl
next door a few feet away, I jerked off,
which pulled my head out of my stomich
for a few minutes. Sometime that niglt,
I woke up with my mouth so full of sali-
va it ran down my chin.

- - -

The next day the girl remained elusive,
but I made friends with the [ellow in the
next cell. 1f I were the mun without
shoes, he was the man without feet. No
more than 56”7 and well over 300
pounds, he was a rubbery ball who—an-
other delicious irony!—was a deputy
sheriff assigned as a guard in the county
jail. He had grown too fat to buckle on
his gun without acute discomfort and the
sheriff had told him to either lose weight
or lose his job.

Johnny and I walked together, bud-
died up as everyone always buddies up in
jail, and he described entire meals he had
caten. He could have written copy for
Del Monte. He was in the second leg of a

e bautiful
smoking experience.

If you've never
had one, have an

A&C Saber Tip.

Long, slim and uniquely stylish, A&C Saber Tips are
carefully blended from fine imported and domestic
tobaccos to give you a mild yet rich and flavorful
smoke. In light or dark wrapper— with a beautifully
designed tip to match—it all adds up to one beautiful
smoking experience. T

o

Antoeopatra.

201



PLAYBOY

202

I5-day fast and suffering. He sounded
like a litlde boy sent to bed without sup-
per who is hoping his mom will slip into
his darkened room with a peanut-butter
sandwich and a large glass of cold milk.

Johnny wanted us to watch television
together, but I didn't want to talk about
food. I once did 60 days on bread and
witer and my partner in crime and I de-
scribed every meal we had ever eaten.
This can lead 1o madness. I hadn't eaten
now for three davs and 1 dido't seem to
be quite as hungry as I had been. Theva-
peutic Fasting, among the other prom-
iscd miracles, said the vicim would
hegin to lose appetite after the second or
third day. It seemed to be true.

Another symptom put an effective end
1o any adventure I had hoped to stir up
with the girl next door. I was going into
ketosis. 1 couldn’t grasp the chemisury,
but the metabolism of stored fat appar-
ently produces acetone, which is elimi-
niated in the breath. My tongue tasted
like unclean fur and myv breath smelled
ol cat piss. No amount of brushing and
gargling helped. I was grounded, bur,
then, so was she.

- - -

The morning of the fourth dav. Moss
caime in and ook my pulse i
nodded reasswringly and told me, “Its
beginning to come through swonger.”
Something in Moss's smile persistently re-
minded me of a man who had wied to
sell me an expensive watch in the Grey-
hound bus depor.

But I wasn't hungrv. T fele weak. clear-
headed and strangely resigned. It was al-
most as il T had never eaten. T felt about
food as T imagine Dean Swilt must have
felt about sex—except occasionally a
brief but intense wave of hunger swept
me, much as desire must have somerimes
rocked and disturbed Swilt.

The girl next door checked out and
Irving moved in. Irving was close to 70
and a second-timer here. He wanted to
lose 20 pounds so he could gain it back
eating his way across Europe. A recidivist,
Irving kuew enough to bring his own
car, and he, Johnny and I went for a
ride. It seemed swange o be riding
again. Irving talked constantly and in an
hour we had most of his story. He had
gone through two wives and was now a
lonely old man watching television nishe
after night with a stewed chicken lor
comfort.

Every second business along the road
scemed to be a restaurant. lrving pointed
out a steakhouse and began o describe
the standing vib they served. 1 was im-
mune, but Johnny groaned and asked,
“How do vou know tluat?”

Irving said, “You think no one ever
slipped out of that place 10 sneak a
meal?™”

“I knew it,” Johnny said. “[ see those
old broads drive out and I know they're
cating somewhere.”

“Everyone around here knows the fat

people come from the manor. They don’t
say anvthing.”

Johnny said. “Let's stop somewhere [or
a cup of tea” Irving shook his head. He
wis just starting. He was strong. “Just a
cup of tea,” Johnny pleaded. “What
could that hure:"

“No,” Irving said. “We can’t go in
somewhere and just order tea.”

“Then maybe we could have a couple
ol poached eges.”

“They're full of cholesterol,” I said.

Johony looked as if I'd just told him
the drinking water was poisoned. Do
vou know.” I continued, “that gallstones
are almost pure cholesterol?” [t wasn't
something he wanted to know.

We decided 1o go 10 a movie that eve-
ning and Irving walked with me 1o the
main house to look at the schedules. The
fat women apparently hadn’t moved in
the four davs I'd been here. “Do vou
Know what it is with these women?” Ir-
ving whispered.

I shook my head.

“Their husbands send them here to get
rid of them.”

- - -

I spent the aliernoon reading maga-
zines. One ad lor Foster Parents showed
a miscrable little bov posed under the
lead: Juax LIVES ON 14 CENTS A pay. It
was surcly one more svmptom of our in-
sane world that T was paving over 530 a
day to lav around here and drink water.

My wile and several of owr [riends
came to visit. We sat around uncertain of
what to sav. Tt wasn’t quite like a visit in
a hospital or a visit in jail, but it had
some of the qualities of both. When we
Kissed, my wife frowned and said my
breath was awlul. I tried to explain Keto-
sis. Someone asked me if T was high ver,
and I said no, but if I stood up suddenly,
it was a big rush. My liver was sending
out emergency divectives. [ had been
thinking abour Fasting and it is a normal
part ol any animal’s life cvcle. Drought
and Limime are ancient conditions and
the mechanism to survive and wair [or
berter times must be well oiled i wild
animals and ae least vresidual in ourselves.
CGrazing horses grow [at and sleck in the
summer and gaunt in the winter and it's
all juse part ol hanging in there.

My wile and Iriends nodded wisely
and.  doubtless, went home and ate
dinner.

Irving. Johnoy and I went 1o a tiny are
theater in the nearest town and sat on
folding chairs to watch an old Humphrey
Bogart flick. Not one of the good oncs,
but it did open with a sequence ol Bo-
gart escaping from San Quentin. He's
one of the few who ever has. It was ecrie
how my past was signaling. I stared at
the Tamiliar walls and gun towers, think-
ing that all institutions are essentially
the same.

Leaving the theater, we had to pass the
back door of a restaurant. They were
charcoal-broiling steak. The aroma was

intense and my hunger blazed. And we
stood, three gray-haired and portly men,
grouped around the door like a pack ol
hard-luck hyenas watching a pride of
lions enjoving its kill.

The sixth day. Moss woke me with a
glass of Tang and warned me o drink it
slowly. I let it sit, savoring my power over
my instinctive greed. But when I did
drink, I became angry. I had paid hand-
somely 10 sit in a third-rate motel room
and drink water. A health manor that
served [ake orange juice was about as
reassuring as an armed priest.

Later. one of the girls bronght a grape-
fruit. Just that. T had picrured it cut,
neatly sectioned. with a cherry set in the
hub of each half, all bedded in shaved ice.
But they had tossed me a grapefruit as
z00keepers pitch whole cabbages into the
stumpy maws of hippopotamuses. T wis
on top of my appetite, so I split the
grapeluit with Johnny, who was srill
sulfering.

For dinner I had a small cup of cottage
cheese and a salad that seemed 10 have
been mude from balsa wood. I'm confi-
dent my goat wounldn't have ouched ir. I
managed to eat almost half of it. Irving
wiis sick on the thivd day of his own [ast
and unable to get out of bed. T offered
him the rest of my salad, but he didn’t
want it.

“That'sit,” hesaid, indicating the salad.
“All he has in that kitchen is er: pelruir.
salad. cottage cheese and. once in a while,
a baked potato. He doesn’t averstock.”

During the second five davs, T was rare-
Iy roubled by hunger. But I was weak,
lonely and oddly restless and I began 1o
spend too much time on the phone call-
ing cvervone I knew. No, I told them. 1
wasn’t high. I was very tived and 1 spent
a lot of time sleeping like a hibernating
bear. But the big news was that my pants
no longer fit.

A strange indentation in the middle of
my body that I had once called my waist
began 1o reappear, and I 1ook to stand-
ing in front of the mirror to swrike early
Steve McQueen poses—hip shot, with my
thumbs hooked into my belt where my
thumbs wouldu’t have squeezed in a
week before. T looked vounger, more
vital and I was sorry I was too weak 10 go
out and run a mile or two.

On the tenth day of my visit. Johnny
disappearcd. He left with four days to go.
He dida’t say goodbye, so 1 have o as-
sume he was ashamed. Trving and I fio-
ured he walked out 1o the road and
caught a bhus home. 1 asked Moss about it
and he looked at the floor while he told
me a lot of us didn’t make it. I remem-
bered Irving's saying, What did he care?
Johuny had paid in advance.

Irving continued sick and spent most




“Poor Bradford, I hear he has a hundred-dollar-a-night habit.”
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of his time in bed. I wondered how wise
it was for a man his age to push his svs-
tem around. But he hung on grimly. 1f
he had asked me to go out and buy him a
hamburger, T wouldn’t have hesitated.
But he stuck it out. So did 1. T borrowed
Irving's car several nights 10 go to the
movies. I was able to walk by the snack
bar without a quiver. T was prepared. at
that point. to live the rest of my life on
lettuce and green tea.

On the 12th dav, Moss told me I had
done so well I owed it 1o mysell 1o stav
another two weeks. T said T thought Last-
ing a reckless way to lose weight and that
one shouldn’t attempt it without the su-
pervision of a doctor. That hung in the
air. ‘Then Moss sighed and said. “People
tuke their own chances in this Life”” That
was surely as true as anvihing he had said
10 me vet.

I didn’t see him the last two days, ex-
cept once driving by in his car. The
Chevy. My final day I decided to weigh
mysell. There was a medial scale stand-
g in the laundry room. but I had care-
fully  avoided it. Whenever 1 have
weighed myself during a diet, the loss has
never been as dramatic as T had hoped,
and T had finally persuaded myself that
I wasn’t dealing with numbers on a dial
but with how I looked and feli. Now,
however, 1 decided I'd earned a peck at
the statistics. My first rush came when T
found I no longer necded to start with
the 200-pound balance. T had lost exactly
20 pounds, and it was a while hefore |
stopped to consider I had 40 more to go.

- - -
My wile picked me up and was delight-
ed with the partial tansformation. 1 said

goodbyve to hiving. He wanted me to take
his number and call him when I was in
the citv. T did, bue I knew I wouldn't
call. just as I had never called any of the
friends I had left behind in jail. Once
vou were out, it was all different.

We drove home into a gathering
snowstorm. We stopped to pick up a
hitchhiker—a voung man carrying an
Armvsurplus bag. wearing a striped rail-
road engineer’s cap. He settled into the
hack sexr. I was still full of my meredible
teat and retailing my slender siore of
fasting lore.

“I just finished a fast,” come a pleasant
voice from the back sear.

“Oh,” I said. “How loy

“Only twenty-five davs. I know a girl
who Listed Tor (ilty davs. At the end, she
just seemed 1w glow, she was ranspar-
ently beautiful. [t's a heavy spiritual trip
il vou're ready for in.”

AMavbhe somewhere out there, alter 30
or 40 davs it becomes spiritual. and
maybe I simply wasn’t the spivitual type.
But I was grateful 1o have broken a life-
long obsession with eating. It was good to

know. Mavhe we're heading into another
major depression and I'll be one of the
most cheerful people in the soup line.
5 & &

A week at home and T was eating like
4 bandit. T strted with a few spoons of
low-fat cottage cheese and in six davs 1
was socking away two helpings of spa-
gheui. So I'm into another fast. and Ir-
ving was right—it is cheaper 1o drink

water at home.

“There's one in every barrel.”

(continued fyrom page 120)

We worry occasionally that we can’t be
as close to him as other parents because
we weren't all that young when he was
horn. Not that the generation gap is all it
used to be. Bursiill. . . .

Of course. vouth is a state of mind.
Don’t vou think, doctor? And we do
keep fit. We jog. And we don’t smoke.

Us walk around naked in front of
Baby? Certainly not! Not that we have
anything  agai it. But Baby is so
beautilul.

We're saving Baby's first lock of hair.
Yesterday we wok him to an Italian
barber in Westwood. Baby hardly cried
at all.

Sometimes we have a sinking [eeling
of time passing by so quickly, There’s
no stopping it. is there, doctor? He's
changed so much already.

You can see it in the snapshots we take
cach month to record his growth. That
album is probably worth more than all
the words we're spilling out here, put
together,

That's a strange thing to say, doctor,
You know perfectly well what we want.

Wednesday

Reason with him? That's all we do.
But he's so withdrawn.

Last vear he refused o ear breakFast
anymore. Amnd now he’s stopped drink-
g milk. We've warned him it’s bound to
stunt his growth. Actually, it hasn’t. But
it still doesn’t seem healthy.

Are you interested in nuwition. doc
tor? You're probably aware that Dr.
Greenwich has rather firm views on the
subject.

Have you read his latest pamphler?

We can get it for you il you want.

Cheez Doodles, Banana Chips. Squirt,
Iritos, pizzas, tacos, you know the kind of
junk kids stuff themselves with.

Mostly he stays in his room. We have to
ask him ten vimes before he'll help with
the dishes.

Baby says he disapproves of hobbies.
Imagine! But, ol cowrse, hie has them—
just like every youngster.

Model airplanes. But Baby refuses to
buy the plastic ones you get now. He
mide his own parts out ol balsa wood
and worked out a really ingenious pro-
peller and rail strut with fles and rubber
bands. The damn thing looks as il it
could really fly.

OF course, we know about glue snill-
ing. Doctor, please! We weren’t bhorn
vesterday.

Listen, Baby cares too much abour his
child-prodigy brain ever to get involved
with drugs. Also, he’s 1oo unsociable. We
wonder if he ever even talks to the other
Kids at school.

Well, maybe it's just as well. You
should see that school. It's a mess.

No supervision. The kids can do



anvthing they want. The teachers are
simply afraid ol them.

It's a dog-cat-dog world, doctor.

You don’t agree. Well, maybe it's a
cliché. But it's true.

Maybe the Chinese have the right idea.
Not that we'd want to live over there.
But at least people are honest, they have
a real sense of community, there are
neighbors, marriages stay together, chil-
dren respect theiv parents. O course,
people don't have any material comforts
and they aren't allowed o think. But we
reckon we could do without the three
cars and the pool and all that. A lot of
good it's done us, when you come to
think of it. And as lor heavy thinking,
look where that's gotten Baby.

You don't believe that. do vou, doctor?
That's a mighty smug look vou've got on
your lace. You think you've got us
pegeed. don't your Well. mavbe you'll
realize now we're not as tvpical as vou
think. We're really radicals, though we
don’t show it.

Baby thinks we're radicals.

He's eoing through a conservative pe
viod, like a lot of kids nowadays. We
don’t criticize him. We just hope he'll
oulgrow it

Baby has a Conlederate flag over his
bed.

Last Christmas, we gave him a record
of Pete Secger singing antiwar songs.
His first phonograph. you know, very
sturdy. He couldn’t break it. He could
just manage to hook the record on the
spindle with his pudgy iingers.

He used to play those songs Tor hours.
And sing them in the bathroom. while he
playved with his rubber ducks.

Now he just wants cash for Christmas
and his birthday. We don’t know what he
spends it on.

Oh, we don't stint. Listen. the kid has
to have a normal lile. Bur that doesn’t
mean that we don’t feel excluded. And
sometimes, when we see him doing some-
thing stupid, we really have to bite our
tongucs.

But he doesn’t seem to like fun, like
other kids. Always studying. Worrying.
He's so stern.

Baby got a crewcut. doctor. And what's
even worse, you know what he says?

He says he knows it's the least flatter-
ing hair style in history. And that's
why he likes it. He says it’s meant to de-
flect attention Irom the surface to the
inner man.

Strange to think ol Baby being such a
puritan.

We begged him to grow his hair long,
like the other Kids.

Your hair is sort of shorty, isn't it
doctor?

Thursday
He did it again! Plaved hooky ves-
terday. You see what we're up against.

“My son sayvs your sex-education
course s great. You know., I could use a little
refresher course myself.”

Probably went to the movies. At least,
we hope so.

Baby has seen The Greal Escape with
Steve McQueen 13 ames. Would you say
that the hlm represents——

Oh. vou haven't seen .

Do vou go much 1o the movies. doctor?

Never. Even when he brought girls 1o
his room. we closed our eves 1o it, Ater
all. we hardly have the money to set him
up in ian apartment ol his own. Not m
this stage of the game. Bur we thought
he shouldn't be penalized lor that. Ow
problem.

Then one day we caught him stealing.

Oh. no. He doecsn’t know we caughe
him.

No, vou couldn’t exactly say he was
accident-prone.

He did ger a nml i his foot in camp
last summer. The coutsclor said he was
quite hrave.

All Inis shots.

But he never rells us when something
is wrong. That's why we have to worry
so much.

Alter Baby had his wisdom teeth out
all at once. we ook him down the Colo-
rado. We were in a little hoat with the
other tourists, all wearing heavy black-
rubber slickers. He started to bleed on
the rapids. A lot ol water came into the
bout. Baby's [ace was wet and the blood
tan out ol both sides ol his mouth. But
he didn’tsay a word.

No. that was his decision. He's got to
learn to make decistons on his own. And
not come o us for everyehing.

Baby wants @ motor bike. But we told
him it's wo dangerous, what with city
traflic. Not like the Valley in the old days.

His cousin Bert had a terrible accident
and was laid up for eight months in St.
John's. Both ankles shattered, three oper
ations. He still limps a littde. Probably
will for the rest of his lile. And Bert was
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lucky! We've heard of some really grue-
some accidents.

You know kids. They never stop want-
ing things.

He'’s always wanted a dog, but we
don’t think he has enough sense of re-
sponsibility. He's too young to walk the
dog each night. And, he's already late
every other morning for school. So you
can imagine il he had a dog to walk first.

In a few years, maybe.

Getting him to accept responsibility
has always been the hard part. He thinks
we're here just to pick up after him.

That’s normal, sure.

But you should see Baby's room. He
never throws out anything. Stacks of
torn, old issues of National Lampoon
and Penthouse and Rolling Stone. Jars
of pennies and God knows what else,
movie stubs, Dodger score cards, dirty
Kleenexes, cigarette butts, old candy
wrappers, empty matchbooks, Coke cans,
his clothes all over the floor. Not to men-
tion what's hidden.

Baby has a swastika in his top bureau
drawer, beneath his underwear.

Baby draws obscene comic strips.

We used 10 go in and pick up after
him, as soon as he Ieft for school. But he
would be furious when he found some-
thing missing. Now we don’t touch any-
thing.

If he wants to live like a pig, he'll have
to ind out how unpleasant it is.

Some of them, we admit. They turned
out to be collector's items. OF course,
Baby won't sell them. But you're not
going to tell us that Baby's keeping six
years” worth of TV Guides is ever going
to amount to anything.

People have to choose, don't they,
doctor?

Friday

Do you think a gradual gain of weight
is a sign of anything wrong, doctor?

The past six months.

Not more than usual.

No, he doesn't smoke. Thank God for
that. As a matter of fact. Baby's always
Kidding us about smoking. He's rather
hyvpochondriacal. Since he was small.

Baby is afraid of germs. He's started
wearing a  white-cloth mask over his
mouth, like the Japanese.

Of course we've tried to give up smok-
ing. Hasn't everybody?

You don't smoke, do you, doctor?

Does this smoke bother you? Come to
think of it, we just assumed, because you
have all these ashtrays around

Good.

Maybe he's afraid we'll die before he
Zrows up.

Pretty long-lived, on both sides. But
we can't talk about longevity to Baby.
Just mention the idea and he goes wild.
It only seems to remind him about
death.

Sure he knows. Every date. Baby made
a genealogical chart and hung it over his
bed, beside the Confedcrate flag. You
wouldn’t believe the questions he asked.

Imagine, he wanted to know if we
were first cousins.

Enough is enough, we said to him.
Trying to make a joke out of the whole
thing. And he actually seemed disap-
pointed.

The best part about Baby is just hold-
ing him. We [eel inadequate sometimes,
answering his questions. But when he
shows his need for us more directly, then
it's all pleasure.

If only he'd laugh more often. He has
such a wonderful laugh.

Baby loves spinach. And lamb chops.
Those are his two favorite dishes. He
won't let us set him in his high chair un-
less we call him Baby Lamb Chop.

Baby's teeth are coming in crooked.
He was born with an abnormally high
palate, as we were told the morning after
he was born.

No, but that's what's causing the
trouble with the adenoids. It was pre-
dicted right then.

And a blueish mark in the small of his
back, called a Mongolian spot. Funny.
We certainly don't have any Oriental
blood, that’s for sure. The obstetrician
said it was very rare in Caucasian babies.

We don't know. Have you ever heard
of the Mongolian spor?

At least up to then, yes. Until puberty,
he used to run all around the house
naked. We dropped some hints, but when
he kept on doing it, we stopped. We cer-
tainly didn’t want him to feel that we——

Perlectly normal.

Fiftecen. No, that's wrong. Fourteen
and a hall.

Well, we assume so. Naturally,
haven’t seen him naked since.

He does like clothes, yes. You could say
he's rather vain. He can take an hour to
make up his mind whether he's going
to wear the Mr. Natural or the Conan
the Barbarian T-shirt to school in the
morning.

Sometimes he stays in the sauna for
hours. It isn’t as if we don't give him his
privacy.

We always feel that Baby is hiding
something from us. That he's ashamed.
Particularly the crush he had on his jour-
nalism teacher, Mr. Berg.

Baby is editor of his high schaol
paper. He was junior high school paper
editor, too.

Of course, it's normal, in a way. You
don’t need to tell us that. But you can un-
derstand we were a little apprehensive,

We just didn’t want Baby 1o be hurt.
We saw what happened when Berg didn't
show him any special attentions or Hatter
his editorials. Baby would be in a tearful
sulk for days.

No, we wouldn’t object il he turned
out to be. One thing we've learned. Any

we



way you can be happy, doctor, you're al-
ready ahead of the game.

That doesn’t mean thar when Baby got
married, we weren't relieved. We'll be
honest with you.

We don’t believe in early marriages,
either. Young people have to find them-
selves first.

Her father is a systems engineer at
Lockheed. We should tell you about her.
It’s too late to start this time.

- - -
Saturday

Leaving something behind means we
didn’t want to go at the end ol the last
session, right?

It looks broken.

No, here. Look.

Never mind, it doesn't matter. We have
another one at home.

Perhaps we could double the sessions.
We could both come on the same day.
One in the morning, one in the after-
nooI.

Naturally. But starting Monday?

Well, it docsn’t seem to be getting any
better.

No, not worse.

No. Why should we be pessimistic,
doctor?

We're not pessimists by nature. We're
just trying to be realistic.

Going to group gives one a certain
confidence, you know. Perhaps we were
too conhdent.

Laurie died.

The duck. remember. We told you.

In the back yard, all by himself. By
candlelight.

Not very. Surprisingly enough. If Baby
could cry when he learned that George
Washington is no longer alive, the least
we thought was that he would cry about
Laurie.

We offered 10 get him another duck,
but he said he’d rather have a snake.
There's some snake store out in Culver
City, near MGM, where he went after
school last Thursday with a friend. He
wants us to come with him, but we put it
off. Spoiling him, giving him everything
he wants, won't help, will it, doctor?

Fish, turtles, a macaw. No, first the
macaw and then the turtles. They died.
Baby forgot to feed them. Then the
chickens and the two ducks.

It's funny that Baby likes snakes now.
He used to be so terrified of being bitten
by a rattlesnake when we had the house
on Doheny Hill.

He’s afraid of policemen, too. It start-
ed when he was three.

We pretend we don’t notice the pot
smell in his room. And he pretends he
doesn’t know we're pretending not to
smell it.

Of course, the windows were open.

He buys an awful lot of pornographic
books and sex manuals, it scems to us.
You'd think he’d learn enough about all
that in school.

Baby wears earphones when he plays
his cassettes. We don’t take it personally,
mind you. But it is another way in which
lie shuts us out. And the look on his face
when he’s listening to music is almost
indecent.

Are you recording what we say? Funny,
we never thought to ask you that. There's
no tape recorder on your desk. But, ot
course, that doesn’t mean anything.

Lots of doctors do. Dr. Greenwich
does. We don’t mind. It’s probably a very
good system, especially if you don't have
an excellent memory. Go right ahead.

Are you sure?

In fact, it might even be helpful for us
to listen to ourselves. You could play
back parts of the sessions and we could
comment on them.

Really, you ought to think about it,
doctor.

Monday
What pressure?
When he dropped out of Occidental,

alter one year, we didn’t insist that he get
a job. We told him that his room was al-
ways there, waiting.

He hung around.

That was later, after he did try some-
thing.

Right. Then we forked out for flying
school in Long Beach. It's supposed to be
the best in the country. But he Hunked
out because of his nose.

Three adenoid operations. But there's
still something wrong with his nose.

Have we? Every specialist known 1o
God and man.

Sure, we're going to try again. We can’t
let the Kid go around breathing through
his mouth for the rest of his life.

You should see what happens when we
go to the movies together. People near us
change their seats, his breathing is so
loud. They can’t at a play, because the
seats are reserved.

O, one thing. Belore we forget. At the
meeting last night, they asked us to re-
port on our work with you, doctor. You

“Perhaps you’d care for a home medical encyclopedia
that is a little less specific, sir.”
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don’t mind, do you? Perhaps we should
have asked vou first.

Dissatistiedz Certainly not.

Sometimes, though, to tell the truth,
we have the impression that it’s you who
are dissatshed. With us.

Well, impatient, then. Isn’t that true,
doctor?

Listen, if vou think we have any inter-
est in prolonging this, you're sadly mis-
taken. Not to mention the money that's
going down the drain.

OK, but imagine how impatient we
are. We have to live with the problem
cvery day, round the clock. You get to sit
there, listen to us, and then you can [or-
get about us after we leave.

Grim? It relieves the tensions, we've
found.

O> course, we have moments of joy.
Have we ever denied that?

Baby got a ncew 1ooth today. Don't
think that doesn’t give us pleasure. But it
doesn’t cancel evervthing else out.

How? We don't just live from moment
to moment, like the lilies in the fie'd,
doctor. Much as we might like 1o. We
have memories and hopes. And lears.

Afraid of your Why should we be :
of you, doctor?

Feclings are one thing. But sound ad-
vice is another. Dr. Greenwich vouches
for you. We're sure the group is going to
give vou a clean bill of health.

We're alraid of Baby.

= . -

aid

Monday

Why shouldn’t we look grim?® He's
started drinking again. Mescal. Southern
Comfort. And some vile stuff called
Georgia Moon,

Since he's of age, hlow cin we?

Moral force? That's easy to say, doctor.
Easier said than done.

Baby has a will of his own, doctor.
That's what you don't grasp. A teribie
will. Trying to stop him only mukes him
do it more. He'll do anything to dely us.

Even cause himself pain.

We had to put bars in front of the port-
able grill after Baby inched all the way
across the diningroom floor in his play-
pen, rocking it back and forth, and laid
his palms on it. He knew what he was
doing. He knew it was hot.

A tervible burn. He's got both litde fn
hands bandaged up over the wrists. like
gloves. But the pediatrician says it won't
leave ANy sCars.

One day, he's really going to hurt him-
self. That's what worries us.

We're not sure he even knows any-
more what causes him pain. Or ¢’se—and
this is worse—Baby has made himself
into someone who just feels less and less.

When Thelma DeLara moved away,
Baby was inconsolable. He aried for
weeks. You remember our telling you
about Thelma. His best friend in first
srade.
~ Now he's gotten cold and hard.

Whatever we want to do, he’s against.
What we cherish, he spits on.

Last night he hung a big black flag
from the television aerial on the roof. We
almost broke our necks getting it down,

Patiemt! What do you think we've heen
all these vears? You've heard of the limits
of patience, haven't you. doctor?

We've been shopping around for a spe-
ctitl school. Not an institution, of course.
He wouldn’t feel locked up or anyihing
like that. Just someplace where people
wou'd know how 1o handle him.

It's only reasonable. don’t you think.
doctor? To admit defeat when your back
is agiinst the wall.

Sure.

You're right. But it wouldn’t do mny
good o go around beating our breasts
about it. What would that accomplish?
What's done is done, isn’t that right?

Maybe.

But we are still wrying. Why the hell do
you think we came to see you in the first
place: Isn't it evidence enough of good
laith that we've

Already?
All right. You're calling the shots.
Tuesday

Do you have a cold, doctor?

Sounds like a cold. You'd better take
care of voursell.

Ihere’s @ lot of that going around
these days.

I1's off the subject, of course, but we're
curious to know your opinion. Do vou
believe in massive doses of vitamin

Oh. We don’t happen to. But Baby
docs. He's a regular health nut these
days.

Anvway, it’s bewter than becoming
Krishna freak, like his cousin  Jane.
Pamted all blue and everything.

Not Bert’s sister. Bert's cousin. Baby
tikes 50 vitamin-C pills a day. Bue he still
aets colds.

Squeamish  about some  things, vyes.
Baby threw up eating a soft-boiled ege
because the white was runny. And he re-
{uses o kiss his Aunt Rae—Bert's moth-
er—because he said she had a black mo e
on her check.

No, he wasn't imogining it. She does
have one. The kid's not a basket case, Lor
God's sake.

But we don’t think that was the real
reiason.

Rae’s a goodhearied gal, but vou have
to know how to handle B.ib.. You have
to win his confidence first. He's not deli-
cate but he's high-surung. Like all preco-
cious Kids.

You can’t just charge at him and @b
him. You have 1o kneel down, set down
to his level and wlk to him first. Belore
you can touch him.

Baby’s never been the sort of kid who
likes 1o be hugged and kissed just like
that, or jumps in your lap, the way Bert

is. Every kid is differenrt. And they under-
stiand a lot more than vou think, even be-
fore they can talk. We learned that.

You know. doctor. what you've just
said is a little surprising to us. If there’s
some misunderstanding. we better clear
1t up right now. Baby 1sn't crazy.

We don’t have your clinical experi-
cnce. But we know the difference be-
tween crazy and not crazy.

Sure, we can give you an example.
Baby to'd us recently that for the past
two years, every time he is about to board
the bas that takes him to school, he hears
a voice. The voice says, “Sit on the left
side. Or you will die.”™ Or, “Sit on the
right side. Or vou will die.” And he never
knows. each morning. which command
the voice is going to give.

Right. But wait 1l you hear the rest.
We were mturally very upset, of cowrse.
The morning Baby to'd us this, quite cas-
ually, as he was cating breakfast belore
he went off o school, our hearts sank.
Once you start hearing voices, and voices
that say you're going to die if you don’t
obey them, it's pretty serious.

But then we thought 1o ask Baby a
question. Has it cver happened, we
asked, thar when you got on the bus, the
side that the voice told you 1o sit on was
completely full? So you were lorced to sit
on the other side?

“Sure,”  Baby answered. “lots of
times.” And then what happens? we
asked. Wondering il Baby had noticed
that, despite having disobeved the voice's
commind. he hadn’t died.

“Oh, then,” Baby said, cheerfully,
“then the voice says: “Today it docsn’t
matter.” ™

What e yvon thinking, doctor?

Well, it’s obvious. Isu't it> You couldn’t
come up with a neater example of the
difference between psychosis and neu-
rosis, we'll bet. il vou practiced your
dubious profession for a hundred years.
You know what we meanz A psychotic
is someone who doesn’t hear a voice it
the lust minute saying, “Today it doesn't
nuitter.”

Don't you agree, doctor?

It's not that we're asking you to give us
much hope. But he's not crazy. That's
not what’s wrong.

Maybe it's worse.

- - -
Tuesdry

Bebv's become a vegetian. We're hu-
moring him. He'll outzrow that, don’t
you think?

Cottage cheese and [resh pineapple.
And lots of rinw peas. He alwiys has some
in his pockets.

And his pockets alwavs have holes. 1f
you wint to sum it up, there it is.

He never takes care of his things.
Clothes are to wreck, as far as Baby is
concerned.

He's stopped wearing underwear. Is



“If you jurors don’t reach a decision pretty soon, you're
going to get locked up for the night!”
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“In the coming year—autwmn, perhaps early

winter—I see an erection. . . .

that a fashion these days among junior
high school kids, doctor?

Baby likes to hold his breath under the
water in the bathtub. He's got a stop
witch.

Baby hasn’t washed in two months.

One-Y. He was all ready o go o
Canada, he said. We were heside our-
selves. But it turned out the adenoids
were good enough. Of cowrse, we'd feel
safer with a 4-F. But Baby savs they're
really the same now and that we shouldn’t
WOrTy.

He doesn’t yespeat any of the conven-
tions anymore. At his high school gradua-
tion, when they played Land of Hope
and Glory, we cried. Baby didn’t even go.

Don’t think we're [eeling sorvy for our-
selves. ' We're probably better off than
most parents. Two of Baby's lriends have
O.D."d. One suicide. And his best friend
in high school is doing one to five in San
Quentin tor holding up gas stations. So
we're well aware that the problem could
be worse.

He's certainly holding his own.

Maybe we expected oo much of him.
The way you do with an only

All we hope is that some of the damage
cin be undone. That's not too much to
ask, is 17

If he would only confide in us, tell us
some ol his problems. Then we could
help him better. He knows we know it's
not easy to belong o his generation.

We both had hard lives. Nobody gave

EEd

us a head swart, and we've had 1o work 1o
get where we are now. But at least we
could take certain things lor granted.

The family.

Poor Baby! You've got to help us help
him. We'll never forgive owselves if we
don't.

His life is just beginning. owms is at
least halfl over. Tt isn’t Tair, doctor]

We'll do anvihing.

But what more can we do?

IWWednesday

Baby has asked more than once how
babies are made. We tell him. bur he
always lorgets and asks again in a few
weeks.

It must be that he can't connect it with
anything in his experience. We leel -
fully silly explaining it over and over.

But if we don’t amswer his quostions,
he's Jiable to think there’s something
shameful about the whole husiness.

He's quite dexterons. He leained 1o rie
his shoelaces on a wooden shoe In one
morning {lat.

A Tiend of ours gave Baby a Marine
{lak jacket for his birthday. Of course, it’s
much too large now. He swims in it
He'll have to grow into it.

Ronnie Yates. We havea't mentioned
him. He runs the heliport in Venice
West. He got stuck on helicopters during
the war. Baby loves to hear Ronnie’s war
SLOVICS.

Buby wants a set of bar bells and an

exercise machine. It seems to us he gets
enough exercise already. Sheer narcis-
sism, that's what it looks like to us.

He's always chinning himself.

Baby wants to get a tattoo. A black sun
between his shoulder blades, larger than
a silver dollar.

Yes, but if he ever gets tired of it, he
won't be able to have it taken off. They
say it's awlully painful to do that.

He may be stoical, but he’s not that
stoical.

Everybody has their limit of pain, isn't
that so, doctor?

Of course, he's healthy. That isn't the
point. No matter how many times the
pediatrician gives him a cdean bill of
health, we can sce with our own eyes.

Baby has found a guru. Doctor, he
looks so awlul with his hair long. Sickly.
The guru lives in a dune buggy parked
by the marina at San Pedro. Baby is plan-
ning to go with them on an expedition to
Guatemala, gathering medicinal herbs.

Threatened and threatened him. We
told him right away we’d cut off his al-
lowance. But he’s been told that penalty
is part ol his initiation.

But we hate to think that our author-
ity over Baby finally rests on the simple
fact that we're still supporting him.

His wile apparently doesn't want to
go. That’s our only hope. She’s scheduled
to give some noon and midnight poetry
readings at Farmers Market in April.
and she doesn’t wiant to pass up the
opportunity.

Yes. but it all depends on whether
Baby really loves her.

Frankly, we don’t think Baby knows
what love is. That's his problem.
Wednesday

What weve afraid of, doctor—it's an
awlul thing 10 have to say—is that Baby
is poisoning us. We discovered him wrying
to svithesize parathion in his Iab in the
garage the other night. When we asked
him what he was doing, he looked scared
and didn’t answer at first.

You're right. We should have told you
before. But there are some things that
are just too painlul to face. Even the brav-
est of us become ostriches from time to
time. isn't that so?

Really? Well, we've been told that
three drops is enough.

Did we mention that he won the city-
wide Bausch & Lomb Science Award in
high school? And it was he who founded
the chemistry club in his high school.

Astronomy, too. Baby asked for a tele-
scope for Christmas.

Of course, we wish he'd read more. Lit-
erature, that is. He must take after one of
us that way. You can’t get him near a
book that isn’t some manual all full of
charts and formulas. Suill, it's more prac
tical to be interested in science.

Did you ever want to be anything
other than a doctor when you were a
child?



What a strange ambition.

Baby is so single-minded. Once he de-
cides something, you can’t budge him.
You wouldn't believe how stubborn he is.

Sure, everybody hates to be wrong. But
Baby takes it much harder than most
people.

Changed the subject? How?

Bur what can we do? We don’t have
any proof. We can’t call the police.

Oh. we threw it out. When he wasn't
looking. He hasn’t said anything about
it yet.

Well, we certainly aren’t slecping as
well as we used to.

With the lights on.

Of course, we're keeping our date with
the Turnells tonight. H we don’t, Baby is
sure to get suspicions. We can't let on
that we know.

That's the only advantage we have
right now. He thinks we're dumb. That
we haven't noticed a thing.

No, how could Dr. Greenwich help?
He's never even met Baby.

Well, if we don't show up lor tomor-
row’s sessions, at least youwll know,
doctor.

You hate wisearacks, don’t you, doc-
tor? Listen, if we were serious about this
all the time, we'd go crazy.

Look, don't worry. You want us to give
you a call around midnight, just so as
you'll know we haven't received our
forty and forty-one whacks, respectively?

No. Baby's supposed to go to a yo-yo
tournament with Bert at the Wilshire
Ebell Theater.

Ol course, he may not go.

Baby has fantasies of omnipotence.

No. Much more specific. What it is is
that he thinks that everyone he sees is
blessed, something like that, just because
he looks at that person. If only just for
one second, in a crowd. So he has to travel
around as much as possible, so his glance
will catch the greatest number of people.

He says it’s his responsibility.

Well. not exactly blessed. But their
lives become different, once he has
looked at them. All the people he's seen
will get what they deserve. The good will
be rewarded. And the bad people will be
punished, eventually.

We think so, too, doctor.

No. He says he hasn't decided whether
the look works for people he only sees in
photographs or on TV.

That would give his powers a much
wider scope, wouldn’t it? Perhaps we
should be encouraged that he’s at least
hesitating about that.

Justice! What's justice got to do with
ir? That’s the last thing in the world that
interests Baby.

He wants to make us feel bad. He
wants to make us feel unwanted in our
own home.

Thursday
What are you being so aggressive for,
doctor? If you don’t think you can

help us. we can see someone else.

Delensive, then, if vou like.

Well, of course, everything is relative.
Isn’t it, doctor?

We want Baby to be more independ-
ent.

He's devious. That's the word.
never tells us anything.

A water bed. Round. We have to keep
Baby off or he'd wreck it.

He wants to make us feel like outcasts.

We're bleeding. Can't you see, doctor?
Help us.

Are you a medical doctor?

Yes. Much better.

Where were we? Oh. Did we tell yvou
that Baby has a gun in the closet? He's
an N.R_A. junior marksman.

Then you do think it's possible to
make poisons with a Chemcralt set. A
big. expensive one.

He has everything set up in the ga-
rage. That limits the damage, at least.
Like when he burned himself with his
Bunsen burner.

Baby got gassed at an antiwar demon-
stration at the Long Beach Naval Base.

He was always a natural pacifist. When
he was four, we read him a child’s version
of the Iliad and he wept at the death of
Partroclus.

We're hiding the book from him until
he's older.

Baby carries a picture of Steve Mec-
Queen in his wallet. That's the sort of
person he admires now.

He's trying to grow a mustache.

Mavbe he gor tired ol being a sensitive
child. But don’t you think he’s gone a bit
far in the opposite direction? “(. never
asked him to be a genius and we never
asked him to be a slob,

Baby's teacher came over this morning
and told us he beat up a little kid in his
class and 1ook away his lunch money.

We wouldn't be surprised if he joined
the Hell's Angels. Or worse.

If they'll have him. Baby's not as tough
as he thinks.

Oh, doctor, it's terrible to want some-
thing from a child. Baby is right. We
should be treating him like a visitor from
another planet. We shouldn’t care what
the hell he does. We should be taking care
of ourselves, for a change, instead of
throwing good money after bad.

Not you, docter.

He

Thursday

We had to cut Baby's right hand off. It
was the only way. He kept playing with
himself.

We made a little wheelchair for Baby.
And a bed with sides, so he doesn't
fall out.

We had to cut his leflt foot oft, because
he tried to run away again.

All we wanted for him was to be
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happy. make a living, rear a [amily. con-
wribute to socicty and stav out of trouble.

Do you believe everything we tell you,
doctor?

That's not really an answer. Maybe it’s
part ol your prolession to be evasive, but
for once we're asking vou a direct ques-
tion. Why don’t you answer?

Of course, we're telling you the wruth.,

About the foor?

That’s right.

And the hand.

But we fold von it was a terrible situa-
tion, doctor.

Maybe you see too many people who
have 1o exaggerate in order 1o get vour
atiention.

If you want to know the truth, our
problem is that we olen tend to mini-
mize things. We like 1o face lile with a
cheerful point ol view. There's enough
horror in the world without inventing
more, don’t yvou think, doctor?

Sure. OF course. you probably have an
overly sad view of life. Since you spend
most ol your time listening to people com-
plaining. We've always felt that the more
positively you confront a situation, the
more likely it is to trn out well. At least
to your advantage.

Because even disasters can be a bless-
ing. can't they: They teach you some-
thing. You become wiser.

What  doesn’t kill you
stronger.

Exactly. That's how we try to approach
the situation with Baby.

Baby says whar doesn’t Kill vou leaves
scars. He's right, too.

Sure. iw's horrible. That's what we've
been trying to tell you all along,

Didn’t you believe us?

For God's sake, doctor. Now's a fine
time to tell us that—alter all these weeks.
And then calmly look at your watch and
say it's the end ol the session. Put your-
sell in our place.

All right. Mavbe we've accomplished
something todav, alter all.

makes  you

- - -

Friday

It was Dr. Greenwich who saved our
marriage. Belore joining the group. we
were so caught up in the ratrace, we'd
completely lost touch with each other.
Just going 10 their meetings once a
week
Sometimes,
Yes.
You're right.
It's a relief 1o talk about owrselves for
change. We envy your other patients,
doctor.

Well, back 1o work.

Of course. we do. Isu't that natural®

He could get work part time in the
post oflice or drive a truck. Jim Turnell
offered him a job as a daa shipping clerk
in his Van Nuys warehouse. But he says
he doesn’t want to do anything,

We've offered Baby the summer in

o

Japan, Mexico, if he promises 1o take a
job in the fall. when he comes back. But
he says he doesn’t like wo travel, Isn't that
awfhul, at his age?

Not blasé, exactly. All the kids of his
generation are a little blasé, maybe. But
it’s not that.

He seems angry.

Sometimes it just doesn’t seem worth it
Neither of us ever had much chance o
tavel when we were young. Bur he just
doesn’t seem 1o appreciate that.

Have you mmaveled much. doctor? Apure
lrom being born abroad, thac is.

On a chanter flighe?

Oh.

When?

That soon?

You're probably hoping vou can finish
the work with us by then, aren’t vou?

Doesn’t matter.

Lisien. we've been thinking. The fi-
nancial burden of the two sessions daily
is & bit more than we can bear. We
going to have to cut back to one a day.,

No. not with Dr. Greenwich. Bv our-
selves. You didn't expecr thar, did vou?

Tomorrow?

Saturedny

About travel and enjoving lile while
vOou G

Don’t vou remember? What we were
saying vesierday. Some things are just
wasted on some people.

Not you. doctor. Baby,

Baby thinks he's going 1o live lorever.
We don't want o disillusion him. It's
great to be young and not know what the
world is about.

AMavbe somebody should tell him he's
not going to live forever.

No. He wouldn't believe it coming
Irom us. It should he some older. wise
person. If he knew someone like vou,
doctor. vou could tell him.

Tell him he's not going to live lorever.
Tell him that we aren’t. either. Tell him
that one of us has 1o die frst and that
we've made @ new will. Tell him not to
hate us. Tell him what we've done was
meant for the best. Tell him we couldn’t
help it Tell him we're nor monsters.
Tell him how monstrous he's heen o
us. Tell him he has no right to judge us.
Tell him we don’t have to all live togeil:-
er, il he doesn't want to. Tell him he's
free. Tell him he can’t leave us alone.
Tell him he's killing us. Tell him he can't
ger away with it. ‘Tell him he's not our
Baby. that he was born on Krvpron. Tell
him we hate him. Tell him we never
loved each other bur only him. Tell him
we didn’t know any bewer. Tell him
we've gone away forever and the house
and the station wagon are his and the
spare set ol keys is under the door mat,
and that we've remade the will entirely
i his favor and disinherited Bert. Tell
him he’ll never find us. Tell him we'll

be waiting on the patio by the fountain
in the cute little house in San Miguel de
Allende. Tell him we'll get him an arith-
metic tator so he won't flunk lourth grivde
again. Tell him he can have a dog—DMa-
lemute, collie, old English sheep dog.
Samoyved, Saint Bernard, whatever, as big
and stupid as he wants, Tell him we did
try to get an abortion. but the doctor was
in Acipulco. Tell him we met Steve
McQueen last year and didn’t ask for his
autograph. Tell him we poisoned Lau-
rie: Billv. oo, but it didn’t work, that's
why only Laurie died. Tell him we threw
out his collection of old issues ol Roll-
ing Stone and National Lampoon be-
hind his back, not the maid. Tell him
to wear arderwear, because it's disgust-
ing not to wear underwear. Tell him to
take his vitamin pills. and the yeast and
the rose hips. Tell him Thehma DeLlarva's
mother is a dyke. “Tell him he's not any
better than we are. Tell him we should
never have had children, but we thought
we ought to. Tell him we never wanted
him to be like us. Tell him it's too hard 1o
bring up a child. especially an only child,
and he'll see that one day when he grows
up. Tell him he’s got o drink milk. Tell
him he looks ridiculous with a mustache.
Tell him not 1o take out his braces at
night or his reeth will never get straight.
Tell him to blow his nose. Tell him the
deg can shic all over the living-room rug
for all we care. Tell him he got ripped
ol and the sl he’s homding in the
Skippy jar is birdseed and oregano. Tell
him he'll understand us one day when he
has childven ol his own. Tell him we
were horn on Krypton and were just pre-
tending to be his parents, but we've got-
ten tived of concealing our superpowers
beneath this meek. mild-mannered ex-
terior and have flown away. Tell him
he'll miss us when he has 1o manage on
his own. Tell him ro feel guilty. Tell him
to come off it and burn his Superman
suit. Tell him he's not going to win the
Nabel Prize; or il, by anv chance, he ever
does. by then he'll be so old he won't care
anymore. Tell him how proud ol him
we alwavs were, and are. Tell him how
he intmidiated us. Tell him we know he
stole the money. Tell him to clean up his
room. Tell him to write At Rae the
thank-vou note for the roller skares,
Tell him he has to renew his registration
and that he can’t drive the Toyora
around in that state. Tell him how we
lied. Tell him how sorry we are. Tell him
we're vicums, too. Tell him our child-
hoods weren’t any better than his. Tell
him how we wept with joy when he was
born. Tell him when he was born we
started to die. Tell him that we wied 1o
Kill him. Tell him that we knew what we
were doing. Tell him that we love him.
Oh. God, doctor, why did our Buby

have to die?




“I guess maybe I rubbed him the wrong way!”
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READER SERVICE

Write to Playboy Reader Service for
answers to your shopping questions.
We will provide you with the name
of a retail store in or near your city
where you can buyv any of the spe-
cialized items advertised or edito-
rially featured in pLaYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

ARALElectromicy’s .0 oo e o 177
el T s 53
Columbia Card .. ......... Between 16-17
Continental Calenlators .. ........... 53

Datsun Auto ... _......
Kawasaki Motoreycles . .
Kenwood Electronics ...

Koss Earphomes .. ..ouucioveescasoe 25
Man & Woman Card ... .. Betwern 40-4

Mazda Amlo ... i 56-37
Memorex Electronics .........ovvus- 179
Minolta Camera . ... ..., Li]
Pioneer Electronics .. ............... 1

Playboy Book Club Card . Between 174-175
Porsche Auto 1 aaaand £
TDK Elcctronics ...
Toshiba Elcctronics

Use these lines for information about other
featured merchandise,

We will be happy to answer any of
your other questions on fashion,
travel, food and drink, stereo, etc.
If your question involves items you
saw In PLAYBOY, please specify page
number and issue of the magazine
as well as a brief description of the
items when you write. 2-74

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE

Flayboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, linois 60611

[J 3 yrs. for $24 (Save $15.00)
] 1 yr. for 10 (Save $3.00)
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CHEYENME'S CHEYENNE GOLDEN MADDNNA

CROSS-COUNTRY SKi

“THE PRETTYMAN PLAN”’—A REVOLUTIONARY NEW SCHEME
FOR ENDING POVERTY, CORRUPTION AND VIOLENCE IN THE
STREETS. UNFORTUNATELY, IT'S FICTION—BY GERALD GREEN

“THE 300 NEEDLES OF DR. LAU”—ACUPUNCTURE PROVES A
STICKY WICKET FOR NEVADA DOCTORS, AS STATE LEGISLATORS
OUTFLANK THEM—BY CHARLES FOX

GROUCHO MARX—-MOVIE STAR, QUIZ-SHOW EMCEE AND FOR-
MER FEMALE IMPERSONATOR—REMINISCES ABOUT HIS 83 LIVE-
LY YEARS IN A WISECRACK-A-MINUTE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“WHATEVER HAPPENED TO THE BOMB?""—REMEMBER THE
BACK-YARD-SHELTER BOOM? AFTER YOU READ THIS, YOU'LL BE
SCARED SHITLESS ALL OVER AGAIN—BY E. L. DOCTOROW

“ZARDOZ'"—ONCE MORE OUT OF BONDAGE, SEAN CONNERY
MAKES A SEX-AND-SYMBOL-FILLED PHANTASMAGORIA OF A FILM
WITH CO-STAR CHARLOTTE RAMPLING

““CROSS-COUNTRY SKIING”—GOING ABOUT FROM POINT A
TO POINT B ON THOSE SKINNY STAVES IS THE LATEST RAGE, AND
HERE'S ALL THE GEAR YOU NEED TO DO IT

“LITTLE ENIS PURSUES HIS MUSE"—A RAUNCHY, BITTER-
SWEET MEMOIR ABOUT A PINT-SIZED, KENTUCKY-DISTILLED
APOSTLE OF ELVIS THE PELVIS—BY ED MC CLANAHAN

“CHEYENNE SHOOTS HERSELF"’—THE CELEBRATED MODEL
SNAPS HER OWN SHUTTER FOR A PLAYBOY PICTORIAL

“THEY CALL IT THE CITY OF NEW ORLEANS"—A TRIBUTE
TO THE METROPOLIS AT THE MISSISSIPPI'S MOUTH, WITH A
GUIDE TO WHERE THE ACTION IS—BY REG POTTERTON

“THE GOLDEN MADONNA'—ALEXANDER'S VISIT TO HIS AUNT
DIDN'T TURN OUT QUITE THE WAY HE'D EXPECTED. A PERVERSE-
LY INTRIGUING TALE—BY JOYCE CAROL OATES

“SIMONETTA' —SIGNORINA STEFANELLI, AL PACINO'S UN-
LUCKY BRIDE IN THE GODFATHER, COMES BACK TO LIFE IN AN
EXCLUSIVE SERIES OF PHOTOGRAPHS

“PLAYBOY'S HISTORY OF ORGANIZED CRIME: PART
VIII"—THE STRANGE STORY OF HOW THE U.S. NAVY RECRUITED
THE MOB TO WATCH THE WATERFRONT, AND HOW THE SYNDI-
CATE BUILT LAS VEGAS—BY RICHARD HAMMER



The Sevcn Sour.

Y “Let’sbedifferent,” she said.
o !l “You try doing somethmg you
" never did before. Andsowill L.”

' So for the first time in his life,
' he picked up aniron. And she
tried her hand at bartending.

She squeezed some lemons into
| ashaker, spooned in just enough
ﬁne sugar, poured in a couple
| jiggers of Seagram’s 7 Crown,
and shook it all up with ice.

Finally she sliced an orange,
opened a jar of cherries, and there

they were. Seven Sours on the rocks.
' He took a sip.

“Hey, you make a terrific Sour.
I never thought you could do it.”

“Well, don’t worry,”
said she. “I never thought
you could iron either.”

Seagram'’s 7 Crown.
It's America's whiskey.

a

SEACRAM DISTILLERS C0., N.Y.C. AMERICAN WHISKEY~A BLEKD. 86 PROOF,

p,

The Seven Sour: \

To the juice of one lemon, add one teaspoon fine sugar, and 1% ounces
Seagram’s 7 Crown. Shake with ice. Garnish with orange slice and cherry.
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Everybody aboard this

jet plane has a gimmick...
almost everybody.

Pick the one who doesn't.
| 11. Nope. He's Hiigo Slavia,
impoverished secret agent. Gimmick: Sells "hot" watches as a
sideline. His cigarettes smoke even hotter. 2. Mike L. Angelow.
Gimmick: Artist who draws everylhing but attention.

At last sidewalk exhibition he got a ticket for littering. Smokes
decorator pack cigarettes. 3. No. Ralph Knoshow (not pictured).

They're not for everybody

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.

the m?elﬁiltqn smoker?

vy s

1973 R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.

Transistor radio salesman. Resigned when given new lerritory. ..
Japan. His cigarette's taste is missing too. 4. Right. Wherever he
goes, he leaves the far-out gimmicks to others. Likes his cigarette
no-nonsense too. Camel Filters. Honest. Good tasting. 5. Charlie
Chizlar. Gimmicks: 5 overcoats, 4 sweaters, 3 pairs of pants.
Saves on overweight luggage. Drains tap in men’s room for
his water-filtered cigarettes. 6. He's Vaseli Overaidt, wrestler.
Gimmick: Demonstrating arm wrestling el
techniques to strangers. 7. Helen Back,
stranger. Also black belt karate expert.

Camel Filters.

CAMEL

FILTER CiGARETTES

(but they could be for you).

e —

Famous Camel Quality!
18 mg."tar,"1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report SEPT.'73.
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