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The Bullfrog.

(Smirnoff and limeade.)

When we first introduced
this drink, we were of two
minds about it.“Tastes as fresh-
faced as summer. we said.
But was it, perhaps, a trifle

“unsophisticated?”

By this time the Bullfrog -,

has acquired a modest

but growing following who ~ A
don't seem to have any To make a Bullfrog, pour
problems with it at all. 1¥2 0z. Smirnoff into a tall

Which raises the question:  glass with ice. Fill with 4 oz.
canatall greendrink called  limeade and stir.
a Bullfrog become a summer- 5
time tradition? That,of course, 5 L moﬁ‘
is entirely up to you. leaves you breathless®



THINK , THINS

Actually less tar
thanthe
best selling

filter 85!

THINK SILVA THINS 100°S

SILVATHINS100°S. . ............. “tar” 16mg.—nicotine, 1.2mg.

Best-selling filter85's . . ... ... ... “tar" 19mg.—nicotine, 1.3mg.

Of all brands. lowest. . ... ... ...."lar" 2mg.—nicotine, 0.Zmg. Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
Av. Per Cigarette, FTC Report Oct.74. That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
Filter: 16 mg. “1ar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine; Menthol: 16 mg. “1ar”, 1.1 mg.nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Oct. 74,




Your eyes devour an amazingly
large share of your total physical
energy. This may surprise you, since
more is written about the beauty of eyes
than about how hardworking they are.

But the truth is if your eyes are
tormented by badly made or unsuitable
lenses, extra energy will be drained.
You'll tire a little faster—not just your
eyes but all of you—and you probably
won't know why. Feeling Kind of saggy,
tense, grouchy. And those tiny wrinkles
optimistically called “character lines”
appear.

All this simply because you were
never told what sunglasses are and
are not,

A new definition is needed.
Sunglasses are not just a decoralive

addition to your wardrobe. Not just to
make the world a little darker. Nor are
they just to hide behind. Glasses, for
example, with light-tinted les or light
shades of photochromic [enses—that
change from light to dark—aren’t really
sunglasses.

Real sunglasses are for eye comiort
and protection. Their lenses should filter
out infrared and ultra violet rays. Each
lens must have the same densily and
pass no more than 30% of the light. And
they should be of prescription quality ...
free of distortions and waves.

All B&L Ray-Ban SunGlasses meet
these requirements. And have since the
1930's when they were developed for our
fighter pilots.

But lens {eatures aren’t the whole
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story. Because we care about style as
well as protection, Ray-Bans come in a
variety of exciting shapes and colors.

We hope you understand now that
all dark glasses are not really sunglasses.
It is an important distinction—for how
you look and how you feel.

Write for our Iree booklet, “"Sunglasses
and Your Eyes”: Bausch & Lomb, Dept.
510, Rochester, New York 14602.
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Jean Shrimpton is wearing Roy-Ban’s “Large Metal” aviotor style for men and women. Others from $10.

&

You'n sunglasses could be tiring \,,u
_ Iftheyarentreally sunglasses.”
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MC MURTRY GREEN

PLAYBIL 1T W:.\S while _re-

searching the article
that he started having the dreams. He'd
see these enormous airplanes—a couple
of them had iridescent green dragonfly
wings—coming in to land: and when they
hit the ground, cartwheeling, they broke
up, scattering people all over the land-
scape. It wasn't so bad,” he said, “until
I realized that I'd have o help clean up
the mess.” So it won't surprise you to
learn that Staft Writer Laurence Gon-
zales—who, in You Gotia Belicve, tells
what really gocs on in the cockpits of
commercial aitliners and  the conuol
towers from which they are guided—
won’t get on a plane again unless he's in
the cockpit (he is in the process of getting
his privatepilot's license). Gonzales, who
flew in the cockpit of a jumbo jet as part
ol his research, recently drove some 2500
miles to Florida and back—and when he
makes a planned wrip 1o Ewope, he's
going by ship: “I'm not alraid of flying.
I do it all the time—in a Cherokee
Arrow. I just don’t want 1o go up with
someone 1 don’t trust, just like I don't
want to ride in the back seat of a
when the driver is drunk.” His boycout,
he points out, is for reasons not only of
safety but also of aestheues: “Airports
and the interiors of airliners are wnong
the ugliest things I've seen. And vou
don’t get 1o see the country.” Gonziles
will be expanding his article into a book.

If you're a gambler—and especially if
youre planning a junker to Nevada—
you won't want to miss Jonmy the
Greeli’s Crash Cowrse on Vegas, by Mike
Rich (whose name, we hope, is a good
omen for those who follow the Greek's
tips). Rich, who worked with Jimmy on
his autobiography (just published by
Playboy Press), allows that hanging out
with the wizard of odds has improved
his own moderate-stakes poker game—
“if only 10 the extent of knowing what
I'm doing wrong.”

In tandem with Rich's artide is a
quiz, by Jay Allen, with the sclf-explan-
atory title How’s Your Gambling 1.0).2 1f
your score s low, you can wise up by
contacting Allen’s Superwinners Institute
in Vegas or by checking his book, The
Winner's Edge, put out by the institute.

Even in this depressed age, of course,
there are some people who are making it
financially without having to gamble. In
How to Make Money When All About
You Ave Losing Theirs, Lee Berton tells
how some guys have turned hard times
directly into hard cash. “Ironically,” notes
Berton, who edits Financial World, a
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weekly magazine for serious investors,
and has covered Wall Street for over ten
years, “many hnancial writers never had
it 50 good, because so many people want
to know why the temple pillars are
falling.” The illusration for Berton's
piece is by Victor Hubbard of our Art
Department, who reports—a bad omen,
perhaps>—that as he kept working on i,
the number of fish kept getting smaller.

Somcone else who knows how to turn
tough times into good is the sexually pro-
lific hypnotist hero of Roger Rapoport’s
The Good Doctor, whose specialty—pro-
fessionally and  otherwise—is  helping
ladics reach orgasm, again and again, if

they so desire. Rapoport—who's writing
a Playboy Press book, The Superdoclors,
slated lor fall release—has become some-
thing of a Dr. Feelgood himsell: He
received a diploma from the American
Institute of Hypnosis lor completing a
class in the weatment of sexual disorders
(his phone number is our secret, though).

Our lead hction, Johnny Guts, is by
Gerald Green, and it’s about an educable
young man who works for a crooked car
repairman.  Green—who, among  other
things, is working on a suspense thriller,
The Hostage Heart, lor Playboy Press—
claims that Johnny sprouted [rom his 35
years ol negative involvement with the
automobile: “I've hated every car |
ever owned, and c\'cl')‘lhillg connected
with them.”

Car abuse (not o be confused with
auto abuse) is also a lactor in our other
fictional treat, Dunlup Crashes In; author
Larry McMurtry says that his ale is based
on a real incidene and that ic will be part
of a lorthcoming Simon & Schuster book.,
Terms of Endearment.

We've labeled The Adventures of Sher-
lock Jones—a  soul-brother supersleuth
with an  amiable Onental  assistant—
parody for want of a better word (we
don't have a caziness category). Co-
authors Sol  Weinstein  and  Howard
Albrecht, who got together while writing
for various TV shows, candidly admir,
“Our knowledge of Holmesiana was so
sparse, we used to ship Milk ot Magnesia
to Baker Swreet Irregulars.” The illustra-
tion lor The Adventures is by Philadel-
phia artist Gordon Kibbee.

We've got more, ol course. Such as an
exclusive Playboy Interview with Oscar-
winning hlm director (and writer) Francis
Ford Coppola, conducted by freelancer
William Murray. And Sex in Suburbia, a
satirical cartoon feanwwe by The New
Yorker's highly estcemed Charles Saxon.
Geuing him into PLAYBOY represents a
coup of sorts—but nothing out of the
ordinary—for Cartoon Editor Michelle
Urry, who we happen wo think is the best
cartoon cditor in the country, and that's
no joke.

. There’s also 4 Long Look at Legs, by
a whole gang of willing photographers,
plus uncoverage of Super Surfer Laura
Blears Ching and our Playmate of the
Month, Lynn Schiller. Plus features on
tonic drinks (by Emanuel Greenberg),
on summer suits and—Ior folks who
want o lly but den’t dig airplanes—on
hang gliders, those ingenious contrap-
tions that let you soar like a pterodactyl.

On that uplifting note, we'll let you

take off into the issue. Happy landings!
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GILLETTE ANNOUNCES
AN ADJUSTABLE TRAC II.

—

Five settings on the cartridge Ie you choose
the shave that suits you best.

Low. medium, high, and two settings TracII cartridge are recessed for
in-between. So whether your face and  a safer shave that's just right for you.

beard are tough, tender, or in-between, Adjustable cartridges fit the
you can get a Trac I two-bladed regular TracIl handle.
shave that feels just right for you. If you already own a regular TracII

And, since the settings are on the you can buy the adjustable cartridges
cartridge, you can easily adjust them separately. They'll fit right on your

with one finger, even in the middie own handle.
s . of your shave. If you don't own a Trac I razor,
\ & 14 jou can buy the Adjustable Trac IT
Nobody knows better than you how Eﬂ ’ q ]: [ éonﬂ plete. ’ !
a razor feels on your face, whether it ‘ ' " e _ Both are available wherever
feels right or whether a slight adjust ;" ;' - J./ regular TracII is sold.
ment could make it feel better. The TracII-razor Effect, ; :
So now, in addition to the regular adjusted to your own beard.
Trac_J_L.' Glllet‘te also makes a Trac I With the Adjustable Trac II you get
cartridge that's adjustable. the great Trac I two-bladed shave.
( LO » MED » HI A The first blade shaves the whisker
I T—— and stretches it out from the skin.
f——— T Then before the whisker snaps all the
Five settings, way back, the second blade can
one is perfect for you. shave it again, closer.
The new Adjustable Trac1l " You also get regular Trac I comfort,

cartridge has five different settings. because both blades in the Adjustable
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Minoita helps you
grin and bare it.

You can get back to nature with a camera that doesn’t get in the way.

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

And when subjects call for a different perspective, Minolta SR-T cameras
accept a complete system of interchangeable lenses, from “fisheye” wide
angle to super-telephoto.

Get down to basics with a Minolta SR-T. For more information, see your
photo dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 101 Williams Drive, Ramsey,
New Jersey 07446. In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., P.Q.

Minolta SR-T Cameras
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Getset forliving

g/ Champale”Malt Liquor is the sparkling alcoholic
™ beverage that looks and tastes like champagne.
_ But it costs just pennies more than beer
awherever beer is sold. So anytime you feel
like enjoying life, get the Champale

ready, get yourself set..and go.
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The spear-head, the arrow,
the rocket. '

From ancient instinct to com-
puter design, the shape that cleaves
the air is the wedge.

~ Now Triumph brings the wedge
down to earth in TR7—a fantastic
new sports car to steal the American
road.

Proven on the Grand Prix race
tracks of the world, the edge of the
wedge knifes through the air, forcing
the front wheels down. Handling is
solid and uncannily precise. The air
flows over the slippery shape.
Drag is minimal.

Power enhanced. Miles per gallon
increased.

Under its skin, TR7 is a triumph
of simplicity. It is utterly dependable
sturdy and sinuous on cantankerous
roads and cork-screw curves. It
means endless pleasure at moder-
ate price and less maintenance;
welcome news today and something
no rival sports car can say,.

All in all a simply beautiful
and beautifully simple
machine.




est-drive our words at any Triumph  From the land of British Racing Green.
ealer.

For the name of your nearest @ TRIUMPH
riumph dealer call: 800-447-4700.
n lllinois call 800-322-4400.
ritish Leyland Motors Inc.
eonia, New Jersey
7600. ‘
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The Galliano Mis t.‘
The drink that ends tl e day

How to make a Galliano Mlst
Pour Liquore Galliano® over

ice, squeeze in one quarter of :
alime, dnd drop in. Et voila. g;

I{IQUORE GAKLIANO" |
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INSIDE CAMELOT
Benjamin €. Bradlee’s fine  memoir
Conversations with Kennedy (pLavsoy,
April) again reminds me just how
much the country lost when Jack Ken-
nedy died. His thoughts and theories on
the workings ol politics and Government,
his analysis of the motives and compe-
tency ol those around him and perhaps
even some transcripts of taped conversa-
tions would have made a fantastic novel.
Kennedy's candor and sweet wlk are
probably accepted more now, because we
first learned Presidents could still be
men from Richard Nixon. But it was
Kennedy's comments on Nixon's mental
state that made the article swriking. It is
the saddest kind of hindsight to think
that the nation could have been spared
the embarrassment of Nixon's [olly had
we access then to the thoughts of a man
such as Kennedy, a man whom people

would have believed.

Tom Carter

Lexington, Kentucky

Bradlee is a hne example of the
type who has all but ruined whatever
was left of national journalism’s shoddy
reputation. In emitting significant suck-
ing sounds for the Kennedys, Bradlee
reinforces a long-held concept: that the
ass kissers inm much of our national news
machinery are so utterly biased that
they themselves serve no real purpose
anymore other than to polarize us.

H. Zapata
Corrales, New Mexico

The Bradlee portrait of the late J.F.K.
is a warm one, but it does have a chilling
effect as a more telling portrait ol the
media as the willing seductee in what
should have been an adversary relation-
ship. The media ought to be the citizens'
arm of dissent and inquiry and not what
Homer described in the Iliad as “ten:
ants of Olvmpian homes.” The shift from
the massive-retaliation Zedlgeist of the
Eisenhower years, which scared the hell
out of us, o the less apocalyptic counter-
insurgency romantics of the Kennedy
years didn’t spring (rom the minds of
zany generals or Dr. Suangeloves (hell,
even that liberal goblin Douglas Mac-
Arthur warned J.F.K. against applying
such romantic notions in Southeast Asia)
but rather [rom the minds of those liberal,
urbane, best and brightest whom L.B.J.

inherited from J.F.K. We will, ol course,
never know how history would have
changed il the Bradlees had been doing
their jobs. But we do know how history
has been shaped because they haven't
done then jobs. Perhaps the ideal Presi-
dent ought o be a Quasimodo with a
slipped syntax. I don’t have the slightest
idea what real reporters ought to be, but
whit they ought not to be is political
{lacks.
Mike Lavelle
Chicago Tribune
Chicago, Hlinois
Conuversations wilth Kennedy further
confirms what has long been known by
the more politically astute element in our
society: The Kennedy Presidency was just
another Tinkertoy bought for a spoiled
brat to play with. One ol the more in-
teresting items in Bradlee’s memoir is
Kennedy's opinion of Richard Nixon
alter he 1old the press, “You won't have
Nixon to kick around anymore.” Kennedy
said Nixon was “sick, sick, sick.” If it
ook him the better part ol an hour to
master Ich bin ein Berliner, Kennedy
must hive been dumb, dumb, dumb.
Lanny R. Middings
San Ramon, California

Until I read Bradlee’s memoir, 1 be-
licved that Jack Kennedy was one hell of
aman. Now, I know that he was!

Norm Pliscou
Holwville, California

I read with great interest Benjamin
C. Bradlee’s Conversations with Ken-
nedy. Artides of this sort are appro-
priate, provided they are accurate and
written without malice. Bradlee's article
is, indeed, without guile. It is well that
we know something of the habits, cus-
toms and views of our public officials,
especially our Presidents. It is well that
we know something ol the intimate de-
tails ol their lives. The public somehow
believes that upon clection to high olhce
the individual so clected becomes a sort
of saint and thus [aultless. Our admira-
tion usually knows no bounds. As a re-
sult, we often have distorted images of
such personalities. The article by Bradlee
is perfealy in order, especially as it was
written 11 years alter the death of Ken-
nedy. I had great admiration for Kennedy
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and had many contacts with him. Bradlee
has not diminished one iota my high
regard for the former President.
Emanuel Celler
New York, New York

MATCH POINT
I have seen Peter Nord play at tenms
and have marveled at his courage. 1
never thought there would be anything
[unnier than the way Nord plays tennis.
But I was wrong. He writes about tennis
cven [unnier than he plays it. His article
How I Wiped Up the Court with Pancho
Gonzales (pLavsoy, April) is a tribute
to his poweriul serve and brilliant repar-
tee. not to mention his colossal gall. T am
glad for Peter, for me, for all the Scy-
mour Everymans of tennis that Peter
knocked off Gonzales, who was just ask-
ing for it. Nord is a man who puts on
lis tennis sneakers one at a time—ind
can any man jack of us not be awed by
Iiim and his talent and the article?
Stan Isaacs
Long Island, New York

Nord's celebration of his tennis victory
contains one vather serious inaccuracy
that mars an otherwise great story. [
have, ull now, hesitated to disclose the
inaccuracy, but truth propels me for-
witrdd. Nord defeated Pedro Gonzales, not
Pancho Gonzales! Nord was always bad
at names. Otherwise—rterrific!

Leonard S. Elman
Westhury, New York

I read Nord's article How I Wiped Up
the Court with Pancho Gonzales, and all
I have to say is, Richard “Pancho” Gon-
zales always was, sull is and probably
always will be not only the most talented
but also the most enigmatic tennis player.
He has been my idol since I was a kid. and
Nord comes about as close as anybody to
carching Richard in all ol his moods.

Arthur Ashe
Washington, D.C.

RELIGIOUS YERVOR

In  Elmer Gantrvy for President
(rraveoy, March), Robert Sherrill does
an ellicient job of ridiculing the carnest
faith of people such as President TFord
add Billy Graham and Harold Hughes,
ol casting suspicion on the motives ol the
men who sponsor Campus Crusade and
the  Presidential  and  Senate  prayer
breakfasts, of haughtily dismissing every
sincere cffort 1o upgrade the spiritual
climate in Washington—without  of-
fering any alternavive!  Obviously, he
thinks that it’'s impossible for Chuck
Calson 1o have had a genuine conversion
Sherrill becomes Col-
sor’s spiritual judge and jury. What are
his qualiications for that assignment?
ﬁl‘;l!llt'(!. cvery ;|ll|.‘nlpl at a new moral-
ity—or a veal spirituality in politics—
will be lawed, because it will

experience,  so

involve

human beings. Old Joseph McCarthy
found that if you scrutinize anybhody
carclully enough, and focus on a fellow’s
wrongs rather than his aspirations, you
could make him look bad and thwart
his objectives. But that's really an un-
worthy and tragic course to pursne—
especially since, in this case, the objec-
tive of most of the men i1n Shernll's
article 15 to save America’s soul. Instead
ol throwing rocks at other flawed human
heings who are trving 1o involve the Lord
in our political affairs, instead of ridi-
culing praver breakfasts and Christian
fellowships and politicians who profess
their faith publicly, we'd all beuer be
listening to the voice of God: "I My
people. which are called by My name.
shall humble themseloes. and prav, and
scek My face, and turn {rom
wicked ways; then will T hear from
heaven, and will forgive their sin. and
will heal their land™ (2 Chronicles 7:11).
Can Sherrvill maeh thint oller?

I"at Boone

Hollvwood. California

their

KENOCKOUT
Victoria Conningham, your April Play-
mate, just knocked me out. But one
thing keeps bugging me: I could swear
I've seen her somewhere before. Can
you help me?
]f)l' Ruoss
Tampa, Floruda
We can try. Perhaps you saw  hey
collontailing at onr Los Angeles Club or

Y

in rrAYBOY's October 1974 “Bunnies of
1974 spread. Just 1o vefresh your mem-

ory, herve's the pholo we ran.

TALES OF HOFFMAN

AMany thanks for your April interview
with Dustin Holfman, characier actor
par cxcellence. Your interviewer, Rich-
ard Mervman, has caught the essence
of Hoftman: endearing impudence com-

bined with a consummate cwalent and
a sure leel for his craft. Hoflman ranks
among the best character actors  in
lm history, and Mervman has done an
exemplary job of illuminating the far-
from-exhausted reservoirs ol his talent.
Cliftin Kenilwordh 11
Alameda, Calilornia

HAPPY TRAILS
Harry Crews's A Walk in the Countiy
in the April issue is as gutsy and Tunny
and scary and, generally, involving as
anything Crews has done, and that’s sav-
ing a bit, what with the man’s seven
novels, cach one a departure Irom the
others, each one unmistakably the waork
ol Crews. You can taste his sweat: it's
not the same as yours or mine, cither.
James Landis
New York, New York

I hive a few words to say concerning
A Wall in the Country. According 1o
the Right Honorable Mr. Webster, an
article is “a nonfictional prose composi-
tion,” and thus little fact places Crews in
a rather shaky position. The elephant
hanging in the “article” is fictionalized
all out of proportion. Poor little Alice
was really big. irate Mary, who killed her
trainer in a sizable town abour 30 miles
away bur was taken to Exwin because the
C.R.R. derrick car was there. I realize
that ridiculing small Southern towns and
their citizenry has often brought fame to
aspiring young writers (although another
Faulkner or Wolle Crews ain’t) and |
know that “good, down-home country
folks” do not make good copy, but
Crews's article surpasses bad fiction and
horders on sick sensationalist. 1 am sur-
]n'is(‘d thit reaveoy, once known for
better-than-average  short  hotion. pub-
lished it ar all.
Gloria Harvell
Johnson City, Tennessec

Thanks lor providing pLAVBOY readers
with that brief glimpse of wild man
Crews. He's spooky, he's ballsy, he's great
fun o vead and he has a pair of the
sharpest, most penetrating eves of any
writer loose in 1oday’s jungle America.

James Leo Herlihy
Hollywood, Calilornia

Amvbody who has ever listened to
Crews (and 1 have, quite a few times,
in Vermont, Louisiana, TFlorida and
possibly a few places I've forgotten)
knows that he is strmight out ol 1he
bardic tradition, a singer of tales who
becomes  his much so that
fiction and biography have a way of syn-
thesizing into a historical third clement.
scparate and authentic. What happened
and what didn’t happen cease w be im-
portant in the Crewsian light of orea-
tion, Maybe the elephant tale has been
told before, hut so has the story ol the
Bards  never  plagiarize;  they

arioso, 5o

Flood.
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embellish. A bedrock realist myself, I keep
wondering why the Grand Guignols of
Crews's imagination [ascinate me so, and
1 have come to the conclusion that the
bedrocks ol realism may be nothing more
than cooled-off [antasy. At certain tem-
peratures, they meld. If, as you indicate,
A Wallk in the Country is part of a
novel, then I'm putting aside part of
my tax rebate for a ticket to the grand
tout.

Seymour Epstein

Denver, Colorado

SUPERCARS
Superlatives are in order [or Brock
Yatess Eat Your Heart Oul! in

PLAYBOY'S April issue. My compliments
for a well-written, superbly illustrated
article. With mixed emotions, I say it may
be best that these automobiles cannot be
imported. Subjecting such magnificent
machinery to our “gas saving” speed lim-
it, commuter traffic or the terrors of the
American parking lot could be classified
as criminal. Even my beer-budget Porsche
has balked at city traffic and, when ob-
served, the reduced speed limit.

Gary D. Strong

St. Louis, Missouri

Multiple congratulations to Brock
Yates for his article on the almost extinct
breed of automobiles. American drivers
have been lorced by a few officials, who
know less about auto engineering than
they do about brain surgery, to drive
look-alike, Dbox-shaped blobs of metal
and plasticc. As o the dving breed of
“real” autos, perhaps the only hope is
to preserve them and reluse to buy the
smog- and safery-device-strangled hulks
Detvoit is trying 1o foist on us. Perhaps
the public, mstead of the auto makers
and Congress, can once again dictate the
trends in the styling and production of
exotic machinery.

Ed Waers, Jr.
Frederick, Maryvland

I thoroughly enjoyed Brock Yates's Eal
Your Heart Out! For those readers who
were (Iis;lppoinlt:(l, if not outraged, in
finding out that these cars are not avail-
able in the U.S., be comlorted in know-
ing that there is ar least one Lamborghini
Countach LIP 500 in the States. It is
owned by a friend of mine. Rumor has
it that the import duties and fees were
several times higher than the original
price of the car.

Alark H. Nicholas
Midland, Texas

LUNA TUNE

Just when I was about to congratulate
you lor the exquisite Douglas Kirkland
pictorial of the exquisite Margot Kidder
in the March issue, I opened the April
issue to confront your garish, grotesque
pictorial of Donyale Luna. After captur-
ing the very real, very honest beauty of

Kidder. first in the subtle, minimal pho-
tography and then in her own essay, you
wasted a good deal of time, energy, film
and paper on the pseudo-avant-garde
ravings of a [ailed model-actress taking
apparently desperate measures to ensure
publicity. No wonder Luna hid in Europe
these past years. She should give us all a
break and “fly” wo another galaxy.
Robert-Paul Wagner
Palisades Park, New Jersey

Your [eature on Donyale Luna is
one ol the most beautilul I've ever seen
in rLAYBOY or any other magazine. Not
only are Luigi Cazzaniga's photographs
breath-taking but the layout itsell is ab-
solutely perlect: a real masterpiece.

] S. Collins
Miami, Florida

BRANDY SNIFTERS

Everybody expects pLavBoy to have
great female bodies and your April issue
is no disappointment. But that guy hold-
ing the brandy glass in “It’s a Naive
Litile California Brandy . . " is asurprise.
That body is almost unreal. Is he some-
body? And if so, who?

Mary Lou Smith

Tampa, Flovida

He is Arnold Schwarznegger and he is
probably the best bodybuilder alive. He
won the AMy. Olympia title in 1970
through 1974, as well as a number of

others. You can read about him in
“Pumping Iron,” by Charles Gaines, or
you can wail for the release of Bob
Rafelson’s new film, “Stay Hungry”
(based on a novel by Gaines). In his first
mowvie vole, Arnold plays—you guessed
it—a champion bodybutlder.

CLODS REVISITED

With regard to John Hughes's excel-
lent parody Chariots of the Clods?
{rLAYBOY, March), I have some additional
information that may be of interest to

your readers: The Mystery of the Golden
Arch, which was actually discovered in
Southern California early m 1950, con-
tains the astromathematical [ormula for
wrning one earthborn cow and wwo
pickles mto 6,000,000 all-American ham-
burgers with which to daily feed the
masses. Fact or fiction?

Kris W. Brock

Torrance, Calilornia

VIOLENT REACTIONS
Your violence quiz, ARRRGGGHHH!
(reavsoy, April), is a farce! I've never
been a parucularly aggressive person.
Patience is my most outstanding virtue.
So how come, after taking Scot Morris”
quiz, I came out overly aggressive, im-
patient and quick-tempered?
Richard Penny
Coldwater, Michigan
IWhy are you reacting so belligerently?
Relax, it’s only a quiz. You didn’t have to
take it. You could have Licked a begga
tnstead.

CHEEK OF ARABRY
Reg Pouterton’s “Don’t the Arabs Un-

derstand I Wanna Make Them Rich?”
(PLAYBOY, April) is a classic example of
Yankee ingenuity, or, in Harvey's case,
just plain old American chuizpah. 1 hope
Harvey makes a fortune off them.

Lance Harmon

New York, New York

HOLY WAR
While eating breaklast in a restaurant
this morning. 1 staried 1o read Holy IWa
on 3ith Street (pLavpoy, March). But
alter the first few paragraphs, I had wo
force mysell to stop reading. I suddenly
lost all control and went into paroxysms
of laughter. Norman Spinrad’s style
reaches the vertex of humorous fiction!
Even [unnier, I had missed seeing that
it was fiction and thought it was for real.
While living in Toronto, I was besieged
ad nauseam by the Hare Krishna {reaks,
disciples of the Church ol the Process and
the Scientologists. Alter moving to New
York, I was amazed to discover that one
of the most obnoxious Processcans had
apparently [ollowed me here. Now he
was accosting me on Madison Avenue.
Through much trial and error, 1 lound
my best technique for avoiding all these
attacks was 10 walk fast, look mean and
ignore them.
James R, Sioke
New York, New York

NIGHT CRAWLERS
Mal's Serpentine Sex in vour April
issue is a masterpiece! Ever since 1 pasted
several of them on my dormitory door,
the entire lloor has been gagging with
laughter. Let’s have more soon.
T. Russ Briley
University of Utah

Salt Lake City, Utah
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Step by step...

with your own

two hands...

explore electronics with the help of Bell & Howell Schools.
Find out how fascinating learning can be with a remarkable at-home
program that features simple to grasp, step-by-step methods—
plus an Electro-Lab® electronics training system and a new-generation
color TV you build with your own two hands!

Send for more details. . . mail the card today!

starting with basic
principles and experiments...

Picture yourself doing
all this at home.

Take a minute and imagine yourself
exploring electronics from the mside out
—right at home. Discovering how and
why it “works"...learning the basics step
by step...and with your own two hands!
Building and experimenting with ad-
vanced, “state-of-the-art™ equipment —
including a big, 25" diagonal color TV
with exciting digital features.

Why not? You could do it. And it could
be the most fascinating experience you've
ever had—leading you in rewarding new
directions you never thought possible
before!

Send for details about this remarkable
Bell & Howell Schools learn-at-home
program today. Find out why we believe

p / ...building and learning to experiment with this
Electro Lab" electronics training system...

you get a lot more with Bell & Howell
Schools than with most other “home
study” courses. Mail the card now!

Enjoy walking before you run.

We don't just say, “here are some books
and some electronic equipment. Let us
know when you're through” We take you
one step at a time, through each intriguing
electronics principle. We show you how
to experiment with the equipment so you
really know what it’s all about.

For example, right at the beginning you
get a Lab Starter Kit—a simple voltmeter
and “breadboard”—with basic laboratory
workbook. The workbook explains and
demonstrates the principles. The Lab

Starter Kit helps you apply them in simple,

yei fascinating experiments.

Skip the beginning steps if you
already have the know-how.
Why start at the beginning if you already
know about basic electronics? With this
Bell & Howell Schools program you can
start farther down the line—skipping the
beginning lessons.

Grasp the principles first.
in your head.

Wherever you start, the important thing
is that you undersrand each electronics
principle before you delve into the next.
Bell & Howell Schools’ step-by-step
methods break things down into easy-to-
digest, bite-size chunks so even the more
complex things are as “graspable” as
possible,



«-building this
new-generation
color TV

as you investigate
“state-of-the-art”
technology...

Build this Electro Lab®
electronics training system
with your hands.

Once you've taken the first steps, and
mastered the principles, you're ready to
get your hands on some up-to-the-minute,
“state-of-the-art™ electronic equipment.

We send you everything you need to
build this complete Electro Lab” elec-
tronics training system at home, Here's
what you'll have when you're finished:

Design console ... Use it to set up and
examine circuits. It's completely modular

..no soldering.

Digital Multimeter. .. Use it to measure
current, voltage and resistance. Read data
in big, clear numbers—just like on a
digital clock.

Solid-state,“triggered sweep” oscilloscope

.-Use it to analyze tiny, integrated cir-
cuits. Triggered sweep feature locks in
signals for easier observation.

Actual experiments help
you learn even more.

Building this electronic gear gives you
the important practical experience in
wiring, soldering and assembling. Once
assembled, it makes up a complete home
electronics laboratory you can use to test,
troubleshoot, and analyze circuits on
advanced electronic equipment.

Round out your skills by building
this remarkable color TV.

This up-to-date program features “state-
of-the-art™ integrated circuitry-—even
many of the latest applications of digital
circuitry!

To help you develop your occupational
skills in these fascinating areas, you
actually put together this 25" diagonal
color TV! And we help you do it—step
by step!

You'll investigate the digital circuitry
that enables you to learn to program the
automatic channel selector and to investi-
gate the technology behind channel
numbers and a digital clock that appears
on the screen. Find out why the Black
Matrix picture tube makes for such excep-
tional color clarity...develop a firm grasp
of the “state-of-the-art™ integrated
circuitry and the 100 percent solid-state
chassis.

Many of these features are only just
beginning to be introduced and are likely
to become standard on TV's of the future.
Building this remarkable TV can put you
ahead of the field in the years to come in
the area of digital technology.

Put your new skills
to work when you're ready.

Of course, no school can promise you a
job or income opportunity. But the skills
you learn from Bell & Howell Schools
could help you look for an interesting
new job in the electronics industry...
upgrade your present position or stimu-
late your interest in more advanced
electronics programs.

Taken for vocational purposes, this
program is approved by the state approval
agency for Veterans' Benefits.

/
/ -..can help you
| develop skills that
| could lead you in
;' exciting new directions!
Of course, no school
" can promise you a joh or
income opportunity.

We give you plenty of
help when you need it.

At Bell & Howell Schools, we've devel-
oped special techniques to make home
study more complete and more personal.
For example...

Many home study schools ask you to
mail in your questions. Bell & Howell
Schools gives you a toll-free number to
call for answers you need right away!

Few home study schools offer personal
contact with instructors. Bell & Howell
Schools organizes “help sessions” in 50
major cities at various times throughout
the year—where you can discuss problems
with students and instructors in person.

Take the first step.
Mail postage-free card today!

At least get the facts. Send for full
details about the step-by-step Bell &
Howell Schools methods that help you
discover electronics. .. with your own two
hands. It’s a fascinating subject. We know
of no better way to explore it—right in
your own home.

“Electro-Lab™ is a registered wrademark of the
Bell & Howell Company.
Simulated TV test pattern,

If card has been removed, write:
me Study School

DeVRY INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY

& BELL e HOwew ScHools

T62-R1
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The best GT car inits class.

The new fuel myected Datsun 280-Z
makes its bow in America with a rare
honor indeed. It’s been named one of the
10 best cars for a changing world in the
June issue of Road & Track magazine. At
$6,284* the Z took top spot in the ““Sports-
GT cars, $5,500 to #8,000" category.

The new 280-Z has computerized fuel in-
jection for instant acceleration, great mile-
age and better emission control. The 280
carries on the Z-Car heritage of superior
technology with its new 28oocc overhead
cam engine, fully independent suspension
and transistorized ignition, as well asa long
inventory of standard comfort and perfor-
mance features. Test-drive the new 280-Z
and 280-Z 2+2.

*Manubacturers suggetted retal price for xﬂo-llwpmxr with standard y3peed
1 on. excluding tax, licerse. transpartation and dealer prep if any.

D207




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

h/:[“dl to the entertainment of the
residents of a Tel Aviv apartment
block, a couple in an open-topped car
were making love with wild abandon.
While spectators gathered on balconies
and at their windows to watch the erotic
show, a friend of the couple’s was quietly
breaking into their apartments. Residents
became suspicious and called the police
when they noticed TV sets and radios
being loaded into the convertible.
=

Latins are lousy losers: Two carloads
of soccer fans in Italy, evidently annoved
at  their home deleat, tore off
alter the releree in a mad highway chase
until his car careened mto a ditch. The

team'’s

in Mexico. a university soccer player was
kicked to death by members ol the oppos-
ing team after he made “an insulting ges-
ture” as he was expelled [rom the game.
A police spokesman was phlegmatic:
“These things happen,” he explained.
.

Who says you can’t get no sauslaction?
A Londoner who sent
order porn movie, Love Posiltions, was

away for a mail-

(lia;l])}min[{_—d with its length and content
and filed a complaint with the British
Consumer Protection Oflice. The agen-
cv reviewed the movie, agreed that it
fell short of its promise and fined the
distributor S15.

Good news, bad news,
Delta Arlines’ ine, Sky: “The
N Park in Washing-
ton, D.C,, is developing a 3400-acre

reported in
I g

omil 7.un[ugit;ll

research Lacility commiued o the
study and breeding of animals in semi-
wild conditions. There are no immedi-
ate plans to accommodate the public.”
Ie who laughs last, croaks: A 50-year-
old bricklayer in King's Lynn, England,
finished a hearty meal and sat down to
his favorite TV show, The Goodies, a
Kung Fu parody in which a Scotsman
practices martial arts on his bagpipes. 1t

was so funny that he laughed nonstop for
25 minutes and then died—from the
strain ol digesting and laughing at the
same time, said doctors. His wile plans to
write to the creators ol the show to thank
them “for making my husbhand’s last min-
utes so happy.”
-

Not to be outdone by the commanding
general in banal speechmaking, the chief
nurse ol a California Army hospital gave
a stiming pep talk o her nursing stafl:
“The general believes that his troops
should be the best troops that ever went
down the pike, and I expect my nurses
to follow them and be the best
who ever went down.”

nurscs

-

While on his carly-morning exercise
jaunt in a Los Angeles suburb, a jogger
spotted a man stealthily place a card-
board box in a picnic area and then run
off. His suspicions aroused, the jogger
alerted the authorities. The sheriff’s bomb

squad, backed by a unit from the county
fire deparument, arrived on the scene
and spent the nexe hall hour gingerly

removing the silver tape that scaled the
box. When they lilted the lid. they lound
a batch of pornographic photos.
.

A 27vear-old wait-
ress in Hartford, Con-
necticut,
filed a com-
plaing with
the state's .
Flunuan
Rights Commis-
sion after she was
fired from her job
for refusing to shave
her legs. What the restau-
rant consid
cred just good grooming,
the waitress felt was a
clear case of sex discrim-
ination, claiming, " Men
at work den't
shave their legs, so neither
should 1.

nmanager

have 1o

.
Dick Schaap. WNBC-
TV sportsaaster, had to
apologize to his vast
New York audience.
After his report on a

recent evening's newscast. Schaap drew
900 phone calls when he named race
horses Secretariat and Riva Ridge “the
most famous pair of stablemates since
Joseph and Mary."
.

Bird news: The folks in Dubuque,
lowit. came up with what they thought
would be a harmless method of keeping
the pigeons from fouling the city-hall
building. They bought rubber snakes
at a novelty house, placed them on the
building's Iedges and awtached them to
wires that the snakes to
“strike” whenever a pigeon perched. The
snakes worked liked a charm. On the hrst
day ol the experiment. all the bivds were
scared ofl their roosts. So, however, were

would cause

two pedestrians who passed out at the sight
of the llying. jumping vipers. Elsewhere

on the feathered front: City ofhcials in
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Quebec have a cagey plan to deal with
their pigeon population. They're offering
the birds room and board in a specially
constructed, heated high-rise coop. And
Lexington. Kentucky, used to have a pi-
geon problem, but no more. The solu-
tion: Trap the birds and feed them to
town residents. Barbecued, stewed and
potpied pigeon are said to be among the
favorite recipes, but Kentucky Fried Pi-
geon is, of course, the local specialty.
-

In a series of surprise raids at the Lady
Jane beach near Sydney, Australia, po-
lice arrested some 30 naked sun bathers
and charged them with indecent expo-
sure. The department’s antinudity cam-
paign wasn't always so effective, however,
In the first raid, 15 burly policemen tried
to infiltrate the nudists but were quickly
spotted. They were the only ones wear-
ing bathing suits.

-

Happy landings: Suspicious that his
wile was secing another man, a jealous
husbad in Dudley, England, devised an
claborate plim to
hop inon the 5§
couple. He
constructed a
springhoard

)

out ol a plank of wood and two cr tires
and catapulied himsell into the room
where the lovers were meeting.

L]

Scientists at the Arccibo Observatory
in Puerto Rico decided 1o send a message
into outer space that included a descrip-
tion of lile on earth. They beamed the
data in the direction ol a [ar-ofl cluster of
stars known as M-13. Nine days laer,
they got an answer. Over the observa-
tory's telex machine, from someone as
yet unidentified, came a cogent reply:
“MESSAGE RECEIVED. IIELP 1S ON THE WAY.
[su;xr:n] M-13."

.

Ad in The Daily Sun, Corsicana, Tex-
as: I would like to take this time wo
thank you sincere Iriends and neighbors
for wanting me to run for mayor of
Blooming Grove: but, local politics being
such as they are in the public eye, T am
afraid running for a politcal office at
this time would degrade my image as an

Honest Used Car Salesman. Thanks, any-
way. Maybe later.—Edgar Earl Smith.”
-

As part of a drug-education program
in Newark, Delaware, a policeman
stopped in on a class ol ninth-graders to
alert them to the dangers ol narcotics. He
passed around three marijuana joints so
the kids could see what they looked like
and know what to avoid. At the end of
the presemtation, the three joints weren’t
returned. The policeman sternly warned
that anyone caught outside the classroom
with a marijuana  cigarette would be
charged with possession: he'd pass around
his hat, close his eyes and if the missing
joints were placed in e, he'd ask no fur-
ther questions. The hat came back with
seven marijuana cigarcttes in it

-

“Siraight Facts About Sex,” a booklet
issued at Dartmouth College, offers this
bit of friendly advice as “a general rule
to guard against vaginal irritation”:
“Don’t put anything in your vagina that
you wouldn’t put in your mouth.”

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

Who needs a star vehicle when you
have a star like Dette Midler? Tacky,
vulgar and spectacularly talented, she
dominates a stage with sheer personality.
Alter a year's absence, she is back on
Broadway in a show ol her own inspira-
tion. Clams on the Hali-Shell Revve, di-
rected by Joe Lavton. She makes the
first of several blazingly theatrical en-
trances on the whole shell: A group ol
blacks on the levee suddenly stop singing
Old Man River, absurdly wheel an
enormous clam onstage and out pops
The Divine Miss M. By the end ol the
Livst act, she has switched 1o Fay Wray
draped on the hairy paw ol a Koug-sized
gorilla. This brassy, electrified emtertain-
ment is a turn-on, a one-woman Zicgleld
Tollies, with Bete singing, dancing, talk-
ing. doing throwaway imitations and
giving her [ms their money's worth.
Actually, there is some help from her
friends—Lionel Hampton happily clang-
ing away on the vibes (good ones) 1o the
tune ol Flying Home {Beue sings the
lyrics); The Harleues, a {lashy, “washy”
backup wio: and the Michael Powell
Ensemble of Gospel Shouters  (Betie
shouts loudest). When she wints to, she
sings seriously, soltly, unnily. Her new
description for her style is “sleazo.” She
is also sensational. At the Miuskoll,
Broadway and 45th Street.

CHECKING IN WITH BETTE

Anyone who makes it lo the top, then
dmps out, 15 not your average st persiar,
so we asked Research Editor Barbara
Nellis to check in with Bette Midler as
preparations for her Broadway come-
back | premiere were under way. What

follows is something Nellis claims is “Just
two single Jewish givls hanging out
together” As they switched off the tape
recorder, Midler demanded to know who
had “done” Nellis’ nose. 11's hers, Belle.
rLavsoy: You lived in Hawaii until you
were 19. What was it like growing up
Jewish in Paradise?

apLer: My mather kepr a kosher house,
which was pretty strange, because you
couldn’t get any kosher food in Hono-
lulu. So she kept the meat and the milk
at separate ends of the kitchen.

rravsoy: Were you funny in those davs?
aMipLER: Being [unny gained me a lot of
positive attention that resulted in affec
tion and approval. It was very different
from the attention I got because 1 was
white and had big tits and was a Jewish
girl from a Samoan neighborhood, as 1
have often said.

pLavsoy: Did you take shit for being
busty?

ampLer: Alwavs. I'll never forgee eighth
grade. My mother wouldnt buy me
a bra. 1 used to get teased, and T re-
member coming home weeping, so she
broke down and got me one lor my
birthday. Oh, 1 was se relieved, oh,
my dear. so relieved. Now, ol course, 1
don’t care.

rravsoy: What happened when  you
came East?

atpLER: | worked at Café La MaMa, which
at the nime was wav, way off-Broadway,
and fell in with a lot of insane people.
They were nuts, but they had real imagina-
tion and were terrifically lunny. Then I got
a job as the eldest daughter in Fiddler on
the Roof. 1 had that for two
and a hall yed Around
then, 1 dis- covered
the theater of the ridicu-
lous and that’s when I saw
the potential of f tackiness.
Yes, my dear. [ There was
this woman who came
out in drag and re-
cited a Robert Service
pocne. Tuwas the MOst ATy~
ing thing I had ever seen.
I vemember I was wrecked.
Liner, she came out again,
wrapped in toilet paper,
with hiule dollar bills

stuck all over her and cnrving a torch
with a little wreath on her head like the
Statue of Liberty and she was singing
Wheel of Fortune. And T said, “Well,
that's it! That's the whole thing!” The
very next day, The Divine was born. It
wias s Sillll)lc as that.

rravsoy: How does Beue Midler get
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along with The Divine Miss M? Any
conllicts?

aipLer: I went o i shrink for a few
months when T was 22, He told me I
was schizophrenic, so I didn’t bother w
go any further. Absolutely everyone,
without question, has more than one side
to him. Or her. I have a litde girl who
lives inside me who can’t figure anvihing
out. Then T have Berte Midler. who is
very goaloriented and business-minded.
There's a side of me that hasn’t got any
confidence at all. And then there is The
Divine, who has got all the sell-confidence
in the entive world. T adore her.

rrAvBoy: How do vou define vour brand
ol satire?

mipLer: I can see style. T can take off an
almost any period. 1 take it, add what |
know and wranslate it into my own terms.
When I started out. 1 used 1o do Thirties
material. I thoughe I was a torch s
1 felt [rustrated and thwarted in the busi-
ness, so I sang the blues. But now [ go
all over the place—the Forries. the
Filtics, even the Sixties.

rraveoy: That's the musical part of
your act
ampLer: I always get that: “Oh, she’s not
really a musician. she’s not really a
singer. She's an entertainer. she’s love-
starved "—I lowe that one. got 10 get that
in—"she’s an actress!” People overlook
the music, but il it weren't lor the music,
the message wouldn't be theve at all.
pLavsoy: OK. but what about the patter,
the shiick-—what sort of humor do vou
like?

aMipLER: I'm nuts lor British humor. Mad
for it—Monty Pyvthon, Kenneth Williams,
Peter Cook, Dudlev Moore. . . . It's
further out, more outrageous than ours,
But I do love Mel Brooks and Woody
Allen. Then there's Lily. Lily Tomlin
15 41 genius.

rravsoy: All right. heve's that question:
What about the Continental Baths. the
gay mecca where you got your start?
anpLer: The Baths and | met cach other
at the perfect time. There was a certain
naivet¢ about the place then, a certain
innocence and joyv that could not he
found anywhere else in the city. When
we fust got together, it was a very small
operation and it was dismal and damp.
The man who owns the plice, Steve
Ostrow, is a terrific entreprencur. I mean,
he turned shit into gold. He pulled down
walls. added rooms. added bathrooms.
added K-Y-jelly machines. Look, I've
always known gay people because ol the
theater. The theater literally would not
exist without them. If you were going 1o
ask me if I went into the orgy room—
I never did. T have a pretty rich fantasy
life of my own and I never fele the need
to embarrass mysell or anyone e¢lse by
watching what other people did. It seems
everybody is out of the closet now.
PPeople who weren't even in the closet are
out ol the closer

rravsoy: What are some of your fan-
tasies?
siipLer: I have hooker fantasies. My lady

on the docks—she's fabulous. 1 have
librarian [antsices, wo.
reavsoy: Somehow, rhinestones seem

more in keeping with your image.
acer: That's hecause you never heard
me quote the classies. 1 get most of my
fantasics out on the stage, acually. 1
lead a quiet lile at home. When I'm
home. T do all the same old things—aet
high. hang out. listen to records. read—
but I fowe 1o carry on onstage.

pLAYBOY: Why did vou take such an
extended vacition? Were vou dropping
out:
amier: 1T owinted o wravel. 1T wanted
to go to Europe. T had never been to
Paris. Mostly. I hadn't had a rest in
12 years and I needed time 10 get into
mself again. But. as vou can see with
vour very eves, I'm back?

rLavioy: Are vou scared: Are vou going
ta make it through?

aLer: 1 osing, T oaca, I scllep, 1 [anta-
size about Blanche Du Bois, I depend
upon the kindness of strangers—but |
am not a sick person. I'm paranoid—
but we're living in that kind of age. I've
been very, very lucky. I'm not living a
tragic life. T am not lovestarved. Just
believe me when 1 rell vou, 'm OK.

BOOKS

In Norma Jean the Termite Queen (Dou-
bleday). Sheila Ballantyne writes about
a woman who finds her counterpart in
The Hellstrom Chronicle's bloated, egs-
producing queen. As killer inseas come
in 1o deswoy the termite colony in the
film, Norma Jean looks on and sides with
the killers. Death would be better, she
reasons, than being the baby maker she
is. rather than the artist she wants 10 be.

This is a novel with many of the chnr-
acteristics of a good writer's emly work:
Rashes of brilliance but not yet cnouglh
control to bring the many picces into
something that holds. Tt has 2 jumpiness
that is both [ascinating and agoavating,
and it is this verv quality that seems 1o
be particularly apparent in the best of
fiction by women woday. Nonctheless, iy
a powerlul story and il we leaim more
than we need to know about hovedom.
loneliness, cooking and cleaning, we also
learn something about a woman who ha-
to redirect the energy she has poured into
her husband and  childven without de-
stroving the [ramework of the family she
has encouraged 1o depend upon her in
the list place. We have seen into the
lives of unhappy women. angry women.
women driven mad, but the evolution
of woman as artist seems 1o olfer a theme
that has been looked at recemtly in
nonfiction but probed havdly ar all in
hction.

-
k when we were all younger, nobler
and more eager o send oy ALnines ino
small warring states. a propher appeared
in our midst and 10ld us the ruh—just
the way we wanted to hear it His name
was Theodore H. White and he wrote
about politics. His genius was that he
wrote about the realify. the inside stull
of politics. and still made the politicians
appen noble. We looked upon his leg
work and it was good. His Lih in our
leaders was our Liith and it comlored
us. We made his books bese sellers. Well,
a lot of blood has passed under the
bridee since The Malking of the President
19661 appeared and  changed  the na-
twre of political yeporting. But White is
still o believer. His latesi. Breach of Faith:
Foll of Richord Nixon (Athcncum). is an
embarrassment—il not te him. then to
all of us who read his other books with
such  prolound naivete. This one s a
chromicle, as the title suggesis. of Waer-
gate. The reporting is skimpy and weak,
with ouly an occasional tidbit 1o gladden
the hearrs of Wanergate Tanatics. For n-
stunce. did you know that while Nixon
was still Presidemt. flving across the coun-
try 10 his exile in Sin Clemente. H. R,
Haldeman managed 1o get a call through
1o Air Force Onez He waned 1o ask
Nixon for a pardon as his Last ofhcial act,
but Ren Ziegler wouldn’t put Nixon on
the line. But there is precious little ol
that sort of thing. The book is veally an
extended attempt w0 keep  the  Laith.
White simply must find grandeur where
there is none. Squalid political hacks must
become tragic and flawed actors on the
= of historv. Otherwise, nothing
in White's earlier work is validined. So
White lectures, moralizes and  throws
platitudes about as he wries to convince
us that John Ehrlichman s a patriot and
a seliless man caught up in a vortex of
great historic conflicts. It's rubbish, of
cowrse, and judging Ivom the rhetorical

3.
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strains that White puts on his prose. he
doesn’t quite buy all of it himsell. One
reads 1he book first in disbeliel. then in
anger and. finally, with something ap-
proaching pity. You can’t ask White 1o
see Nixon as a small-timer and a crook
any more than you could ask Tennyson
to say that the charge at Balaclava was a
lutile waste and that Lords Raglan and
Cardigan were pompous fools, White's
innocence is. in the end. harmless simply
because the rest of us are so much sadder
and wiser—especially wiscr.
.

Looking for Mr. Goodbar (Simon & Schus-
ter). by Judith Rossner. opens with a
murderer’s conlfession. The killer is a
drifter, one ol guys who are
always in wrouble with evervone. And
Terry Dunn, the young woman he killed,
is the kind ol single girl who lives anony-
mously in cities all over the country. She
has a family, she goes 1o college, she
loses her virginity, she moves out on her
own. And she teaches. It's all so Tamiliar.
Which is why this book is so terrifving.
When Terry is lonely or restless, she
picks up strange men in singles bars. But
she has her principles: “It's one thing
to fuck someone you don’t know and an-
other thing to look at him over colflee in
the morning.” And it is while she tries
to uphold this one standard that she is
murdered—a sexual partner she doesn't
want 1o face over breaklast refuses to
leave and attacks her in a rage. Rossner’s
book is based on an actual murder in
New York and is written with much of
the same intensity that made In Cold
Blood a book no one could put down.
Like Capote's characters, these are
ordinary people cinght up in the sense
less violence that is a staple of onr
ordinary lives. We are predicting big
things [or this book. Not just beciruse
city people have a new litany of urban
horror stories that they can pass on to
one another at cocktail parties but he-
ciuse Rossuer has such a simple. devas-
tating way of describing the kind ol
city lile that’s turned most of us into
street paranoids,

those

-

Last year. we neglecied 1o review Tender
Loving Greed—\lary Adelaide Mendelson's
chilling indiciment of the nwsing-hoine
industty. Now it's out in paperback
(Vintage) and the situation she described
hasn't changed. Since the passage in 1966
of Medicae and Medicud  (plans thu
were “conceived in illusion and horn
through political compromise”), hustlers
have made millions ol dollars operating
Govermment-supported  nursing  homes.
Mendelson builds a carelul cise against
the nickelamd-dime nmds: doctors who
chavge the Government for an expensive
pair o prescription sunglasses for a blind
patient or order pregmancy iests {for male
pattients. Almost none ol the services paid
lor veach the patients. In one Cleveland
home,  an ﬁll-sc;lrnld nun

.l o
nursing

climbed into the attic and died. His hody
was found 13 months later and during
that time. the home had routinely col
lecred 51897.50 for his care. Occasionally,
patients or antendants will oy 10 com-
plain to authorities about abusive condi-
tions, but the operators have learned how
to use the system in sell-defense. Mendel-
son documents several cases in which the
critics were examined by the house physi-
cian. declared mentally incompetent and
ordered into asylums. Remember, this is
America and there should be laws. righi?
Well, the laws are there, but the regula-
tions “anesthetize the public with a false
assurance that the Government is doing
s job.” And it's nor. Warning: This
book may be hazardous to your apathy.

Despite its many flaws and the known
outcome of the cipture ol Adoll LFich
mann by Israeh secrerservice agents.
there is something about The House on
Garibaldi Street (Viking) that is compelling.
From the moment ol his capture outside
the wretched house on unpaved Gari-
baldi Street in a Buenos Aires suburb,
where he lived under a phony ninne,

& TR ST . ; N

until he arvived in Isvacl, Eichmann was
a model prisoner. As if good conduct
might win the forgiveness of an entire
nation. The reactions of the 70 men
forced to guard him vanged from loath-
ing 1o the kind ol contempt one has lor
a cringing villain, Each member of the
capture team had some brush with the
Nazi's “final solution.” and there is a
special poignancy as anthor Isser Harel.
former chiel ol the lsracli seoret service,
recounts the reactions of his tecam mem-
hers as they are lorced 1o deal with the
mass murderer. There are some ironies:
Lichmanu, for example, was lust “sighted”
by a blind man. which began the three-
vear hunt. But in the end. one is leht
with two things to think abour: There
should be no sancury for such enemies
ol mankind and perhaps the wial ol
Adoll  Eichmaun, destroyer  of - Jews,

was the event that did the most to
harden the state of Israel into a nition.

If voure a novelist ready to publish
vour first hook and the publishers just
don’t think it's going o be another God
father or Fear of Flying, vou've got big
problems. The reason for this is simple;
Most novels don’t sell enough copies 1o
make a profit. In some cases. they don't
even pay their own wav. A [ew years ago.
most publishers could justify this loss Iy
counttering it with a big seller. but the
present cconomy has veduced even this
margin ol profit. So what do you do with
your [reshly tvped work of art? One
answer 18 given by The Fiction Collective.
Several established writers got together o
vote on which manuscripts 1o accept,
edited one another's work and pad for
production themselves (about S3000 for a
200-page book: 500 hardbacks and 1500
quality paperbacks). And George Braziller
was able to take on distribution of the
Collective's hooks. When the hrst three
titles  (Jonathan  Bauwmbach's  Revuny,
Peter Speilberg's Twiddledum Tiwvaddle-
dum and B. H. Friedman's Musewm) sold
out. the authors got back their production
costs. As the books continue to sell, the
writers will make a beuer percentage ol
the rovalties than thev would have il
thev'd contracted with a large publishing
house (Braziller gets 25 percent and the
remaining 75 percent is split hetween the
Colleative and the author). Three new
titles. which came out in May. are selling
well. Mark . Mirsky's The Secret Table
and Ronald Sukenick’s 986 are both ex
perimental novels and definitely not for
massmarket audiences. Parts ol each had
previously appeared in well-respected but
small literary magazines, such as Tt
Quarterly. Fiction (edited by two Collec
tive [founders, Mirsky and  Jerome
Charyn) and Pavtisan Review. The thard
title lor this season is Siatements, an -
tholoev of new liction by members of the
Collective and invitees, such as the bril
liant voung novelist Walter Abish, whose
Alphabetical  Afvica was published by
New Direcuons. The Collective is not
equipped 1o read unsolicited mamuscripts.
but others are expected o Tollow its
example and start forming thenr own pri-
vate publishing companies, using the Loy
er houses as conduits 10 a broader market.
H you're a hction writer, this may stanve
off imminent destitution or despair. 11
voure just a reader who likes good hction.
yvou mav once again Juve something
worth buying.

-

Alexander Dolgun’s Story—An American in
the Gulag (Knopl) is the account of 22
vear-old New Yorker who was employed
as a clevk e the UL S, Embassy in Mos
cow in 1918, One day, he was stopped on
the street hy Russian secret police. ac
cused ol espionage, shoved into o cr.
locked in a nine-by-lour cell and lorced
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to strip while a guard ripped apart the
seams ol his clothes and tore the shoulder
pads out of his jacket. What did Al
Dolgun think and what did he say while
all this was happening? He thought: “I
knew this was something big and some-
thing important in my life.” He said:
“Just a minute there, fella, that’s my
good jacket.” A hugely confident and
naive young man, Dolgun drew gleeful
satisfaction from the stories he would tell

his colleagues when he got out, for it was
obvious to him that someone had made a
mistake and that he would be released
momentarily. He had committed no
crime, he had nothing to hide; his captors
offered no explanation for his arrest.
After a couple of days, he resigned him-
sell o spending as long as a week in
prison  while the Soviet burecaucracy
found a discreer way to untangle what
had w0 be a diplomatic blunder of the
first order. “Bovy! Just wait,” he told his
stone-faced inquisitors. *Just you wait!”
Light years later, Dolgun was given his
freedom.

Through Solzhenitsyn’s  books, the
world has become familiar with the
depravity of Soviet justice; but unuil
Dolgun’s book, few people could have
known that the Russian author obtained
some of his material from interviews
with the young New Yorker whose prison-
camp experiences—prolonged torture,
beatings, solitary confinement, forced
labor—were no less horrilying than
Solzhenitsyn's.

Every appalling anecdote has the ring
of grim authenticity and, except lor briel
interludes of youlllful American bravado,
as when Dolgun stands in his cell and de-
fiantly shouts the words to Mairzy Doats,
Don’t Fence Me In and Chatlanooga
Choo-Choo, [ew ol these anccdotes can
be read without a wince of horror.
Reading this story reminds us again that
under Stalin, the Soviet Union was little
more than a vast concentration camp. It
is difficult to believe, even in these days
of détente, that Stalin’s successors have
been miraculously transformed into hu-
manitarians. It is almost as difficult to
acknowledge that throughout the years
of Dolgun’s captivity, his own Govern-
ment did nothing to free him.

RECORDINGS

All hail Mingus the Magnificent!
We've just listened to a pair of LPs re-
corded 17 years apart, and over that
span, Charles the First—who blew every-
body off the stage in 1957-—has grown
into something larger than life. The
reissued Tio Juana Moods (RCA) wasn't
released originally until 1962, but that

five-year gap made the total effect of
the album no less stunning. It was an
“event” and the [olk who followed jazz
knew something big was happening out
there. Mingus, with a handful of spec-
tacular musicians, produced an album
that was all of a piece and yet was filled
with avant-garde bits that surprised the
hell out of the listener. Mingus was a
brute on bass, propelling, cajoling, em-
broidering, giving everything his own
very personal stamp. Now comes Mingus
at Camegie Hall (Atlantic) and lengthy
performances of € Jam Blues and
Perdido that may well take their place
as  jazz landmarks. For the coucert,
the vegular Mingus group was joined
by the brilliant young trumpeter Jon
Faddis and reed men John Handy,
Rahsaan Roland Kirk and Charles Mc
Pherson. and the results are stunning—
each solo providing yet another tier of
excitement, until the mood becomes al-
most unbearably supercharged with clec
tricity. Mingus’ presence is not as
obvious as on the carlier recording, but,
God, you know he’s there—you can feel
him there. Mingus at Carnegie Hall—46
minutes of quintessential jazz.
-

On Your Feet or on Your Knees {(Columbia)
is the latest authoritarian imperative
from Blue Oyster Cult, and, as the title
says, there's no stopping these boys with
fainthearted concessions: It's all or noth-
ing. This double album of [ascist-rock
marching songs is comprised mainly of
live versions of their best-known tunes,

recorded at torchlicht rallies deverly
passed off as rock concerts. Once again,
the BOC proves the superiority of its
loud and disciplined heavy metal rock
for the New Order over the alternatives
offered by the fuzzy-minded competition.
True believers will be invigorated, while
the rabble will eringe in fear. Only one
question: Will it play in Berchtesgaden?
-

No Mystery (Polvdor) is Return to For-
ever's third LP—they've hardly been
overexposed—and will delight concert-
goers who have experienced in person

the good-humored enthusiasm  and
staggering pyrotechnics put out by Chick
Corea, Al DiMeola, Stanley Clarke and
Lenny White. They start out—on side
one—electrified, especially Chick ar the
kevboards, on a quintet of wunes with
highly architectonic themes, flowing solos
and occasional, more-or-less-comic classical
touches. They go acoustic for side two
and mellow down for the title tune be-
fore closing the album with a Celebration
Suite that brings the level back up—but
that, unfortunately, scems a little too
thematically dispersed. Even so, this
group is as good as any around: versatile,
together and blessed with chops that'd set
any normal musician’s mouth to watering.
-

The Roval Philharmonic Orchestra
should be tarred and feathered along
with Mike Oldfield and David Bedford
for The Orchestral Tubvlor Bells (Virgin)—
as pretentious a picce of pseudoromantic
impressionist  horseshit as was ever
stuffed into an album cover. Composer
Oldfield doesn’t develop themes a$ much
as move them along like beel in a stock-
yard toward the incvitable finale. And
when it comes, it’s so abrupt and illogical
that olten we aren’t sure whether a move-
ment has ended or we've suffered a
sudden loss of hearing. Russia looms
large among Oldficld’s musical influ-
ences, as do German U-boat movies and
Bambi. As for Bedford's conducting, our
[avorite moment is on the last cut, dur-
ing the tumultuous vivace section of the
Sailor's Horn pipe, when the lug wrench—
which he obviously prelers to a baton—
flics from the macstro’s hand and the
Royal Philharmonic plays as never before.

-

If somcone says reggae and you think
he's talking about Archie Andrews’ rival,
stop right there. Reggae is a fusion of
native Jamaican folk music (which is
nearly pure African folk music) and
American R&B  (heard by Jamaicans
on certain powerful Miami and New
Orleans radio stations). It was born in
Kingston in the carly Sixties and became
full-fledged during that incredible musi-
cal year, 1967. Here in the Sutes, we
have only tasted a sampling of this fine
music, notably on the superh sound-track
album from The Harder They Come.
So it is exiremely good news that Island
Records is now distributing one of the
oldest and best reggae groups, DBob
Marley & the Wailers, here in the States.
Their latest release, Notty Dread, may he
the best reggae LI’ ever made. The
sound-—characterized by strong black
harmonies, funky guitar smears and
the compelling reggae interrupted bass
line—is a total laid-back pleasure from
start to finish. Since the Wailers are
Rastalarians (members of a freak /mystic
Jamaican religious cult), the lyrics are
often deliciously strange and surreal, as
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in the titde cut: “Dread, natty dread
now/Dreadlock congo bongo I/Natty
dreadlock in a babylon/A dreadlock
congo bongo L." But our [averite cut is
the jaunty, erotic suggestion Bend Down
Low, whose lyrics say, “If vou love me
woman walk right m/I've got a notch
for your safety pin.” This is a good test
album. If vou like Natty Dread, you'll
like reggae. 1l vou don’t. you won't, and
probably have two tin ears.
-

There are no surprises on Chicago VHII
(Columbia). The veteran band has
churned out another collection of in-
offensive, middle-ol-the-road songs, which
means another gold record, another tour,
more money. back to the ranch for num-
ber IX and do it all over again. The
boys somehow manage never 1o alienate
their dogged fans or convert their de-
tractors: i short, they're a pop institu-
tion. The key word is pop. While every

Chicago album can be counted on for at
least one very slick hit single, there are
practically no  moments of real gut-
wrenching emotion. On this album, the
cuteness award goes 1o an insipid licle
diny called Harry Truman, which culo-
gizes the Lte atom bomber’s forthright
honesty and folksy. funny candor—sorely
missed in the age ol Waterzate. It's
possibly the dumbest song they've ever
done. Anyaway You Want is a medium
rock "0’ roller, powered by bassist Peter
Cetera, who is by [ar the heaviest
musician in the group. Brand New
Love Affair is a rather inept. over-orches-
trated. iraditional ballad  that wies 1o
erupt, Beatlelike. into a rousing finale,
but o hule effect. Guitarist Terry Kath
seems to be paying homage to Hendrix
i Oh, Thank You Great Spivit, with
slithery sound effeas and a psvchedelic
solo. And sandwiched between the heavy-
winded horn rifls (which seem as stifl and
inert as Wahoo U's marching band) is
Awct It Blue?, o Tunky tune that out-
shines the others by a mile, with good
solid vocals and arranging. There you
have i, An album that neither thrills nor
kills. Just commercial craftsmanship—
the stulf of which millionaires and morn-
ing d.j.s are made.
L]

Pianist Marian McPartland continues
her good works as one of jazz's pre-
eminent ambassadors of good will, taking
its message wherever she thinks there
might be a receptive audience. Solo Con-
cert af Haverford (Halcyon) finds the mood

on campus decidedly pro-jazz and obvi-
ously pro-McPartland—the undergrads
are unstinting in their applause, which
proves they know a good thing when
they hear it. Two medleys, one including
classics from dilferent cras—VYesterdays
and Yesterday—the other made up of
four Gershwin tunes, are the major offer-
ings. In addition, there are several sull-
healthy evergreens, Pick Yowrself Up,
You Turned the Tables on Me and Il
Be Around, the heautiful Stephen Sound-
heim show tune Send in the Clowns, the
contemporary Killing Me Softly and a
couple of McPartland originals. Solo
Concert at Haverford can be ordered by
mail. Send 5598 o Halcyon Records,
302 Clinton Street, Bellmore, New York
1710,
-

Judy Collins once made a record
called In My Life that was as close to
perlection in s way as Sgt. Pepper
was. And if Judith (Elcktra) isn’t quite up
to that standard, it is certainly the equal
of her other best—namely, Wildflowers.
As a singer, Collins has always been
noted for her beautiful, clear voice and
her impeccable taste in choosing ma-
terial. In this album, her frst in wo
years, she sull has those qualities, plus
a new relaxed feeling that gives songs
such as Steve Goodman’s City of New
Orleans a lilting buovancy. And on three
cuts, she has the help of Jonathan
Tunick’s orchestrations, which manage
to use strings to heighten everything she
sings without becoming gooey. The choice
of material vanges from Jagger / Richards’
Salt of the Earth 1o Send in the Clowns
and I'll Be Seeing You, which she has
rescued from its chestnur status and re-
vitalized as a standard. It’s a record that’s
hard to rip off the turntable.

Every time we think we've had it up
1o here with tired old camp, something
shows up that makes us change our mind.
The Pasadena Roof Orchestra (Island) is a
note-for-note facsimile of the dance-hall
orchestras of the Twenties and Thirties—
not parodying them, mind you, but
playing the charts just the way they were
then. The “band singer” John “Pazz”
Parry is an uncanny throwback with his
vibrato-nden  baritone two-stepping  its
way through the likes of Paddlin’® Mude-
lin® Home and the ever-popular Me and
Jane in a Plane.

o

A few vears ago, Columbia Records
took a chance on a semi-unknown Brit-
ish juzz guitarist named John McLaugh-
lin and produced his newly formed
Mahavishnu  Ovchestra, and the shock
waves from that band jolted a whole
generation ol musicians. The hfth and
latest album, Visions of the Emerald Beyond
(Columbia), firmly establishes the [act
that McLaughlin is, indeed, a musical

giant, one of the great guitarist/com-
posers of our time. He gives only the
best and inspires those who work with
him to give as much. Sharing solo honors
with him is the brilliant French violinist
Jean-Luc Ponty, a marvelously fiery im-
proviser. who works beautifully with
McLaughlin. There is a diversity ol stvle
on this album that is refreshing in con-
trast to the gravely serious, unrelentingly
dense music of the original band. One
cut, Can’t Stand Your Funk. is unlike
any other Mahavishnu une ever heard,
with its brassy R&B horn rifls and pop-
ping back beat. Pure funk in the Average
White Band genre. The same holds true
for Cosmic Strut (writen by drum-
mer Michael Walden), with an unchar-
acteristically cheeky solo by McLaughlin.
Faith is a gorgeously rolling vehicle for
the acoustic 12string guitar, and prob-
ably the prettiest of all the wnes here.
But the real meat of the album is in the
improvisations, which unleash rampag-
ing power at the speed of light—enough
raw energy 1o burn up city blocks. Me-
Laughlin and Pouty slash at the listener
with drresistible tensity and  flawless
virtuosity guaranteed to wake the dead,

THEATER

Same Time, Next Year is a 25-vear comic
case of adultery. The affair, conducted
once a year in the same motel, is funny,
clever and touching, acted by its (wo-
person cast, Ellen Burstyn and Charles
Grodin, with impossible finesse and assur-
ance (they are led through their siylish
paces by director Gene Saks). When a
Broadway comedy is smartly wooled (the
contrivances never creak) and effordessly
performed, it seems breezv. New play-
wright Bernard Slade exercises a switch

on The Fourposter. The difference is that
each protagonist is married, happily. to
another spouse. But between them. there
is a continuing relationship, filled with
changes of heart and humor. We first
see Doris as a nice Catholic wile on
her way to retreat—she never gets there—
and George as an  up-and-coming-out
accountant. The relationship is Iraught
with gamesmanship as they undergo an-
nual guilt contesis. Between scenes, they
and the costumes, hairdos and manners
are ransformed. When she is pregnant—
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again—he has suddenly become impo-
tent. George's wisccracking offstage wife
jokes, “When I married a C.P.A., I always
thought that it would be his eyes that
would go first.” When he turns reaction-
ary and we can almost see the icy Gold-
water flowing through his veins, she has
embraced the Age of Aquarius. Counter-
pointing this larky anniversary waltz
are on-target sounds and songs of the
various periods; the character changes,
of course, reflect what's been happening
m society. What makes Same Time, Next
Year more than just Broadway flip are
those perfectly partnered performances.
Grodin is the essence of woman-loving,
selbincriminating  male  superiority  (a
boy pretending to be an adult) and
Burstyn is malleable, meltable and
lovable. At the Brooks Atkinson, 256
West 47th Sereet.

MOVIES

Ready or not, America, Robert Al
man’s Nashville is apt to be the movie
blockbuster of 1975 and makes good
this controversial director’s bold predic-
tion that his country-and-western epic in
the manner of Grand Hotel scts a
standard against which other movies will
be measured for the next decade or so.
Certainly, Nashwville is a breakthrough
film in the way that La Dolce Vita was,
and resembles absolutely
nothing that's gone belore.
Since he made it big with
M*A*S*H, Altman’s
experiments with sound
(notably in MecCabe & Mbs.,
Millery and his indifference 1o
wraditional story forms (culmi-
nating in last year's California
Split) have established him
as the U.S. director most
likely to divide public opinion
sharply between those who

cannot tolerate his work and those who
cannot resist it. Both the ayes and the
nays should find proof of Aluman's gal-
loping genius in Nashville, which has at

least a dozen subplots woven effortlessly
into a sweeping political essay that is also
a delt satire of country music,

Letting his performers improvise, as
always, from an ambitious scenario hy
Joan Tewkesbury, Altman brings some
two-dozen major characiers together in
Nashville over a five-day period for an
orgy of Grand Ole Opry climaxed by a
political rally at the [ull-sized replica of
the Parthenon in Nashville’s Centennial
Park. It's because of the Parthenon, savs
Michael Murphy—playing a hustler
aboard the band wagon ol Replacement
Yarty Presidential candidate Hal Phillip
Walker—that Nashville is known as the
Athens of the South. And it is no acci-
dent that a classic ideal of architecture,
cheaply duplicated in poured concrete
and draped with an American flag, be-
comes a chilling symbol of defeat, he-
trayal and angry disillusionment as the
climax of Nashville. At the end. after a
senseless shooting, candidate Walker is
whisked away without ever actually ap-
pearing onscreen, and there’s a strong
implication that the nation’s best hopes
may have lled inwo political oblivion, well
beyond firing range.

Such literal interpretation does some
injustice, however, 10 the tragicomic and
colorful cross section of American expe-
ricnce disulled i Nashuville. While a
Walker campaign wuck prowls {rom
scene to scene with a banner promising
NEW ROOTS FOR THE NATION, a galaxy of
rootless hustlers, hangers-on and hopeluls
parades past to fill out Altman’s dazzling
mosaic. Though there are virtually no
major stars on hand—with the possible
exception of Karen Black, as a cutesy
country-and-western headliner not unlike
Tammy Wynette—the movie has so
many hne actors doing exemplary work
(writing their own songs, too. often as
not) that you will scarcely believe they're
acting. Dominating the male contingent
is Henry Gibson, as a cranky semior
superstar who wears heavily embroidered
cowboy suits and geis Nashville imo
high gear with a song that asserts, “We
must be doing something right—to last
200 years”; as well as Allen Garfield,
Keenan Wynn and Keith Carradine—
the latter as a hip recording star who
lounges around his hotel room playing
his own tapes as accompaniment to his
seductions. Among his casually chosen
parmers are Geraldine Chaplin, very
funny and abrasive as a pushy English
kook pretending to do a documentary on
Nashville for the BBC, and TV's Lily
Tomlin, in a quietly moving bit as a
young, yearning matron who sings with
a black Gospel troupe (Ned Beatty, as
her politicking Lawver husband, briskly
handles the scamier side of Walker's
campaign).

During its two-and-a-hall-hour run-
ning time, several ol Nashuille's fin-
est moments fall o Gwen Welles as a

vulnerable but doggedly determined and
untalented little nobody who is booked
to sing at a political smoker, then goaded
into performing what must be the most
sadly forlorn striptease in film history
(previewed by Gwen for pLavvoy's May
issue). The movie's key performance,
though, is by singer Ronee Blakely—
whose film debut as a neurotic, down-
home country-and-western star named
Barbara Jean conveys through vibrant
words and music just about everything
Altman wants to say. Barbara Jean ulti-
mately  becomes Nashville’s  symbolic
sacrificial lamb, though it’s as if someone
had set out 10 assassinate Shirley Temple.
Altman  plunges into deeply troubled
water here, tackling ideas so cogent and
so subtly subversive to our contemporary
complacency that few directors would
even dare think them, much less wrap
them up in the red-white-and-blue trap-
pings of Nashuville—like a Fourth-ol-July
bomb delivered to a union picnic.
Apocilyptic visions appear to be on
the rampage in current hlms, and direc-
tor John Schlesinger’s The Day of the Locust
creates an mmpressive splash of Early
Hollywood decadence from the raw ma-
terial in Nathanael West's classic novel.
Adapted by scenarist Waldo Salt, with
Mawless cinematography by Conrad Hall,
Locust is a hypnotic, richly textured
study of Hollywood's lunatic fringe

circa 1955, It is also a rather downbeat

inteliectual exercise that preserves the
basic ruth of West’s book, probably at
the risk ol disappointing audiences who
expect movies about Hollvwood to exude
real or imagined glamor. The Hollywood
created by West is a spider’s web full ol
struggling prototypes—would-be starlets
en route to whoredom, has-beens who
never were, elderly dress extras and an
angry midget who keeps wanting to get
laid—most of them wapped in the
pscudo-Spanish squalor of a onestory
residential hotel that seems marked for
demolition by the very next earth tremor.
The classier people appear to spend their
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leisure time in gloomy baroque mansions,
watching stag movies. Karen Black (again)
plays Faye, a peroxide dish who picks up
a few bucks at the studios and is assid-
uously saving her virginity for the man of
her rhinestone dreams. 1 could only love
someone criminally handsome,” she ex-
plains to the hopelul young set designer
(William Atherton) whose first big movie
set collapses in use, leaving dozens of
soldier extras badly injured. The studio
chicls don’t mind. as long as insurance
covers it and they get their picture
hinished on schedule. Both Black and
Atherton are smashingly good at pro-
jecting the quality of a star-crossed,
stunted romance that plays like some-
thing from an old Jean Harlow movie.
Burgess Meredith, as TFaye's father, a
former clown peddling patent medicine
door to door, and Donald Sutherland, as
Faye's impotent suitor—a mysterious
middle-aged square named Homer—have
the flashiest parts and perform them to
the hilt, though Sutherland fans may
find their man almost unrecognizable in
such a sniveling-character role. Kept
women, madams, studio brass and lusty
chicanos who survive by staging cock-
fights round out the company of local
groupies whose descendants, four decades
later, might logically include some of the
characters  encountered in Nashuville.
Another nightmare of destruction brings
Locust to its bristling, eerie dimax at a
klieg-lit Hollywood premicere. where one
misht's momentary aberration sets off
a class war between the haves and the
have-nots. This tinsel ragedy, drenched
in tacky atmosphere and aswarm with
repulsive native fauna, beats all compe-
tition as the ultimate Hollywood horror
show,
s

For proper appreciation of Yemmy on
Glm, it 1s best to be under 30 and pro-
gramed for an instant high at the mere
mention of such names as Elton John,
Tina Turner, Eric Clapton, Pete Town-
shend, Roger Dalwurey and Keith Moon.
They are all there, blasting away in
quintaphonic sound during the cine-
matic delirium created by writer-director
Ken Russell from The Who's 1969 rock
opera about a deaf, dumb and blind hoy
who suffers unspeakable cruelties—but
eventually triumphs as the world pinball
wizard and new messiah. Magnified on
the large screen, Russell's Tommy is a
physically astonishing barrage ol aural-
visual excesses that ofien looks like an
attempt to give The Who a hotloot by
exposing its celebrated piece of pop
profundity for pure captrap. The story's
Ocdipal complexity—every word of it
sung or shouted with feverish passion—
also taps the energy of Ann-Margret, as
Tommy's mother; Oliver Reed, as the
lusty  steplather, murder  of
Tommy's father triggers the original
trawma; and Jack Nicholson, as a shrink

whose
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called Jubal.

For thar kind of money, you're
entifled ro know whar you're
getting info.

First, music.

Half the music you hear is in the
low and midrange of sound.
“"Fundamental rones,” they're
called: the human voice, a piano,
Q quirar, a violin, a rrumpet,
whatever. That's where you hear
the basic shape and form of sound.

Bur the characrer of music, the
mMusic of music — overrones, onser
fones, all the harmonic shading
and texture and subtlery are
hidden in the highs. (Withour them
you couldn’t rell a flure from a
frumpet from a piano.)

Next, the hard sruff.

Any good sound system is
designed to disperse sound
rhroughour the room. What you
hear and feel is direct and reflecred
sound. Together they create
ambient sound, the sense of being
in the middle of something.

Now, as long as the music is in
the low and midrange, rthe




fraditional rweeter will spread it
around. Bur as the rones go higher,
the rweeter narrows ifs range.
There's a pea-shooter effect. You
have to stand directly in front of the
speaker to hear the high highs.They
never gef fo the rest of the room.
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called in on the case. Dalwey plays
Tommy, with Turner as the Acid
Queen who tries to trip him out of his
catatonia. Though real acting would be
inappropriate to the occasion, Ann-Mar-

who plunges into the movie's Q

most vulgar bits with the saving

grace and zest of a superpro—rather
as il she had decided to include a few
lines from King Lear for her next opening
in Vegas. She bears up beautifully, even
when Russell has her grappling with a
huge phallic bolster while soapsuds,
canned beans and chocolate pour into her
white-on-white boudoir from a berserk
television sct. If you think that's heavy,
how about Clapton as a faith healer whose
temple of miracles is dominated by a huge,
saintly replica of Marilyn Monroe? While
acolytes wearing Monroe masks weave
around the icon—MM with her skirt
blowing up—incurably ill and crippled
supplicants press forward to touch Saint
Marilyn's feet. There may be a valid sa-
tirical point made from time to time, but
any coherent thought tends to be thrown
aside by Tommy’'s fierce forward momen-
tum. Russell stops at nothing, and die-
hard Russell addicts can reasonably argue
that his movies are seldom if ever dull
With Tommy, he has finally wrought a
gaudy, reckless, unquestionable master-
piece ol bad taste, which will no doubt
succeed as one of those wondrous, cpic
film flops that must be seen 1o be believed.

-

Lurid. sensationalized—with a heavy
emphasis on sex and violence—Mandingo
is casy to disparage as a movic melodrama
that turns pulp fiction into widescreen
filmflam. The flm, like Kyle Onstott’s

novel, which sold multimillions in paper-
back, is devoted mostly to pre—Civil War
low-jinks in Louisiana—where white
masters “pleasure”  their  dusky slave
wenches without shame, while white
ladies, if they dare, may also entice a
black buck into bed. Under the watchful
cye of James Mason, as master of an ole
plantation where slaves are bred to be
illiterate Uncle Toms. Perry King and
Susan George flamboyantly portray the
young massa and mistress whose tempestu-
ous marriage becomes a furtive foursome
including His bed wench (played by
lissome Brenda Sykes) and a proud Man-
dingo slave tagged Hers (played by heavy-
weight contender Ken  Norton, who
broke Muhammad Ali’s jaw in a 1973
bout). Director Richard Fleischer, work-
ing from an adaptation by Norman Wex-
ler, keeps all of his handsome cast at the
fever pitch of animals in rut, but King's
is the performance to watch. He at least
manages to slip a few subtle nuances into
his role as a privileged young Southerner
whose hounest affection for his slaves,
male or female, nearly penetrates the
bred-in-the-bone dogma of a brutal tra-
dition. Though he deflowers many a
black virgin and resists marriage because
“I wouldn't know what to do with no
white lady,” he’s the only sympathetic
white on view in Mandingo; bhut not so
svmpathetic when he learns that his wife
shares his  enthusiasm  for interracial
dalliance—which ignites an orgy of
bloody retribution. John Lennon once
wrote @ song stating, “Woman is the
nigeer of the world,” and Mandingo is
about both sexism and racism, Early
American  style.  Despite its  fleshpot
cheapness, the movie has some impact
as a portrait of a doomed socicty where
black men. women and babies (the young
contemptuously labeled “suckers”) are
traded in the market place along with
mules—and where two black studs are
made to fight to the death for the amuse-
ment of guests in an opulent New
Orleans brothel, where one of the ladies
in residence is played by February Play-
mate-Bunny  Laura  Misch.  Militants,
please note: If meaningful makes it
Letter, this is a ¢ase of blatant black-
white  sexploitation  with  redeeming
social value.

-

The sly and distinctive humor of di-
rector  Frank Perry’s  contemporary
Western, Ranche Deluxe, can be traced to
a wry scareenplay by novelist Tom
McGuane. Jeff Bridges and Sam Water-
ston stride amiably through their roles as
a tcam of latter-day cattle rustlers with a
pickup truck, who use stolen beel to pay
their rent, ball the local Montana
belles (chiefly Patti D'Arbanville and
Maggic Wellman, as a team of scrappy,
ever-ready sisters) and, at one point,
collect ransom on a $50.000 blue-ribbon
bull—after checking their 2600-pound
hostage into a Holiday Inn. There is

more, much more. Perry sees the modern
West as wide-open space where people
arc prone to go slightly crazy, especially
nowadays, when every cowpuncher can
pick up punch lines from TV talk shows—
and when the county’s biggest land-
grabbing rancher and his sexy wile
(Clifton  James and  Elizabeth  Ashley)
are folks who used to own a beauy
parlor in Schenectady. “I wanna see
some desire under the elms . . . smolder-
ing glances down at the ole corral,”
groans Elizabeth, resemiful ol the pair
of hired men (Harry Dean Stanton
and Richard Bright, as Curt and Burt)
she's stuck with, who've obviously not
read any of the right plays. Since every-
one in Rancho talks that way, it must be
McGuane talking most of the time. But,
luckily, his words have wit. He and Perry
simply pack John Wayne's West in
mothballs and invite all dudes to climb
off their high horses for a little not-so-
innocent fun. Unless you're a purist,
Sil}' }'(?S.
Ll

New York's former mavor John V.
Lindsay makes his movie debut in Rosebud,
under the direction of Ouo Preminger,
playing the anxious father of a kidnap
victim. Lindsay appears no more uncom-
fortable with  his role than Peter
O'Toole, Richard Atutenborough. Chfl
Gorman, Peter Lawford and a score of

competent professionals are with theirs.
That's the only news worth reporting
about this clumsily directed and pre-
posterous tale, adapted (by Erik Lee
Preminger, son of Ouo) from a novel in

which Palestinian terrorists seize five
teenaged heiresses aboard a luxury vacht
moored on the Riviera. In exchange for
bringing the girls back unharmed, the
kidnapers expect to eradicate the State
of Isracl. In the insane world of interna-
tional politics, God knows, anything can
happen; but not the way it happens here.
Let's toast Lindsay—with a double man-
hattan—and remind him  that picture
people make even stranger bedfellows.
Better luck next time, John.

Take the Bogartian plot from an old-
time action-and-suspense drama. Remove
most of the action and suspense and



replace with a soupgon of philosophical
despair. Add Jack Nicholson and Maria
Scheider. Mix lightly under the cool,
spare, ascetic direction of Michelangelo
Antonioni, and you have the enigmatic
movic titled The Passenger. Its hero, played
loosely by Nicholson, introduces himself
as a British film journalist trying to
contact some guerrilla  fighters for a
documentary on the new Africa. He
doesn’'t seem 1o believe in what he is
doing, nor care much, so when a casual
acquaintance conveniently drops dead in
i remote village, the journalist named
Locke decides to become an international
gunrunner named Robertson—a man of
approximately his age, build and color-
ing. Thercalter, Locke/Robertson traces
clues to his new idemtity and tries to
cover the racks of his old one, from
London to Munich to Barcelona. In a
Barcelona museum, he encounters an
unidentified girl (Maria) who may or
may not be Robertson’s wife or some
former  colleague’s  accomplice.  Mean-
while, Locke’s wife and producer (Jenny
Runacre and Ian Hendry) smell a rat
and also set off for Spain. The Pas-
senger's  chase  proceeds at a  snail’s
pace to a fateful rendezvous in a sun-
baked Spimish provincial hotel, where
Antonioni brings off one of those cine-
matic stunt climaxes likely to keep movie
bufls atwiter for years to come—an un-
broken seven-minuie take through an
open window, in which the camera moves
slowly forward to study the peripheral, or
even irrelevant, action in a bleak Spanish
piazza, while everything important
happens offscreen, behind our field ol
vision. The movie ends on a note ol
Antonioni ambivalence, leaving it num-
ber ol crucal questions umnswered.
What's clear is that the hero has been
committing in elaborate form of suicide,
mecting an existential doom seemingly
borrowed from the novels of Camus. An-
tonioni’s negative thinking is summed up
in an anccdote about a blind man who
regains his sighe and is so depressed by
the ugliness and injustice he sees in the
world that he fnally kills himsell~—a
notion more provocative than profound.
However lacking in direct emotional im-
pact, Passenger has the master’s touch

a sense of awesome physical and spiritual
emptiness that turns Spain’s wasted land-
scapes into a superscentc metaphor for
alienation. While Nicholson and Schnei-
der never entively credible in their
roles, they pm\'illc sullicient charisma for
a director who habitually moves actors
around like pawns on his intellectual
chessboards, The game is fascinating,
once Antonioni’s rigorous ground rules
are accepted, yet fairly bloodless for any-
one expecting the stars of Chinatown
and Last Tango, and the director of
Blow-Up, 1o produce explosive screen

chemistry.

How the English

keep dry.

Gordon's’Gin.

Largest seller in England, America, the world.

PRODUCT OF U.5.A. 100 NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAW. B6 PROCF . CORDON'S DRY GIN CO.. LTD.. LINDEM, M.I.

Konicawon't let
those once-in-a-lifetime
shots get away.

Those once-in-a-lifetime
shots are here one moment, and
gone forever the next.

Which is why you should
be there with a Konica automatic
camera. It lets you squeeze off a
perfectly exposed shot that will
capture a moment forever, instead
of letting life pass by while you're
busy setting exposures,

Konica is the world's most
experienced maker of automatic
35mm cameras, and offers you
more features forthe price, whether
you want to spend under $100 or
over $1000.

Let your dealer help you
choose the right Konica for you.
Or write for literature to: Konica
Camera, Woodside, N.Y. 11377.

The Konica Automatics
From under $100 to over $1,000.
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New from Philip Morris.

Sarat
g

EnJoy smokmg longer without smoking more.

SA R!\TOGA 120.5‘
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Saratoga 120’s

PPER IS T ER il s

Standard 100 s

e it d il v s bl g iy

That’s the Saratoga i1dea.

More puffs than 100’s.
Longer and slimmer than 100’s
for extra smoking time and
pleasure, without smoking
more cigarettes.

“It’s about time.
An increase in something
besides price.”

Priced no more than 100’s. ¥ A TOGA |
Rich, full-flavor cigarettes - 25
made from fine tobaccos.

More than just a new brand.
Saratoga 120’s are a whole
new idea in smoking pleasure.
Look for them in the new

120 mm crush-proof box.

17 mg’"tar,"1.1 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC Method.

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




THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

H:l\'(_' you ever noticed how hard it is
for some women (o concentriate on Sex?
My girlfriend has the opposite of a one-
track  mind——she cain ger derailed by
unfinished chores or the
proverbial bread crumbs in bed. Once
she loses her momentem. it takes her a
while hankly,
I can’t alwavs postpone my own pleasure
lor that long.
aosigm that
Just
Oregon.

The man who said don’t cat crackers
i led never dated anyone from Georgia,
but he did have a point—possibly the
“The

Princess and the Pea.” Mistresses on mal-

noisy neighbors,

1o get started again and,
Is her wandering attention
she s mmhibited or that she

isn't interested>—E. Y., Portland,

saine one made by the orime tale

Iresses ave casily distracted during sex.
Psychologists may see the coasive action
“anxiety-molivaied defense” or a
“culturally induced indutition” but Kin-

s an

sey suggested that such behavior goes
beyond the bedrvoom: “Cheese crumbs

spread in front of a copulating pair of
rats may distvact the female but not the
male. . . . When catile ave intevrupted
during coitus, it is the cow that is more
likely 1o be disturbed, while the bull may
(ry to continue with coitus.” Furthermore,
female cats have been known to investi-
gate mouse holes during intevcowrse. (Ve
had a paviney who used to do that—damn
trettating, but new baseboards broke her
of the habil.) Many women vate “privacy
and freedom from intrusion” second only
o “quality of yelationship with pariner”
factor in their sexual satisfaction.
Bear that m mind and find an appropri-
ate selling for vour nexi iryst (bank
vanlts and fallout  sheltevs are  great
favorites). Also. you may find that if your
arrlfriend concentrales on something—
music or an evotic fantasy—she can “dis-
tract the distracter” and mainline on the
cannonball ex press.

s il

I'm planning a cross-country motorcycle
wip. 1 would like your opinion ou the
usclulness ol those bulletshaped fiber-
glass [airings. They don’t seem to fiv with
the image of the outlaw motorcyvelist—
most ol the ones I've seen were on
BMWs  ridden by reured  NASA
engineers who carry the complete tech-
nology of Western man in their saddle-
bags, waiting for the chance o use it on
the guy whose piano-wire Harley breaks
down. In spite ol that, [airings seem 10
be becoming more popular. Is there a
reasonz—AL B., Del Mar, Calilornia.

If \rm re tnto serious rond ."Hm‘;lm . M
faiving that bolts onto the frame of a
bike (as opposed to a handle-bar wind-
screen) is worth its weight mm vise grips.
The acrodynamic shape cuts down wind
resistance and thus increases rider com-

screams that your

fort (cruising without one has been
compared to doing a 55-mph pull-up).
In some a fairing will improve
gas mileage (by frve to ten miles per
gallon) and stability (although you hawve
to get used to the change from a
razorface-with-bugs-in-teeth feeling to the
sense of floating in a space capsule). You
can hear your passenger when he or she
rear wheel just fell
off. A fatring makes vou more wisible to
the citizens on Detvoit wheels and that
could mean your life. Finally, a faiving
is convenient: Models such as the Vetter
Windjammer have storage compartments
that can hold tools, spare parts and your
morocco-bound copry of “Zen and the Art
of Motoreycle Maintenance.” Get beliind
one and see for yourself.

cases,

0\1;:' the past vear, I've tlt-\t-]uptrd a
masturbation  technique  with my  boy-
[riend based on the handwork chapier
in Alex Comfort's oy of Sex. First. 1
apply baby oil 1o the head of his penis—
this prevents irritation and creates a dil-
ferent sensation from what he does for
himsell. Then I slowly stroke him with
one hand—oceasionally giving a shight
twist or pinch for varicty. My [ree hand
traces  his  thighs, scrotum  or  stomach
muscles. (I can usually tell from the ten-
sion in the last when he is close 10
orgasm.) My boyfriend that the
climaxes brought about by this technique
differ from the orgasms brought about by
normal intercourse—they are almost ex-
cruciatingly gemital. Lately, he has con-
sented 1o being ted down, so that he
can thrash about in [eigned helplessness
as I continue to masturbate him o a see-
ond orgasm and fellate him o a third.
Alter several of these marathons. he has
told me that he felt he was going 10 have
a heart attack. Am I hurting him by doing
thisz—H. J., Cincinnati, Ohio.

If your bayfriend is in yeasonably good
shape, you showldn’t have 1o seorry about
his coming to meet his Maker. He may
have  been  deseribing  physical  ecstasy
rather than distress—he did wait until
you had finished before saying anything,
right?

claims

.nti.-i spring, I met a beautiful voung
lady at a counury-club dance. We started
to date and gradually grew quite close.
She confided in me that she was a virgin.
One night, after an intimate dinner, 1
asked if we could make love and she
agreed. I wried 1o be very gentle. T took
off her blouse, kissing her neck, breasts
and belly. (We had petted once or twice
before, and I gave each area the atten-
ton it deserved and was used 10) 1 lay
her on her back and lifted her by
the buttocks to slip off her pants and

.

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

SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases)
Double Set  $23.98 Queen Set  $21.95
Twin Set 22.98 King Set 32.50
Round 84"~ Set  48.50 Round 96” Set 54.85

3 letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.50
For fitted bottom sheet add $2.00 to double or twin
price; $2.50 to ; $3.00 to king price. Nound

bottom  sheets }:Ie fitted. 0dd sizes on request.
Send check or m.o. 50% deposit on C.0.D.'s.

4802 N. Broadw 7
SCINTILLA,® INC. chicags, ini 60640 ©
Free 40-Page Color Catalog of alf Our
Satin Fashions With Every Order!

IN CHICAGO,
OUR
PLAYBOYCLUB

Next time you stay in Chicago,
don’t go looking for the Playboy Club.
It can be right at your hotel. The
Playboy Towers not only gives you a
great room at reasonable rates, but all
the food, drink and atmosphere a
Playboy Club can serve up.

To visit the Playboy Club, all you
need is your room key. And who
knows, you may want to apply for a
Playboy Club Key of your very own.

All this, and when you step out-
side, you're in the best spot in the
city. So next time you're in Chicago,
stay at the hotel with a Playboy Club
attached. Playboy Towers. For infor-
mation and reservations, see your
travel apent or call, toll-free, 800-621-
1116. (InIllinois, cali 312-PL1-8100.)

COMES WITH A
HOTEL ATTACHED.

_vr.--a plAYbDOY TOWERS
%2 CHiCAGO -illiNois
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We've put the SLR system concept
into electronic
motion

And Super-8 will never be the same again. What
the system concept did for 35mm still photography.
Sankyo does for Super-8 motion pictures.

The ES-44 is an electronic system camera with
an extensive and ever-growing selection of system ‘
accessories. There's an Interval Timer, a Self-Timer,

a Remote Control Unit
{and all these simply plug
into the camera's acces-
sory socket) an AC
Power Pack and a Ring
Light Strobe. Just think
of all the things vou can
do that were never pos-
sible before!

So, why settle for just
a movie camera when you
can own a complete
movie system.

Sal\l(yo Seiki (America) Inc. West Coast Branch:
149 Fifth Ave., New York = 13000 S. Athens Way, Los Angeles

Have a Ballin a Roach

Whether you're playing for fun, playing for laughs. or just playing around,

you can'tlose when you play in o
cool cotton tee from Roach.

Tennis design
M-575

ROACH  Uirington on o066 |
MK Choose from these Popular ' Glmer Desngns

Name ]
Streot
City
sicia + 4046 Silver 4031 Gold
[]Roach Catalog _ 75¢ TANK TOPS $3.95 ..ora "Perrnogrcnph" the Photo Look
[ Tann™ £350 (i Tenk Gray

Trim Tshirt 3395 [] Oran Bius

White Sw-shirt $5.95 Ul’dlu\v ] Litac

Adult sizes: SML XL
Youth sizes: 6-8, 10-12,

14-16. {T-shirts only)
ch-hr Design No.. Size
[ Designs on bolh sides of shirt, $1.00 exira.

Enclose cash, check or money (Ova

money order only) Ohio n.-paema ndd 4% sales lax.

Canadian residenls add 10%
Add

to

COLOR T-SHIRTS $4.25
BB‘Ew ] GIOED Gold
Litac Orange

order. v 320,

Make check payabie
per ahirt for postage.

underwear—then on impulse lifted her o
my lips to perform cunnilingus. She re-
sponded completely and quickly reached
orgasm. I was very excited, and so, with-
out [urther delay, moved to enter her.
She was a little tense and flinched when
I wied 1o penctrate. There was no ap-
parent obstacle, but she continued 10
experience pain. I am fairly well en-
dowed and she didn’t seem o be relax-
ing. I didn’t know whether to slow down
or speed up. My first orgasm seutled the
question for me. After resting. 1 wied to
initiate a second round, but she refused.
saying that once had heen more than
enough, that it had been otal agony for
her. Since then, she has refused 1o give
it another wy, for fear the sume thing
would happen, What should I doz—T. C..
San Rafael, California.

An old sporting adage claims that il
a girl hurts something while viding a
horse, she should immediately get back
in the saddle. The same advice holds
true when it comes to sex. Fear and the
anticipation of pain will often result in
pain. In extreme cases, a woman can de-
velop vaginismus—a condition in which
the muscles at the entrance to the vagina
tighten involuntarily at the thought of
penetiation. She may be totally ves ponsive
(o other forms of stimulation but clench at
the ultimate moment. Inlercomrse can be
agonizng, if not impossible. Treatment
for the problem usually consists of a grad-
ual desensitization of the area, using a
sertes of different-sized phallic objects.
(Yes, theve is a similarity to a sel of
upside-down Chinese boxes, but we ve-
frained jrom mentioning it.) Find out
from wyour girlfriend what she thinks
caused the pain. It may have been lack
of lubrication, which often diminishes
after a first orgasm. Persuade her to try
again, but don't push things: Let her
imitiate cotlus—either by mounting you
or by guiding you into her when she is
ready. Cheerio.

Whilc perusing a magazine on wines.
I found an arucle on the 1971 California
wine harvest. Apparently, it was one ol
the most extraordinary years in history—
due 10 a season ol perfect weather. As a
measure of quality, the author explained
that one lot of cabernet had come in at
nearly 28 Brix, while a gray Riesling had
come in at 24 Brix—both with excellent
acid content. Unfortunately, the author
did not explain what Brix means. Can
you enlighten me? Also, when will bottles
of that vintage become available>—]. R.,
Kinisas City, Kansas.

The Brix scale 1s a wine connoisseur’s
Peter Meter. It measures the sugar con-
tent in grape juce. A 28 Brix indicales
that there is approximately 28 percent
sugar (by weight) in the solulion—an
astonishing, indeed, a favorably porien-
lous fignre. (A good Brix suggesls thal
the vest of the fruit has aspived to grape
ness.) A wvintner uses the Brix reading



and the acid reading to determine how
long he has to let the juice ferment (i.e.,
let the sugar convert to alcohol). Also,
tf the reading indicates that theve is not
enough natural sugar in the grape juice lo
vield between I and 14 pereent alcohol,
some regions outside of California allow
a vininer to add some sugar. A high
nalural-sugar content produces a vobust,
jull-bodied, heavier wine that will age
well. We can’t say for sure when you'll
see the 1974 vintage—that depends on the
vintner. As a rule, good wines are aged
tn the barvel for 18 to 21 months before
they ave bottled. So look for this vintage
around 1976 1's not aspivit, but it will do.

I'\'(: just acquired an old MG TD. The
body and engine are in fine shape. but the
seats are in dire need ol restoration (they
are dry to the point of cracking). This
may be out of your hield, but I wonder:
What should I use to relurbish the
leather>—C. M., Palmvra, Pennsvlvania.

According 1o our vesident bondage-
and-discipline freak, mink oil is the best
leather-care product around; it's suitable
for hoods, belts, whips, motorcycle jack-
ets, baseball milts or sports-car seats. Un-
less those wily minks declare an embargo,
you should be able to find it in a shoc-
repair shop.

Pm-h;rpx you can straighten me out;
my sex drive s totally unpredictable. On
the average, I'd say that I'm a once-a-day
lover: no complains, but sometimes, for
no apparent reason, I am insatiable. I'll
go out and boogice all night with a close
[riend, come home exhausted and ask
that lovemaking be put off until break-
[ast, thinking that I'm too tired to per-
form. Then, as soon as we're curled up
like spoons in bed and I catch a glimpse
of her sacral (Iimpl{-s—prcsw_ an erec-
tion. And another and another and an-
other: every time she changes position o
[ remember what we've just done. Or
I'll be saying good night to a date whom
I don’t know particularly well, who
dido’t really turn me on—and before
I know it, my pants are around my shoes,
her legs are around my waist and we're
hallway into winning a Five Easy Pieces
look-alike pole-climbing  comtest. Then
agiin, 1o top it off or botom it out, 1
can go 1o a party where there are a
dozen or so really beautiful women and
want to meike it with anv one of them
a dozen umes and nothing happens. 1
can't ger it up. Whar gives>—N. B, Chi-
cago, Llinos.

An ancient Zen parable recounts how

a monk met a young child walking down
the road, carvying a candle. The monk
said 1o the child, “Tell me, wherve does
the flame come from?” Quick as a flash,
the child blew oul the candle and ve-
joined, “Tell me wheve the flame went
and I'll tell you wheve it came from.”
The monk nodded, amazed at the child's
wisdom, then hit him ooer the head

To help stop Athlete’s Foot
more families buy Desenex:
than any other remedy.

That's because anti-fungal
Desenex contains a medically-
proven formula that has success-
fully helped millions of sufferers.
And the number gets bigger
every year.

To help heal Athlete’s Foot,
use Desenex Qintment at night
and Desenex Powder, or Aerosol,
during the day.

When used routinely, Desenex
provides continuing protection
against fungous infection.

®1974 Pharmacraft Consumer Products

S00thing, coolind
2dicated fnnt”

Also available in solution form.

A PRooUCT OF [l IPENNWALT CORPORATION

Early Times.To know us is to love us.
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86 AND 80 PROOF = EARLY TIMES DISTILLERY CO., LOUISYILLE, ®Y. @ ETOC
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The Ultimate Tennis Shoe.

Incredibly comfortable,

unusually handsome, predictably

expensive.

7 ‘\s

-l

The Bancroft Tretom Tennis Shoe is just
about the most comfortable in the world.

In fact, they're so comfortable, alot of
people wear them off the court, too. Atthese
prices, they should be good for more than just
tennis.

The Bancroft Tretorn Tennis Shoe. Imported
from Sweden, in canvas or leather.

A Better Brand of Tennis TRETORN

®

with his stafl for being such a smarlass.
The moral: Hold onto your candle—and
learn to live with an occasional bit of
spontancous combustion. It sure beats
having to ask for a match.

Fm' several years, my girlfriend and [
shared a house and our bed with an-
other couple in a postgraduate group
mirriage.  Sexual  borders were  fluid:
casual nudity, daisy chains, cluster fuck-
ing or just sipping wine and enjoving
a good book while the three others got
it on. We were dose, intimate. Then
our friends were offered a job overseas
and the houschold broke up. Secking 10
Ll the void, my companion and I started
checking out swingers’ magazines. It has
been a disappointment. A lot of the ads
picture just the woman (20 pounds lighter
and five years younger). Sound somewhat
chauvinist? At a club catering to swingers.
I ran into a single man who looked at
my companion and said, “T like her. My
wile doesn’t swing, but I know several
girls who do. Take your pick.” Then he
pulled our his wallet and showed me
pictures of possible accomplices. These
incidents are the opposite of what we
want: Women are not collateral. o be
exchanged like hostages for a safe pas
sage. We are looking for emotional
involvement. Have we just run into
the wrong people?>—S. K., Cambridge,
Massachusetts.

We'll trade you one dog-cared Yogi
Berra for a Mickey Mantle. Dr. Gilbert ).
Bartell painied a similar piciure (vivid,
but still 2-D) of the Amevican way of
swinging in “Group Sex.” Often, a man
who is intevested in cvowds will use his
wife or givlfriend as a ticket (in some
cases, a man like the one you described
never even sleeps with the girl he brings).
The women have their vevenge: Dr. Bar-
tell found that fewer than 25 percent of
male swingers are able o get il on regu-
larly at open, large-scale parties. With
nothing but time on their hands, women
tend to end up with one another: 75 per-
cenl of the women in foursomes engage in
homosexual activities. Our guess is that
you'll have trouble finding what you want
through magazines or clubs. Widowers
and divorced men almost never resort
to mail-order brides; yow'd do best to
ve-creale the conditions that resulted in
vour oviginal success. Or join the Peace
Corps and gel assigned to your f[riends’
new fhome.

All yeasonable questions—from fash-
ion, food and drink, steveco and spovis cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquetle—
will be personally answered if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addressed cn-
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi
gan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. The
most provocative, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.



EVERY DAY'S
A SUN DAY!

With Playboy Products.

o8| PLAY MAT in blue and green, AV2020. Or red
and gold, AV2021. Each, $5.

BEACH TOWEL, multicolors on white.

MM2220, $7.50.

| BEACH BALL. AV2022, $2.50.

ii INSULATED CARRY-ALL BAG with zip-open
top. MM2221, $15.

THERMO ICE BUCKET, 4-qt. capacity.

AB0348, $16.

THERMO COFFEE MUGS, set of four.

AB0346, $10.

THERMO BEER STEINS, set of four. AB0347, $16.

Please add $1 per item for shipping and handling.
NOTE: Prices subject to change without notice.
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¥ Playboy Products PP70
4 Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611

Please send me:
Quantity ltem Code No. Color Cost Shipping/handling Total

No C.0.D. orders, please. TOTAL
Cash keyholders, please enclose check, IIl. residents—add 5% tax
[J Payment enclosed. (Make checks TOTAL

payable to Playboy Products.) ses et o LS
[0 Charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no. [—1 I ] [ | ] [ 1|:]
[] Send me the Playboy Products catalog.
Name

(please print)

Address Apt. No.

City State Zip

43




TheRabbits
of Lahaska, Pennsylvania.

It's true. The incredible acceleration?

Meet Peter Rabbit. The handling ease?

His wite, Bunny Rabbit. Theheadand legroom inside of some

Their son, Jay Rabbit. mid-size cars?

And their brand-new Volkswagen The Hatchback, at no extra charge?
Rabbit. VW engineering? The low price?"

Now when we read about them in "It was all those things, answered
the newspaper, we couldn'twaittoaskthe  Peter Rabbit.
big question: "Plus something |'ve been fond of for

"What was it that got you to add ® g 14 years, added Bunny.
another Rabbit to the family? ra I "What's that?" we asked.
The 38 miles to the gallon?* @ "My last name;’ she smiled.

*38 mpg Highway— 24 mpg City. Based on the 1975 Model Federal E.P.A. report.



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

PROGRESS IN TEXAS
In 1971, a Texas jury sentenced me to
25 years in prison [or possession ol 21
pounds ol marijuana. This sentence has
now been commuted o ten years, as a
resule of the 1973 reform of the Texas
marijuana law, which reduced the pen-
alty for possession or sale [rom a maxi
mum of lile imprisonment to a maximum
of ten years and included a resentencing
clause 1o help hundreds of persons al-
ready imprisoned under the old harsh
law. The resentencing clause was found
to violate the Texas constitution, but
with the approval of Governor Dolph
Briscoe, many of these sentences were
commuted. I am now up for parole and
have hopes ol release in the near [uture.
Public support mobilized by rLavsoy
and NORNML played a significant part
in getting the new Texas marijuana law
passed. Prison officials told me that after
a letter of mine was published in the
April 1973 Playboy Forum, people sent
letters 1o Texas suite legislators, urging
reduction of penaltics and resentencing,.
Letters of support were also sent 1o me,
I would like to thank those people who
tricd to help, as well as rravsoy and
NORAMIL. Texas attitudes about mari-
juana have changed drastically. Many
lormer marijuana prisoners are now [ree
because people of good will took a stand.
Frank Allan Demolli
Huntsville, Texas
We hope that the same good will and
official responsiveness will be extended to
Thomas Francis Mistrot, whose case is
reporled on page 50.

STEPS ON GRASS

Is the nation’s capital about to go to
pot? Exercising its newly acquired powers
of home rule, the District of Columbia
City Council has taken the first step
toward decriminalizaition of marijuana in
Wishington. Three council members
have mwroduced a bill to adopt a maxi-
mum 5100 civil fine, enforced with a
citation rather than an arrest, for posses-
sion and not-for-profit wansfers of two
ounces or less of marijuana.

A California bill o adopt a citation
system for persons caught possessing small
amounts of marijuana cewed a major
hurdle in March, when it was approved
by the state senate. The measure, spon-
sored by Senator George Moscone and
Assemblyman Alan Sieroty, now goes to
the assembly, where passage is predicted
by a laorger margin. Governor Jerry

Brown has indicated that he supports a
system like that of Oregon. The law
would wke effect January 1, 1976.

Both of these proposals are modeled
after the Oregon law, which ook eflect
in October 1975. And the Oregon experi
ence with elimination of criminal pen
aluies for possession of small amounts has
been positive: There has been no in-
crease in marijuana use, and 58 percent
of Oregonians favor the new approach.

The District of Columbia has seen an
almost unbelievable rise in marijuana
arrests, [rom 266 in 1970 1o 2553 in 1973,
with the vast majority involving posses
sion of small amounts. In Calilornia,
marijuana arrests in 1973 reached an all-
time peak ol 95,000, accounting for nearly
one fourth of the nationwide total of
420.000.

The new hills reflect the growing rec-
ognition among the country’s Lliwmakers
that there ave sensible and humane alter-
natives to the use of the criminal law. We
urge people in all states to take a mo
ment to write to their legislators and
let their support for marijuana decrim-
inalization be known.

R. Keith Stroup, Director

National Organization for the
Reform of Marijuana Laws

Washington, D.C.

FINDERS, KEEPERS

Like the woman who was thrown over
by her lover of several years and became
bitter toward men (The Playboy Forwm,
April), T was soured on women by a
scries of crushing rejections dealt me
during my high school and college years.
By the time I started my first job, “Shaft
them before they shafe you” had become
my working principle. I decided to marry
in my mid-20s, fecling that @ man in my
position would need a wife. Less than
i year after our wedding, T had my first
adulterous affair. Within two years, 1
was back hitting the singles bars, en-
joying one-night stands once or twice a
week.

We had heen manried three years when
my wife told me in the gendest, [riend-
liest way that I was a fool. I thought
that T had been keeping my infidelity
secret from her. It trned out that she
knew all about whae T had been doing—
and, what’s more, didn’t care. In [act,
while 1 had thought her the litde in-
nocent, she had many times gone to bed
with other men. It was, she explainad,
the only thing that kept our marriage
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together. That and the fact that she
loved me.

Suddenly T saw her with new eyes. 1
might have stormed out of the house and
gone on a three-day drunk, but instead,
[ carried her into the bedroom and made
love to her with more passion than ever
before. T spent what seemed like an hour
just kissing her breasts, When the sun
came up, we were still at it

But that was only the beginning. From
then on, we had a new relationship. No
longer was sex a game in which we tried
to get back at each other. We told each
other the whole truth about our affairs,
and when one partner got laid, it was
not considered a deleat for the other
partner. These extramarital encounters
were simply experiences to be shared,
sometimes to enrich our own newly
splendid  lovemaking. I did find that
I had less intevest in straying from home,
though.

The most memorable experience in
this new relationship occurred when
another couple, [riends of hers [rom out
of town, stayed at our apartment while
visiting New York. It wtrned out that
they had the same kind of open relation-
ship we had. One evening, what with
playing solt music, lowering the lights
and smoking a liule grass, one thing led
to another and I found myself passion-
ately kissing the other guy's wife until
his good-natured applause, in which my
wile joined, made me realize what I was
doing. But it was OK. My wife was the
first to take her clothes oft and the rest
of us followed suit. We doused the lights
in our high-rise apartment and. with the
lights of Manhattan providing the il-
lumination, spent the rest of the night
making Jove to one another in every
possible combination. I topped my record
with five or six climaxes that night—I
don’t remember exactly how many.

All of us need all the love and experi-
ence we can acquire. 1f we let one an-
other explore, we'll eventually find our
wav back to our best—il not our only—
loves.

(Name withheld by request)
New York, New York

MARRIED MASTURBATORS

I''n glad to sece The Playboy Forum
publish letters like the one in the April
issue from the married man of 30 who
masturbates once a week. Aflter all the
years ol increasing sexual enlightenment,
masturbation sull has a stigma attached
to it. Some psychologists and other com-
mentators on haman  behavior call it
imnutture and suggest thar there must
be something wrong with the relation-
ship of a married couple if one or both
of them masturbate. This, ol course, is
a hangover [rom the old Judaeo-Chris-
tian docirine that only one tvpe of sex
is good. Theres also an element of
male chauvinism in the negative view of

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

TOPLESS MEN

TOWSON, MARYLAND—T he Baltimore
County liquor board has decided that
male go-go dancers will not be requived
to wear bras, after all. An ordinance re-
quiring dancers of either sex lo cover
their breasts has been amended, the
board chaivman said, with an eye to the
“recognized diflerences belween men and
women.”

FISH AND TITS
NEW YORKR—The owner of a iropical-
fish stove in Queens veports that his

business increased 40 percent after he
hived topless sales girls. One of the givls,

whom he calls Miss

measures 30-26-36.

Treasure Chest,

SEX AND MARRIAGE

A survey of 800 middle-class marvied
couples indicales that people who have
lots of premarital sex also tend lo have
extramarital sex.

Of those who engaged in premarital
sex, 40 percent said they were “very
glad” about it, 28 percent said “some-
what glad” and 15 percent expressed
varying degrees of regret. Forly percent
also reported that they had extramarital
aflairs with from one to four different
persons. Of the 80 percent who had pre-
marttal intercourse, about one third had
their first experience with a “sicady
date,” one fourth with a casual date or
acquaintance and one fifth with a
“france.”

THIS THING CALLED LOVE
WASHINGTON, D.c.—Federal grants to
study human love relationships have
been  denounced by Senator William
Proxmire as a wasle of taxpayers’ money.
Citing three university-connected re-
scarch  projects studying interpersonal
altraction, romantic love and interde-
pendency, the Senator said, “I believe
that 200 000,000 Amevicans want to leave
some things in life a mystery, and right
at the top of things we don’t want to

know is why a man falls in love with a
woman, and vice versa.” Social scientists
involved in the research disagree and
cite the country’s rising divorce rate and
increasing  demand  for marriage-coun-
seling services. Senalor Proxmire was di-
vorced from his first wife in 1955 and
was recently reuniled with his second
wife after a three-year separalion.

GOOD FOR BUSINESS

The market for sex therapists may in-
crease as a vesull of successful sex thevapry,
or so theorizes biology professor Dolores
Keller of New York's Pace University.
Her theory is that some of the causes of
male impotence—such as a predisposition
to incapacitating siress—may be [rans-
mitlable from parent to child. Which
would mean that successful sex therapists
will be helping men father children who
inherit their pavent’s sexual incapaciiies
and who will eventually need thervapy
themselves.

RED LIGHTNING

DURHAM, NORTH CARoLINA—Moonshin-
ing is on the wane in the U.S., accord-
ing to a Duke University cconomist, but
i's causing official headaches in the
USS.R. Dr. Viadimir Treml, who has
been investigating liquor production and

consumption in Russia, estimales that
illicit homemade booze now constitules
about one third of all the hard liquor
produced in that country. He adds that
the stuf] he's sampled, made by Russian
immigrants in New York, tasles awful:
“It just sort of explodes inside you.”

BLUE BEER

stockHoLM—dA  Swedish  brewery, on
order from a Danish grocery-store chain,
is pulting beer in cans illustrated with
sexy words and drawings of female nudes.
The brewery reports the sale of over
120,000 cans of beer in one month, and




s marketing divector mayveled: “IWe
never counted on such a demand for
porn beer. But obviously the naked givls
and the bold words managed to conquer
the Dane.”

SEXUAL SECURITY

LOS ANGELES—A  Department of De-
fense official has veversed long-standing
Government policy by authorizing a se-
cret-level security cleavance to an ac-
Enowledged homosexual. Ruling in the
case of a compuler scientist who works as
a consultant for the Air Force, the De-
fense Department  examiner concluded
that the applicant’s sexual orientation
was not likely to subject him to coercion
through blackmail and that he “success-
fully has rebutted any infevence that his
variant sexnal  practices lend to show
that le 15 not yelinble or trustworthy.”

FREE SPEECH ONSTAGE

WASHINGTON, D.C.—The Supreme Court
has extended to theatrical productions
the same Fivst Amendment protection
enjoved by publications and movies. Rul-
ing on a Chattanooga municipal theater's
vefusal 1o pevnil  performances of the
musical “Haiy” in 1971 and 1972, the
Court held froe 1o Jour that unless a
local judge had aheady vuled such a
production obscene, such a vefusal con-
stituded " prior yestvaint under a sysiem
lacking in  constitutionally  vequired
nrnimal  procedural safeguavds.” Again,
hoicever, the Court did not isswe any
fuither guidelines on what constitutes
obscenity.

CLEAN LIVING

LOs ANGELES—However else one may
feel about it, dean living appears 1o be
gomd for health. Dy. James E. Enstrom
of UCLA studied 400,000 California
Movions and discovered that they have
30 peveent fewer cases of cancer (han
the avevage Amevican. Mormon doctrine
forbids the use of tobacco, aleohol, coflee,
tea and nonmedicinal drvugs and vecom-
mends a well-balanced dict, with empha-
sis on grains and fruits and a moderate
wse of meal. While many Mormons do
not stvictly obsevie Chureli teaching, Dr.
Enstvom noted that they tend to smoke
and drink about helf as much as the
general population.

DIRTY PICTURES

sacramENtTO—A local Baptist minister
leading a  county-wide anlismul  cam-
paign has threatened to lake photographs
of customers who patronize adult hoolk-
stoves. mooie Theaters and massage  fuir-
lovs. The Revevend James Willkins of
the Landmark Baptist Tabernacle said
the Church does not intend to employ the
photos “in any form of blackmail at all”
but expressed hope that newspapers and
television stations wonld use some of the
pictures. “If pornography is good and

wholesome and vight, then certainly [the
customers] would never care one bit if
they have their pictuves taken,” he de-
claved.  Distviet  Attorney  John  Price,
questioned aboul the legality of the plan.
said, “I wonld't brealk any laws that |
know of. but [the plotographer] might
get himself a monthful of fist.”

KLAN GOLS LIBERAL

The governing board of the National
Knights of the Ku Klux Klan has voled
to accept Roman Catholics and immi-
grants a5 members as long as they es-
pouse traditional Klan atittudes towayd

R\ :
Negroes, Jews and Communists. A Klan
official from Olo, explaining the new
policy, said, " The Klan has broadened its
wiew and aims i Amervica and has more
wnderstanding of the needs of the Ameri-
can peaple.”

NO SUBSIDY FOR SIN

CARSON 1TV, NeEvaba—The Nevada
Highway Patiol has issued a new regu-
latton prolubiiing its officers from taking
their patvol cars home if they've cohab-
iing with a woman to whom they ave not
marvicd. A department spokesman said,
“We don't say they can't live together,
but don’t use yowr patiol car to gel
theve”

MADNESS OF THE MONTH

parLLas—Dallas police are hoping that
guidelines from the city attorney will
groe them a cleavey idea of how to enforee
a strict new ovdinance against the public
display of nudity. The law prohibits the
pictonial display of human genitals or
bultocks, and one of is fisst effects wvas
to cause many magazine dealevs to pasie
censoving sivips of paper acvoss a News-
week cover that pictwred o Vietnamese
mother  cavrying a  mud- and  Dblood-
spatteved, pavtly nude baby. A local al-
torney commented, " The people and the
kids today have a hell of a lot more sense
than the jackasses in City Hall.”

masturbation. Supposedly, a man should
always be able 10 get a womim 10 go 1o
bed with him. and anv man who has
o resort to autoeroticism should he
shamed of himsell. Not much sluime
attaches o women's masturbating, prob-
ably  because we  don't expect horny
women 1o (rv to pick up men and. any-
way, we don’t suppose that women
masturbare that: much. These negative
views ol masturbation overlook the fact
that the act can be enjoyed simply for
its own sake. that it needn’t be thought
ol as a sccond-rate substitute for any-
thing else. Cheers for the letter writer
who proclaimed this; he deserves a great
big hand.

D. Crawford
Kansas City, Ka

About a year alter I was ninried. my
wile and I were cuddling ogether in
bed and ralking about sex. I 1old her
about all the masturbating 1'd done as
i horny weenager and she said she'd like
to sce me masturbate. A lesser man
might have been embirassed by such
an ddea, but 'm happy o say 1 didn't
hesitate ac all. 1 quickly pulled down
my pajamas, and just the idea of jack-
ing oft in front ol my wile was such a
twrn-on for me that T had an immediate
crection, While myv  wile watched. 1
rubbed and handled my penis just the
same way 've alwavs done it when alone.
Although T was excited. the distaction
ol being watched slowed down my or-
gasm somewlan My wile said the sight
ol my semen spurting our was beautitul,
At that point. she became so aroused
that as soon as I was ready o get it up
again, we made love, I think at the start
my wile was merely curious, and 1 in-
tended only to satiskv her curiosity. But
we discovered that maswurbating while

your partner watches can be a real
Lurn-on.
(Name withheld by request)
Atlanta, Georgia
GOOD VIBES

The man who wrote in the April
Playboy Forum about the joys, for a
marricd man, ol masturbating had a
point. I'd like 1o add that though mas-
wrbation is  generally  considered  a
solitary  vice, s great lun 1o watch
someone do it. Once. when my givliviend
wis particularly horny, | was unable 10
satisly her, even though I'd screwed her
twice and she'd had a number ol orgasms,
1 told her I just couldn’t get it up again,
whereupon she reached into a drawer ol
her night 1able and got out a vibrator.
the kind barbers use to massage vour
scalp. She applied it between her legs
lor a minute or two while 1 watched.
I'd never belore had the opportunity o
observe. at close range, a woman having
an orgasm—ihat s, without being  so
involved and excited myself that 1 didnt
notice anything. This tme, 1 was able
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With a little help from a friend
. . . you can host the perfect
party . .. from an intimate get-
together to a large convention.
It's like being a guest at your
own party! Whether business
or pleasure, a little help from
your Playboy Club can help
you make a big impression.
Call the friendly Catering
Manager at any Playboy Club,
Playboy Hotel or Playboy Club-
Hotel today. Or write to Marilyn
Smith, Vice-President, Director
of Merchandising, Playboy
Clubs International, Depart-
ment 09324, Playboy Center,
919 N. Michigan Avenue, Chi-
cago, lllinois 60611.

little help
from a
friend

share
with
the
one
you
love...

the luxury of SATIN SHEETS

Experience the intimate, inviting elegance of satin!
MACHINE WASHABLE! 225 thread count with 150
denier thread in Black, Red, White, Royal Blue, Avocado
Green, Sunfiower, Plum Purple, Tangerme, Bronze, Gold,
Silver. Our low price includes: 1 fitted bottom sheet. 1
siraight top sheet, 2 pillowcases . . . others don't.
Twin Set 519.50 Queen Set
Full (doubl. bed) 52050 KingSet

3 letter monogram on 2 cases - $2.50

$23.50
527.50

MName
Address
City
Siate Zp
Charge: 1o my

[ BankAmencard T Mastercharge
Amencan Express

Cardno
Expiration date
Signature

Send check of money order or use your credit card

We pay postage » Relail Sates 10-4 Mon thru Fri

Royal Creationg, Ld.

Dept. (5] 230 Fifth Ave. New York, N. Y. 10001

to sce things such as the increasing
rigidity ol her muscles, the flush that
spread over her shoulders and breasts.
her agonized facial expression. Guess
what> By the time she came. 1 had that
hard-on I thought 1 just couldn’t produce
and I was wild for another screw. For-
tunately. she had enough juice lelt to
take me on,

(Name withheld by request)

Canwon, Ohio

DOWN IN FLAMES
The fad of sweaking, having peaked
last year, has now all but disappeared.
Even so, I leel the need to come forward
with some historical informanon: Run-
ning amuck with one’s dingle dangling is
now accepted as streaking, but it's not
the original design. Streaking originated
in Lakewood, California, in 1968. A fig.
ure dressed only in World War One fly-
ing goggles and a cipe was occasionally
to be seen leaping in darkness [rom ga-
rage rool to garage rool with a length of
flaming toilet paper (six feet of four-ply.
saturated with lighter fluid) fapping from
his rectum. After several months, these
stums came o an end when the streaker
was startled by police who had been sum-
moned by an ivate neighbor. Blinded by
their spotlighis. he fell between garages
and  landed asuride a sawhorse.  His
thrashing set fire 10 a pile of dry grass, a
garage and his own pubic hair. He re-
tired. Swreaking became a memory until
its revival in its new and simplified form.
I liked the old way better.
Alichael Wresch
Long Beach, California

KENT STATE LAWSUITS
Peter Davies makes a mistake in crit-
cizing the acquittal of Ohio National
Guardsmen accused of depriving Kent
State students of their civil rights by kill-
ing or wounding them (The Playboy
Forum, Aprili. He writes that the verdict
“exposed to us all the absence of any
meaningful Federal law to protect our
civil rights.” However, all is not as bleak
as Davies would have us believe. There is
another statute that provides for a civil
action for the deprivation ol one’s civil
rights by another person under color of
stiate Law. As with a personal-injury suig,
intent need not be shown: indeed, some
courts have allowed recovery of damages
[or the negligent deprivation of another’s
civil rishis. I the delendant loses in a
civil rights action in civil court, the judge
or jury can assess nearly unlimited dam-
ages against him, When a person s se-
verely injured by a law-enforcement
ollicer without proper ciruse, it mry be
ol more benefit 1o the victim o receive
a large fimancial verdict in his favor
than 10 sce the ofhicer go to jail.
John Frands Brennan
Chicago. llinois
The next of kin of the Kent Stale vic-
tims have been secking civil restitution,

All the families of the victims filed suits
under Federal statutes against Ohio offi-
cials and National Guard officers and
men  during 1970 and 1971 Avthur
Krause also sued the State of Olio for
the wrongful death of his daughter. Alli-
son. All the suiis were dismissed in lower
courts. On appeal, only the Krause com-
plaint against the state sueceeded in win-
ning a veversal; but this, 1oo, lost oul in
Qhio’s supreme courl. Federal Appeals
Courts upheld these dismissals.

By 1973, these actions under the 1H1h
Amendment were consolidated into the
title “Krause vs. Rhodes™ (Rhodes being
the governor of Ohio at the time of the
Kent State Eillings). In April 1971, the
U.S. Supreme Court nnanimously re-
versed the lower Federal Courts’ deci-
stons and ordeved the case back to the
lower cowrls for inal. Total damages
sought amount to some 320,000,000. Con-
sequently, the families of the dead and
wounded. frre years after the shootings,
will at last have their day in courl.
There are some 50 defendants and the
trial is expected to last about six weeks.

The financial burden on the parvents
fas been oppressitve and a [fund-raising
drive is under way to help them (Kent
State Due Process of Law Fund, 100
Maryland  Awvenue, N.E., Washington,
D.C. 20002). For Rhodes, the genevals
and the others, money is no problem.
The State of Ohio appropriated an ini-
tial 8250000 for legal fees and expenses.
Compensation would be especially im-
portant to at least ifwo of the victims,
Dean Kahler, shot in the back and para-
Iyzed for life, and Joseph Leuwus, Jr., shot
twice—once while lyving wounded on the
ground—and permanenily maimed.

WEIRD IRRELEVANCE

I've been following the debate over the
Equal Rights Amendment and I must say
that those who oppose it are a great
mystery to me. ER.A. as I understand
it. would simply guarantee equal rights
under the law to women. The most im-
portant benefit. it seems to me. is that
emplovers couldn’t pay a woman less
thant a man for the same work. But the
people who are against it get sidetracked
into all sorts of weird irrelevancics. They
talk about women being drafted. Of
course, women could he drafted now il
Congress passed a law calling for it. and
probably they will be il, God forbid.
we should have another world war and
it should last more than six minutes.
E.R.As opponemts warn that men and
women nuay have to share toilets. Good
ariel! It might be appropriate o ask who
gives a shit? 1 have been sharing oilets
with women, and they with me. all my
lile. Some people worry that homosex-
uals will be allowed o marry. They al-
ready are. Two Colorado homosexual
couples. one male and one female, were
recently  granted  marriage  licenses. ]
say, il homosexuals are crazy enough 1o



want to marry when the rest of the world
is looking for ways to escape from mar-
riage, well. let 'em learn the hard way.

Even one of my heroes, lormer Senator
Sam Ervin of Watergate fame, has come
out against ER.A., calling it “this evil
measure.” As lar as I can make out, he
has three arguments against it: First,
that we den’t need any new laws to pro-
hibit discrimination against women. Sec-
ond, that women really are different from
men and should be treated dilferently be-
cause of this. Third, that E.R.A. will give
Congress too much regulatory power over
matters that have hitherto been left to
the states. such as property rights. cus-
tody of children and divorce. Well. the
first two points, it seems 10 me. cancel
cach other out. As for the third. T realize
that there is no guarantee that the Federal
Government might not he even more op-
l)l'(_'Sﬁl-\'L’ [Il:ll] (lll?' state g‘)\'(_'l'llﬂ'l(fl". !)l“
that is no excuse for perpetuating op
pressiveness at the state level.

I frankly doubt whether the vahoos
who are fighting E.R.A. share Ervin’s
intelligent concerns about unnecessary
lawmaking and excessive Federal power.
Most of them are just people who auto-
matically oppose progress out ol malice
and ignorance and  will believe anv
farfetched argument that supports them.

John Murphy
Chicago, Ilinois

THE MAD MINISTERS OF SACRAMENTO

California’s capital is infested with
types who should have become extinct
with Tyrannosaurus rex. According to
The Sacramento Bee, the appointment
of a Buddhist cdergyman, the Reverend
Shoko Masunaga, as chaplain ol the Cali-
fornia state senate has inflamed the fury
of a Baptist minisier, the Reverend Jack
Johnson. Reverend Jack says he opposcs
the Reverend Shoko “because he is an
atheist. or at best a polytheist.” Now,
you and [ might hesitate to attack an-
other man's religion untl we at least
found out whether he believes in no god
or in many gods, but the Reverend Jack
doesn’t let his ignorance inhibit his self-
assurince. Of those who support the
Reverend Shoko's appointment, the Rev-
crend Jack says with deadly deductive
precision. “They want to get real emo-
tional and they accuse me of heing
narrow and bigoted, but the [act is thae
logic is logic.” So there.

I'm not sure that we should have
senatorial chaplains at all in a nation
where church and state are allegedly
separate, but the First Amendment seems
to make it clear that if profane legislators
are supposed to have a spiritual adjunct.
it is a no-no to prefer one religion over
another. The Reverend Jack seems to be
operating within the legal framework ol
the Dark Ages, when the Christian clergy
were able to kill ofl practitioners of other
religions with impuniry.

Meanwhile, another Baptist minister

Rees—Believe It or Not/
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“Playboy Forum’ Case History

THREE SMALL CRIMES, ONE LIFE SENTENCE

The Playboy Forum regularly publishes letters from prison-
ers protesting certain laws, law-enforcement policies or weak-
nesses in our criminal-justice system. Many of these protests
are justified, particularly in marijuana cases. and when possible
we try to help through the Playboy Foundation. Sometimes we
encounter an unusual case, where the injustice is obvious
but where neither legislative reform nor our judicial system
scems o alford a remedy. Consider the predicament of Tom
Mistrot, number 2263341 at the Texas state penitentiary:

In 1968, I was sentenced to life imprisonment as a habit-
ual offender. I had been convicted ol three crimes; the first
two, committed at the ages of I8 and 20, were stealing
coins from a Coke machine and a cigarette machine. The
third occurred in Dallas in 1968, when 1 was convicted of
selling 1.876 grams of marijuana to two undercover agents.

On the first two occasions, I pleaded guilty and ser ved
three years altogether, But in the third instance, | insisted
on a jury trial, because I considered mysell innocent, or at
least @ victim ol entrapment. A hippie I had met in down-
town Dallas persuaded me to act as go-between in the sale
of some fake acid, and [ [oolishly went along because 1
wis broke and preuy desperate. 1 sold 38 tablets ol Bayer
aspirin, with the markings scraped off, as LSD to a couple
ol big, bearded, beaded long-hans for 586.

Next thing I knew, I was sitting in the back seat ol a car
bewtween the two, with a third man at the wheel. 1 was
scared out of my wits: they looked tough and kept talking
about how burn artists sometimes end up dead. One cleaned
his fingernails with a knife. 1T promised I'd refund their
money in full, but all I could raise Irom two [riends was
340 in cash, and one ol them threw in a plastic bag con-
1aining about five joints” worth of grass. 1 gave this 1o my
dissatished customers, promising the balance of the money
as soon as I could get it. The men turned out o be
undercover agents and 1 was busted [or selling them the
pot for $16.

At that time, the Texas drug law classified just about
anything as a sale and Dallas juries just didn’t acquit ex-
cons in drug cases. Because this and my two previous con-
victions were then [elonies under Texas law, and because
I had refused 1o plead guilty and 1ake ten years, the DLAL
prosecuted me as a habitual oftender. My convictuon G-
ried a mandatory lile sentence,

1 realize that I've got nobody to blame but myself, and
I wouldn't be telling my troubles to pLavBoy except that
I saw—or thought I saw—Ilight at the end ol the tunnel.
In 1973, the Texas legislature reduced coin-machine bur-
glary to a misdemeanor (it's not exactly like bank robbery
or murder, alter ally and reformed the drug law in such a
way that my olfense would now be a misdemeanor also.
Since then, I have been wying desperately to get my sen-
tence reconsidered, with no success whatever. The parole
board. trial officials and state officials all give me the old
runaround. About the only thing dillerent for me is
that now I'm serving life for three misdemeanors instead
ol lelonies.

Thomas Francis Mistrot
Huuntsville, Texas
We decided to investigate this case in depth, because we
found it hard 1o believe that two coin-machine capers and a
questionable marijuana offense would be parlayed into a life

sentence or that the sentence would stand despite legislative
reforms. Frankly, we expected to find out that Mistrot's story
was incomplete—that he had neglecied to mention a long string
of other arrcsts, for example, or was a locally prominent heroin
dealer who just happened to get nailed on a technicality.

In fact, his story was incomplete, but not in the ways we
anticipated. We learned that Mistrot (he pronounces it mis
tro) has no family: he was either abandoned by his mother
or taken from her and raised in a state orphanage in San
Antonio, Childhood polio left him with damaged jaw muscles
and a speech defect. About the age ol seven, he was adopt-
ed by a middle-aged Dallas couple, who later put him in
a state boys’ home. From there, Mistrot graduated to a juvenile
correctional institution, which released him at the age of 16.
IFriendless and uneducated. he wried o go it alone, working on
Gulf Coast shrimp boats and as a short-order cook, and rip-
ping ofl coin machines when he could not find jobs. He had
been out ol prison only three months when arrested in Dallas
on the marijuana charge.

Mistrot was tried as a habitual offender mainly becuse the
threat ol a lile sentence persuades most such defendants to
plead guilty, thereby expediting justice. It was only Mis-
trot’s ignorance of the law and of Dallas attitudes toward dope
and hippies in 1968 that led him to gamble on a jury trial. As
his cowt-appointed attorney put it: “He was basically a good
kid, but he was stubborn as hell and vou couldn’t tell him a
thing when he thought he was rvight. He didn’t stand a2 chance
with that jury. He has a speech impediment. has 1o talk sort of
out of the side of his mouth, and it sounded like he was trying
to talk 1ough.” As one jury member put it: "It was a narcotics
case, and all T remember is that he was just a no-good kid. He
had a criminal record. You let guys like that go, the first thing
they do s wrn around and kill somebody.” Mistrot’s one-
time jailer, now chiel of police in a Dallas suburb. said: “He
was a real ]nm:ly kid, desperate for friendship, who didn’t really
understand what was happening. When he was wansfeirred 10
Hunisville, I sent him a few dollars’ spending money.”

From our interviews with a dozen people connected with the
Mistrot case and with Mistrot himself (a pLavsoy editor and a
San Antonio atiorney, Gerald Goldstein, were the first visitors
he'd ever had in prison), we put together a melancholy picture
ol a young man who has had Iew chances in life and has gen-
crally made the worst of them. He doesu’t give any sophisticat-
ed explanations for his misspent youth: “"Thinking back, I
guess 1 was both immature and stupid. 1 was pretty proud of
mysell that 1 could spring locks without messing up the ma-
chine. like some guys did. It didn't scem so bad at the time.”

Mistrot’s ariminal history—two coin-anachine rip-offs and
some grass—inakes him something less than a menace o society,
nor has he ever been arrested lor or suspected of other erimes.
Under the law, however, he is serving a life sentence not for
any specific offense but lor three felony convictions, which
is a totally dilferent ball game. Three strikes and you're 1n
lor lile. no matter if the rules change later.

On Mistrot's behalf, we have contacted a number of individ-
uals, state agencies and officials. Senator Oscar Mauzy of Dallas
and Representative Ronald Earle of Austin are investigating
the case and are now in contact with the Texas Board ol Par-
dons and Paroles, Governor Dolph Briscoe and Judge James
B. Zimmerman, who presided at Mistrot's trial in 1968. We will
report their responses in [uture issues.




ol kindred intellectual auvainments, the
Reverend James Wilkins, is photograph-
ing the customers ol porno movie houses
in an atempt o embarrass and harass
them (see this month's Forum Newsfront).
The Reverend James describes this, with
Nixonian military grandiosity, as “wag-
ing 2 war against smut.” What the hell is
he going to do with all those photos when
he has a collection of, say, several thou-
sand? Donate them to the J. Edgar
Hoover Memorial Sexual Blackmail Col-
lection in Washington?
Whatever gods may be, please preserve

us all from the wrath of the Christians.

Robert Fleming

San Francisco, California

LIVE FREE OR ELSE

Several vears ago, Manchester New
Hampshire Union Leader publisher
William Loch pressured state  ofhcals
into adopting “Live free or die” as the
state’s motto. The slogan replaced the
word scexic on license plates. This an-
noys people who feel the change is
motivated by a right-wing viewpoint
they don’t necessarily agree with. Noth-
ing more dramatically exposes the hy-
pocrisy of the motto than the case of
one resident, George Maynard: He has
gone to jail for relusing to display it

Believing that having the slogan on
his license plates denies him freedom of
speech. Maynard taped over the motto.
Police repeatedly arrested him and con-
fiscated the plates on both of his family
cars. When he was fined $75 for misuse
of license plates, Maynard refused to pay
for something that violates his convic
tions, and he was sentenced to 15 days
in jail.

He and his wife now are wying to get
commercial plaes, which don’t cairy the
olfending mouo. “II we're not able w0
purchase commercial plates.” he says,
“the sune of New Hampshire will be
forcing us 1o get out of the state, beciuse
we ne ul our crs to work.”

This is [reedom?

Michael L. Harris
North Chichester, New Hampshire

SWEDEN UNMASKED

I'll bet you thought Sweden was a nice,
neutral nation without imperialistic am-
bitions. And if you've been listening to
the John Birch Society and its fellow
wravelers, vou may think sex education is
a Communist device to break down our
moral fiber. Wrong on both counts. A
letier 1o the editor of the Lake Charles
(Louistana) American Press veveals that
the Swedes have not lost their Viking ag-
aressiveness: they've just hecome more
devious. Here are the key points:

Sex cducation is not the legiti-
mate teaching of human biology and
reproduction.  Sex education is a
Swedish import and a proved cultur-
al sickness. . . .

On April 29, 1964, the Sex Infor-

mation and Educational Council of
the Umnited States (SIECUS) was
formed o carry out the Swedish
plan. . ..

Once you get a school system to
say it needs some sex ed, that's all
they need. Make no compromise
with it or it will be throughout the
curriculum. , . . It is a Swedish im-
port, and it is a proven cultural
sickness,

There it is, lolks, the truth av laste:
Sex education is a Swedish plot.
Edwiard Thomas

New Orleans, Louisiana

SEX ED TAKES A BACK SEAT

After  describing how  a 35-year-old
woman introduced him  to  saewing
when he was 14, one of your readers
worries about how others may reiact 1o
his experience and expresses doubt that
“even in these enlightened times we're
aipable of thinking LILIUIIJII\ about
cross-generational  sex™  (The  Playboy
Forum, March). He's probably right. Bue
there’s a way to avoid the problems of
AMlay-December cherry picking: one gives
up his virginity in a way that doesn't of-
fend anybody because evervbody can
identify with it. 1 did it with a girl my
own age, who was a lot less dumb than [
was but just as horny.

I'll never forger it Niancy, whom I'd
uneventfully dated a few times, and I
were at a drive-in movie, where I was
utterly ignoring Gone with the Wind
and making out like a bandit. Right
away, | sensed something different abowt
this girl: she had a theretofore unen-
countered willingness to let me act out
some of my milder erotic lantasies, like
actually putting my hands inside her
blouse. Encouraged, and working up to

Irenzy that 1 knew would soou turn
me into a sex-maddened beast, I decided
to sece what would happen if T wied o0
touch her “down there,” at the holy of
holies. Casually, I let my busy hand
drop to her knee; stealthily, 1 began to
inch my way up under her skirt, trying
1o feign unawareness ol my own actions
but sweatily aware that all hell would
probably break loose when she finally
aiught on to my dastardly plan. Amaz-
ingly, she didn’t get hysierical or scream
rape; she just pulled away and asked me
to get her some popeorn. “Oh, no: please,
God, not now!” 1 quietly moaned. But
my mother’s lessons in chivalry were too
thoroughly ingrained to he ignored. A
date’s whim was my command, and so,
muttering to myself, T smmbled out
to the refreshment stand—desperately
thankful for the darkness that hid the
telltale bulge ac my aotch. When I re-
turned, Nancy said she didn’t want any
popcorn alter all. My old man hiad once
warned me that dames are unpredict-
ahle. but this one, T thought. was going
for a record. Then 1 found out what
shed been up 1o while 1 was running

errands: When I abruptly got back to
where we'd left off minutes before, 1 dis-
covered that her panties were gone. She'd
taken them off, for chrissake! Praise be to
God! I couldn't belicve my good fortune
at finding this sexual bonanza, and it was
only our tenth date. Then I became
terrified, as it slowly dawned on me that
this girl wasn't just fooling around-—she
actually wanted to do i, right there and
then, in the back scat of my old man’s
1959 Ford, while Atlanta burned. I¢'s one
thing o davdream, and wet-dream, about
finally putting it to some sexy creature
with long leps. blonde hair and a pair of
knockers that won't quit. But when she's
sitting right next 1o you. waiting for you
o show your stuff. it's like being on
. and when vou haven'y the
vaguest idea how 10 even begin, it gets
pretty humiliating. Fortunately, she had
read a few more dirty books than I had
(for a long time 1 was amazed to find
out how really dirty-minded givls were,
and are: while us guyvs were bragging
about exploits we never really dreamed
we'd ever have, those outwardly sweet.
innocent things were busily plotting ways
to make them happen—without feeling
guilty. of course). She was wet and slip-
pery and just guided me right in be-
tween her legs as she sat asiride me, after
which we humped lor all of 15 seconds
before I came in a huge gush. As love
nuiking, the experience was a complete
washout. As pure animal sex, 1 wasn't
all thar grear, either: bue it was plenry
good enough to let us both know thin
ed to ry it again. And again.
in. We did, in several different
locations, seasons, positions, etc.. and by
the time we graduated from high school,
we'd become a preuty good [ucking ream.
Then she went 10 her college, | went 1o
mine and, though we corresponded for
a while, we didn't see cach other any-
more. Buc I still remember ole Nancy as
the young lady who provided me with a
beuter, and certainly more enjovable.
cowrse in sex education than the sterile
stull our Kids are getting today.

I'm ured of hearing about how so-
phisticated and liberated and goddamn
healthy our attitudes toward sex are be
coming. I mean, health is fine in its
place, but now it's threatening to take all
the fun out of sex. Maybe it's time 10
put sex back in the guuter, or the back
weat, let Kids learn their own way and let
them have fun with it again.

(Name withheld by request)
Minneapolis, Minnesoti

“The Playboy Forum”  offevs  the
opportunily for an extended dialog be-
tween readers and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and issues related to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
correspondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 North Michi-
gan  Avenue, Chicago, Illinois ot6ll.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: F RANCIS F ORD COP P OLA

a candid conversation with the midas-touch director of “the godfather”

Loery year or so, the American movie
industry comes up with a talented
new young divector whose curvent flick is
hailed as the greatest piece of goods since
“The Birth of a Nation”; he usually finds
himself an overnight celebrity, the dar-
ling of TV talk shows and magazine pro-
fles. Few deserve such treatment and
coen fewer manage to swroive 6. The
latest of Hollywood’s directorial darlings
is a portly, bearded, fast-talking 36-year-
old dynamo named Francis Ford Coppola
(pronounced Cope-uli-lah), who made
headlines this year by being nominated
for frve Academy Awards—and winning
three of them. In the listory of the
awards, only the venerable Wall Disney
recetved more nominalions (six) in a
single year. Coppola was also named best
motion-picture divector of the year by
the Divectors’ Guild of America.

Unlike most of the other boy geniuses,
however, Coppola  might actually be
coery bit as talenied as the reviewers say
he 1s. His present eninence vesls lavgely
on having made “The Godfather Part
I an cven bigger avtistic sucecess than
the orviginal “Godfather,” which, in addi-
tion 1o grossing a staggering $285 000,000,
has  been  acclaimed by most  serious
movie critics heve and abroad as ihe
ureatest gangster picture ever made. For
the fust time in Hollywood Instory, a
sequel {o a tremendously successful mo-
Lion picture has suypassed the original in

“The idea of a sequel seemed horrible
to me. I used to joke that the only way
I'd do it swas if they'd let me film “Abbott
and Costello Meet the Godfathey'—that
would have been fun.”

critical estimation and is likely lo do the
same al the box office.

Just thyvee vyears ago, Coppola was
broke and so hittle in demand that he
was reportedly only fourth or fifth on
Paramount’s list of possible candidates to
diveet what the studio envisaged all along
as no more than a big-budget thyiller (o
be carved out of Mario Puzo’s sprawling
best seller, Since “The Godfather,” Cop-
pola has become the one person i the
mouvte industry more in demand than
Clint Lastwood. “If he took all the of-
fers now coming his way in any one
week,” a studio execulive recently saud,
“he'd have to work uninterruptedly for
the next 50 years and might get to be
rich enough io buy up Fort Knox.”

The wonder is not that Coppola is so
young to be in such a position bul that
it took Hollywood so long to find out
about lum. Francis vemembers his child-
lhood as an agitated sevies of crises, with
much shouting, passion and tears. His
father, Carmine, was a wirtnoso fluiist
who played with scveral leading orches-
tras, mcluding Arvtuvo Toscanini's cele-
brated NBC  Symphony. Unable to
achicoe recognilion as a composer, he
moved the family back and forth across
the country in pursuit of his caveer,
which was finally capped with an Oscar
for the score of “Godfather 11" Francis'
older brother, August, a writer, was hand-
some, brilliant and popular scith givis;

“America was absolutely vipe for the
Mafia. Everyihing the Mafia believed in
was here. In fact, the corporate -
losoply that built some of our biggest
industyies was a Mafia philosoply.”

his sister, Talia, an actress (she played
Connie, Michael Corleone’s sister in both
“Godfjathers”), was the baby of the fam-
ily. Francis retreated for a while into a
fantasy world in wehich, for hours on
end, he played with puppets, watched
TV and read comic bools.

He aspived to playwrighting bui quick-
ly changed his mind when he sawe his
first Eisenstern film, “Ten Days That
Shook the World,” at the age of 17. “On
Monday I was in theatey,” Coppola has
sard, “and on Tuesday I wanted o be a
film maker.”

At UCLA's film school, Coppola won
the Samuel Goldiwyn writing award and
al 22 he landed a job as a staff writer
with Seven Avts, a major production
company, where he divecled a low-budeet
horror picture for producer Roger Cor-
man. Coppola’s  masier's-thesis — film,
“Yowre a Big Boy Now,” a knockabout
favee swith a vock scorve. brought him to
the aitention of Warner Bros., which
signed him 1o divect a musical, “Finian’s
Raimbow.” It flopped. Mostly on his
own, Coppola put together “The Rain
People,” a film he wrole and divected
about a pregnant woman swho leaves hey
husband, despite the fact that she loves
him, because she doesn’t want to be
marvied anymore. The movie antedated
women’s lib and is now considered to
have been ahead of its peviod, a polite
way of saying that it didn’t make much

CARL IRI
“As I video-taped him, Brando reached
for some Kleenex. ‘T want to be like bull-
daog,” he mumbled, and stuffed wads of it
mto his mouth. T walched this 17-year-
old man turn into an aging Mafra chief.”
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money. But by that time. Coppola had
also co-authored the screenplay of “Pat-
ton,” for which he won an Oscar. He
was bavely 28 and the odds were he'd
make it big, if he just stuck around long
enough.

By 1969, however, Coppola had had
enough of Hollywood’s chaotic financing
methods. antiquated  production  tech-
niques and vigidly entrenched craft un-
ions. He talked Warney's into letting him
set uwp s own production company,
American Zoctrope, and moved to San
Francisco, wheve he proposed to turn ont
high-quality. low-budget features. The
company’s first project, “THX 1138 a
futuristic seript directed by his friend
George Lucas that has since hecome a
cudl classic, all but sank 1t. Warnev's can-
celed its  contract, leaving Coppola
stranded under a mountain of debts,
from which he quid:ljv extricated himself
with “The Godfather,” followed not only
by “Godfather 1I” but by its rival for
best-picturve honovs in the 1974 Oscars
compeltition, “ The Conversation.”

Today, Coppola’s only worry is de-
culing what 1o do nexi. He has enough
money to indulge himself and he has a
number of projects that have been sil-
ting on his desk and oy maturing in his
head for years. In addition to Lucas,
whom he prodded into writing and di-
recling the enormonsly successful “ Amey-
wcan Graffiti”—uwhich he produced afier
the script had been vejected by 11 stu-
dios—Coppola has gatheved around him
in Sun Francisco a small army of young,
supremely talented individualists. They
swarm in and out of the Coppola Com-
pany  headquarters, an old eighi-story
San Francisco office building that Cop-
pola is restoring. Coppola listens to cv-
eryone and overlooks nothing.

Some people feel this may be his un-
doing as an artist. Coppola willingly
delegates authority and listens to advice,
but he clearly feels capable of undertak-
ing just about anything intevesting that
comes his way. He has also set up his
own distvibution company. has acquired
a small legitimate theater, where he plans
to produce and direct his own plays as
well as those of others, is wheeling and
dealing in veal estate and publishes a
biweekly magazine called City that aspires
to do for the San Francisco region some-
thing of what New York does for its
area. He enjoys a warm home life
with his artist wife, Eleanor, and their
three small children, as well as an active
social one with a wide civele of friends
and cronies whom he calls “the family.”
Tao find out more about this artisi-
mogul, rravsoy assigned contribuior
William Murray 1o tvack him down on
his home grounds and interview Iim.
Muvvay veports:

“Gelling to see Francis Ford Coppola
these days is about as difficult as setting
up a téte-d-téte with the Godfather
himself. Il took weeks and dozens of

long-distance phone calls, filteved through
the usual guard screen of secvelavies
and superefficient business managers, be-
fore a meeting was finally arranged.

“I fimally caught up with Coppola
al lus house, a light-blue, twrn-of-the-
century, 28-room mansion with a mag-
ntficent view of the Golden Gale Bridgze.
The huge rooms are stocked with gadgets,
including an old jukebox, a player srand
piano. hi-fi equipment and a  fully
equipped projection room. It was exactly
the sort of palazzo I'd have envisioned
for a self-exiled Hollywood tycoon, but
I hadn’t been in the place more than 20
minules before I realized that, far from
being a self-advertisement for power and
success, everything in the house veflected
the highly personal, even eccenlric lasies
of Francis or Elcanor Coppola.

“The first thing Coppola did was to
make me a cappuccino on his oun es-
presso machine, imported from Turin.
We sat and sipped coffee. Everything was
mouving at such a leisurely pace that 1
couldn’t imagine at fost how I'd ever be
able to get a real conversation wunder
way with him,

“I needn’t have worried. The minute
I switched on my tape recorder, Coppola
came to life. This was work. First. he
corvecled the position of the machine.
then he fiddled with the volume and
tone controls till he had them set to his
satisfaction. Finally, he allowed me to
question him. All you have (o do with
Coppola is get him going. After that, the
problem is slowing him down, much less
stopping him: I got the fecling he could
have been a tremendous politician or an
eloguent preacher. We talked for several
howrs that first day. then continued the
next fwo days al his office.

“Our final session was held al  his
home. Coppola. wearing an Avab caftan
that failed to conceal his bulk, usheved
me into one of the Bay Area’s largest
back yards. wheve a Moorish-style pool
is heated to body temperature. He leaped
into the waler and for the next five
minutes he moaned—very loudly. TWhat
if the neighbors complain? he was asked.
‘A’s my pool! he answered. ‘and I'll
moan if I like Sipping a cup of espresso
while sianding in the water. he added:
V' know, I like this. It's my idea of real
decadence.”

“Back in the living room. Coppola,
Itis robe billowing about him, pirouctted.
gavolted and jigged withoul a trace of
self-consciousness to a record of carnival
music that he'd brought back from Rio,
where he'd gone to unwind for a couple
of weeks. Then, I think, I saw the key
to Coppola: He throws himself com-
pletely into everything he does, whether
it’'s work or play. The man is a block of
pure energy, with the powers of concen-
tration of a leopard stalking prey. If any-
one can pull off what e proposes to do
to the film business, I'm convinced he

can and I came away hoping he'd
succeed.”

€oPPOLA: This is my last interview.
PLAYBOY: Why?

coPPOLA: I decided recently that cnough
is enough. Basically, there’'s only one story
I can tell and I've wold it. I think it’s time
I kind of go on my way out ol respect
for the public.

PLAYBOY: All right. let’s start with vour
recent Oscar haul for Godfather 11, How
did it feel to walk away with so many
awards?

COPPOLA: Two years ago, I went to the
Academy Awards ceremonies feeling blasc.
not caring. I thought Godfather I would
win most of the awards. but how im-
portant was the Oscwr, anvwav? Then it
became clear that Cabaret was running
away with the awards. and T suddenly
started wanting to win desperately. When
I didno't, I gor very depressed. T figured
I'd never make another film that would
win an Oscar: | was going 1o go olf amd
make small, personal films. the kind that
rarely win awards. [ had wanted 1o leave
a winner.

This vear. T thought Chinaiown would
clean up. I had two piaures nominated—
Godfather H and The Conversation
and I figured that would split my vote. |
was antrigued with the idea of Josing
twice after coming so dose, which
might be a record in isell. So when it all
happened. T was so elated T didn’t know
what to do. I never expected Best Picture.
I fele Godfather 1T was oo demanding,
too complex. But when it won, T felt the
members were telling me they appreci-
ated the fact that we'd tried 10 make a
film with integricy.

PLAYBOY: What did vou think when Bert
Schneider, the producer of the antiwar
documentary Hearts and Minds. vead a
telegram from a Viet Cong representative?
COPPOLA: Many people voted for Hearis
and Minds as best documentary. not be-
cause it was a great film—it wasn't,
particularly—but  becanse of what the
film And so when Schineider
cepted the award, it was certainly appro-
priate for him to comment on what the
film was saving. It wasn't as il they were
giving him an award as best tap dancer
only 1o have him turn around and give a
political speech. The academy was sanc
tioning that documentary, was rewarding
it for the message it conveyed. So his
statement was really a response 10 thar.
PLAYBOY: The ncident caused quite an
uproar. How did you personally fecel
abour ie?

COPPOLA: Imagine, in 1975, geuing a rele
gram lrom a so-called enemy extending
Iriendship to the American people. |
mean, after what we did 1o the Vietnam-
ese people, you'd think they wouldn't
forgive us for 300 years! Getting this
positive, human, optimistic message was
such a beautiful idea to me—it was over-
whelming. I the telegram had said, “You

said.




MG has a hundred proving grounds.
With names like Sebring, LeMans. Lime Rock.
Watkins Glen. Daytona and Brooklands.

From our first Gold Medal in the 1925 London-to-Land's End Trial to our latest SCCA victories,
MGs have been racing and winning for 50 years. The significance of this is strong
and simple, like MG itself. Because MGs are built with the idea that any production car may
well be asked to compete, every MG just naturally performs better in everyday driving.
For instance: you can get around a corner without direct rack and pinion steering,
but you'll get there quicker and more accurately if you have it. MGB's competition breeding
gives you this advantage and many others. Consider front disc brakes, 1798 cc
overhead valve engine, 4-speed all-synchromesh transmission and authentic
sports car suspension and balance and road-feel. (MGs took the SCCA title in their
class three years running. Such consistent success is not a matter of luck.)
Everything MG has learned in 50 years of successful competition on the
toughest tracks in the world is waiting for you at your MG dealer. Call, toll-free, for the
name of the dealer nearest you: (800) 447-4700, or, in lllinois, (800) 322-4400.

British Leyland Motors Inc. [samisn] Leonia. New Jersey 07605

[LEYLAND




PLAYBOY

56

Yankee dogs have been killing us for 30
years and now we've got you. so screw
you!" I wouldn’t have read it. But it
didn’t say that

As for the uproar caused by Frank
Sinatra’s reading the disclaimer express-
ing his and Bob Hope's reactions, well,
men at that point in their lives can't
understand  what a message like that
really means. They're not interested in
the wuth: they sull think all Commu-
nists are bad. less than human. When
people are against something, they don’t
even listen.

PLAYBOY: Your carcer as a director has
been made by the two Godfatlier movies,
e most of the critics seem 10 have rec-
ognized what vou were tryving to do with
them. but none has had a kind word
for the novel nor lor ns author. Mario
Puzo. The Newe Yorker's Pauline Kael, in
fact, calls the book wash. Could you have
made two fine movies out ol trash?
COPPOLA: When [ owas fust olfered the
project. 1 started 1o read the book and 1
got onlv ahout 50 pages o it I thought
it was a popular, sensational novel, prewy
cheap swall. T got 1o the part abow the
singer supposcdly modeled on Frank Sin-
awra and the girl Sonny Corleone liked
so much because her vagina was enor-
mous—remember that siufl in the book?
It never showed up in the movie. Any-
wav, I smid. "My God. what v this—
The Carpetbaggersz” So 1 stopped read-
ing it and said. “Forget it.”

Four or five months later, T was aguin
offered the opportmity 1o work on it
and by that time. I was in dire inancial
straits. with my own company in San
Francisco, so I read further. Then 1 got
into what the book is reallv about—the
story of the Fimilv, dus [acher i his
sons, and questions ol power and suc
cession—and 1 thought it was a terrilic
story, il vou could cut out all the other
stufl. T o dedided it could be not only a
successtul movie hur also a good movie.
I wanted 10 concentrate on the central
theme, and that's what I wied 1o do.

So the Fact is. it wasn’t a picce ol wash.
Like me, Mario went after the money at
first. He's veiv frank abowe thae Bue if
the two movies are strong. it's hecause of
what Maro originally put in his book
that was strong and valid. Marvie him-
sell. by the wav. doesn’t think The God-
father is his best book. but it's the only
one ol his novels that sold really well. 1
have great respect for Mario, He areated
the storv. he created the characrers. even
in Part 1. which I wrote more ol than
Part I. But all the kev elemems go back
to his book.

PLAYBOY: Did vou work wogether on the
sareenplays?

COPPOLA: Never. I would do the fust
dralt and send it to him and he would
make corrections and vewrite and change
anything he winted o and send it back
to me, and then I'd rework it agamn, and
it went back and forth. We work in

totally different ways. He's much lazier
than I am., which I think he’'d admit.
What we mainly have in common is that
we both like 1o play baccarat and shoot
dice. I like Mario very much.

PLAYBOY: Since vou weren't a f{amous
director at the time, why did Paramount
approach yvou about making the hlm?
COPPOLA: The book hadn't ver made an
impression. A lot of directors, including
Richard Brooks and Costa-Gavias, had
alveady turned it down. At that ume, |
had an interesting reputation as a direc-
tor who could make a hlm cconomically.
Ao, I was a writer and T wis Tal
50 1 seemed like an intelligent shoe.
PLAYBOY: Had you heard about The God-
father belove reading it and hating it
COPPOLA: Yos, i it's a strange story. One
Sunday alternoon. 1 was sitting around
my home in San Francisco, reading The
New York Times. and 1 saw an ad for
a new book. Couldn’t tell what it was
about from the book cover—it looked
Kind ol solenmm. I thought it might be an
intelleciual work by some new Tualian
author named Mario Puzo. so I clipped
the ad. T was just going to inquire abow
it. Right then, Peter Bart, a friend of
mine, came by with someone I'd never
met belore: Al Ruddy. who Luer became
producer of The Godfather but at that
time had nothing to do with the project.
We started walking and Peter mentioned
a book he'd just heard about: The God-
father. by Mario Puzo. He explained what
it was about. I had no interest in hlming
a best seller, so I said, "No kidding—TI just
noticed an ad lor i Ac that very
moment, the phone rang. It was Marlon
Brando. I'd contacted him 10 ask if 1
might send bv the script of The Conoer-
sation, which I'd writtenr with him in
mind. He was just calling 1o say, “Sure,
send the saipt over.”

That all happened in one afternoon.
Several months Liter, Al Ruddv  was
named producer ol The Godfather. 1 ve-
ceived my st oller to divect it and
AMalon Brando would shortly have the
lead. It still seems bizore 1o me that the
various clemems came together that day
m my home.

PLAYBOY: Once vou'd deaded to direct
the film, how did you get Brando lor the
title rolez?

COPPOLA: | must have mterviewed 2000
people. We video-taped every old Ialian
actor i exisience. But it becime ap
parent that the vole called for an actor
ol such magnetism, such charisina,  just
walking into a room had o be an event.
We conduded that il an TIalian actor
had gotten 1o be 70 vears old without
becoming Lamous on his own. he wouldn’t
have the atr of authority we needed.
Robert Evans, who was in charae ol
production at Paramount, wanted Carlo
Ponti, which was an interesting idea: Get
someone already important in life. dhac
sort of thinking. But we finally hzured
that what we had 1o do was hire the best

actor in the world. Tt was that simple. Tt
boiled down to Laurence Olivier or Mar-
lon Brando. who are the greatest actors
in the world. We went back and forth
on it, amdd I Ginally called Mario 10 ask
him. He told me that, ironically enough.
he'd been thinking ol Brando as the God-
[ather all along and had. in [act. writien
him a letter o that effeat over two years
before. Brando seemed oo young, even
to me. but sometimes when you go out
on a limb and connect with someone—
Mario. in this Gise—you sav, “It's God
signaling me.” So we narrowed it down 10
Brando. He had turned down the role in
The Conversation some months calier,
but alter he'd had a chance to vead The
Godfather, he called back and said he
wars interested. that he thought it was a
delicious  part—he  used that  word,
delicious.

PLAYBOY: Were the studio moguls pleased?
COPPOLA: Hcll. no. Ruddy liked Brando,
but he said flady that the studio heids
would never buy it. We got in touch with
Evans. pitched Brando and listened 1o
him vell av us lor being fools. By now,
the book was becoming more and more
successlul. and it was outs ripping me in
terms ol my potency as a divecror. Tt was
getting bigger than T was, And they were
starting to wonder if they hadn’t made
a Ing mistake 1 choosing me as the
director.

Time passed, the book got bigger, the
budget increased and T orefused 1o send
them any new  casting ideas. Besides
Brando. I already had v in my mind that
I wanted Al Pacino, Jimmy Caan. Bobby
Duvall. and so on. So a big mecting was
scheduled with Evans. Stanley Jaffe, who
wis then the young president ol the
stulio, and assorted Lowy

Hallwayv into the meeting. T made an-
other pitch for Brando. Jatle replied. and
these ave his exact words, " \s president
ol Paramount Pictures. T assure vou that
Marlon Bramdo will never appear in this
motion  picture  and,  Turthermore,  as
president of the company. I will no longer
allow vou 1o discuss 1. Boom. Final.
AMavbe from his point ol view, at that
time, it made sense. Paramount, hefore
Love Story. had made a number of flops.
And Brando's wack  record cven
worse. But | insisied thev hear me o,
and Evans pevsuaded  Jaffe 1o give me
fve minures. | stood up as if T were a
Liwver pleading Tor someone’s lile and
went thiough all the reasons 1 thouglu
only Brando could play the part. Aler
I'd hnished. I pracended o collapse in a
heap on the lloor.

So Jalfe hnally relenred, but he gave
me  certain conditions, the main  one
being that Brando take a sereen test. 1'd
woll. Now all I had to figure was how 10
get Murlon Brando o take a screen test.
PLAYBOY: How did vou:

COPPOLA: Well, you have to realize that
despite our telephone conversation. | was
still scared shitless of Brando. So 1 called

wis
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him and said I wanted to explore the
role with him. At which point he jumped
in and said he wasn’t entirely sure he
could play the role, and if he couldn’t, he
shouldn't, so why not get together and
try it out> Wonderful, 1 said, let’s video-
tape it. Fine, he said.

PLAYBOY: So he never really agreed to
take the screen test?

COPPOLA: No. But he's a fantastic guy, so
I'm sure if I'd been up front with him
and told him the spot I was in, he'd have
done it.

PLAYBOY: How did the non-screen test go?
COPPOLA: I pot a video recorder from some
friends and showed up at Brando’s house
the next morning with a photographer
and an Italian barber I'd already picked
for the role of Bonasera, the undertaker
in the film. I'd dressed him in a black
suit and asked him to memorize the
speech at the beginning of the movie,
where Bonasera asks the Godfather for
a favor. But I kept him outside. Brando
met us in his living room, wearing a
Japanese kimono, hair ued back in a
ponytail. I just started video-taping him.
He began to slide into character. He took
some shoe polish and put it in his hair.
His speech changed: “You t'ink I need a
mustache?” I was anxious to make an
intelligent comment, so I said, “Oh, yeah,
my Uncle Louis has a mustache.” He
dabbed on a phony mustache and, as 1
video-taped him, he reached for some
Kleenex. “I want 1o be like bulldog,”
he mumbled, and swifed wads of it into
his mouth. He kept talking to himsell,
mumbling, and finally said, I just wanna
improvise.” 1 told my guys to keep quiet;
I'd heard that noise bothers him. He
always wears earplugs when he’s working.

Then, without warning, 1 ushered in
my barber friend, who went up to Brando
and launched right into his speech.
Brando didn’t know what was going on
for a moment, but he listened and then
just started doing the scene. It was my
shot. The thing worked, I had it down on
tape, I'd waiched 47-year-old Marlon
Brando turn into this aging Mafia chief.
It was f[antastic.

Later, when I showed the tape to
Evans and Jafle, their reaction—and this
is where I give them credit—was instan-
taneous. They both said he was great.
PLAYBOY: How was it, working with
Brando?

COPPOLA: Well, we all wanted to impress
Brando with the fact that cach of us was
special in some way or other. Jimmy Caan
was always trying to make him laugh, Al
Pacino would be moody and try to im-
press him with his intensity, and when
Marlon would sit down to talk about
Indians or politics, Duvall would sit
behind him and do Brando imitations. 1
got along very well with Marlon. One of
the most affectionate, warm men I've
ever known. He'd come in late once in
a while, but he'd make up for it with

sg his sense ol hunor.

PLAYBOY: What's an example of his sense
of humor?

COPPOLA: Besides *“mooning” actors on
the set? Well, there's this scenc in God-
father I where they've brought Brando
home from the hospital, and the order-
lies are supposed to carry him up the
stairs in a stretcher. The actors couldn’t
manage it, so I asked a couple of muscle-
bound guys on the set—real physical-
fitness types—to do it. They bragged that
it would be no problem for them; so
while they were off being costumed and
made up, Brando got the other guys to
load the stretcher with 1000 pounds of
lead weights. So these two guys swagger
out, pick up the weighted strewcher with
Brando on it—and don’t let on that they
can hardly lift the thing. Well, about
four steps up, they both yell, “Jee-sus,
does he weigh a ton!” and they drop the
stretcher, which breaks up everybody on
the set. That sort of thing went on all
the time.

PLAYBOY: Was it all as much fun as thar?
COPPOLA: No, that’s hindsight. If you'd
checked with the crew while we were
filming, they'd have said The Godfather
was going to be the biggest disaster of all
time. The French Connection came out
while we were filming, and people who'd
seen the film and who saw the Godfather
rushes implied that our film was boring
by comparison. There were rumors that
I was going to be fired every day. I was
trying to save money during that time,
sacking out on Jimmy Caan’s couch. A
bad period for me. I couldn’t get to sleep
at night. When I did, I had nightmares
of seeing Elia Kazan walk onto the set,
come up to me and say, “Uh, Frandis, I've
been asked to. . . " But Marlon was a
great help. When I mentioned the threat-
ening noises, he told me he wouldn’t con-
tinue the picture if I got fired.

PLAYBOY: Were you given your head by
the studio, were you allowed to impro-
vise, or did you have to stick faithfully to
the script?

COPPOLA: | wisn't given my head, by any
means. A lot of the energy that went into
the film went into simply trying to con-
vince the people who held the power
to let me do the film my way. But there
was some spontancity. For instance,
Lenny Montana, who plays Luca Brasi,
the mafioso in the picture who calls on
the Godfather to thank him for being
invited to the wedding—that's belore he
gets his hand pinned to a bar with a
knile, of course—is mnot a proles
sional actor, and he was terrvified of
playing the scene with Brando. We shot
the scene a dozen times, but he froze on
every take and forgot his lines. We finally
gave up. Later, I wrote a new litlde scene
where he was at the party, belore his visit
to the Godfather, practicing his speech
perfectly over and over. We shot that and
kept one of the scenes with Brando where
Brasi froze, and it made the whole thing
work well with the context of the story.

As for Brando himself, what an im-
proviser! I told him at one point that I
didn’t really know how to shoot his final
scene, just before he dies. What could we
do to make his playing with his grandson
believable? He said, “Here’s how I play
with kids,” and took an orange peel, cut
it into pieces that looked like fangs and
slipped them into his mouth.

PLAYBOY: Orange peel along with the
Kleenex?

coppoLA: Right. And I thought, what a
ridiculous idea. Then suddenly I saw
it: Of course! The Godfather dies as a
monster! And once I'd scen him with the
orange-peel fangs, I knew I could never
shoot it any other way.

PLAYBOY: How about Pacino, who really
had the major role in both movies? How
was he cast?

COPPOLA: We were ready to go into pro-
duction before we found our Michael
Corleone. The studio guys wanted
Jimmy Caan to play him. I love Jimmy,
but I felt he’d be wrong tor Michael—
and perfect for Sonny. Other people
suggested Robert  Redford, Warren
Beatty, Jack Nicholson, Ryan O’Neal.
But all I could see was Al Pacino’s face
in that camera. I couldn’t get him out of
my head. Even when I read the book. I
kept sceing him as Michael. I nearly got
fired over insisting on him, but it worked
out in the end.

PLAYBOY: That's an understatement. After
The Godfather went on to unparalleled
success, what got you interested in doing
a sequel?

COPPOLA: Initially, the idea of a sequel
seemed horrible to me. It sounded like a
tacky spin-off, and I used to joke that
the only way I'd do it was if they'd let
me film Abbott and Costello Meet the
Godfather—that would have been fun.
Then 1 entertained some Russian film
executives who were visiting San Fran-
cisco and they asked me if 1 was going 1o
make The Godfather Part II. That was
the first time I heard the phrase used; I
guess you could say I stole the title [rom
the Russians.

In short, it seemed like such a ter-
rible idea that 1 began to be inrigued
by the thought of pulling it off. Simple as
that. Sometimes 1 sit around thinking I'd
like to get a job directing a TV soap
operi, just to sec il I could make it the
most wonderful thing of its kind ever
done. Or I imagine devoting mysell to
directing the plays of a cubscout troop
and having it be the most exciting
theater in the country. You know that
[eeling when something seems so out-
rageous. you just have to do it? That's
what happened to me.

Then after I started thinking about the
idea, when I considered that we'd have
most of the same actors, the scenes we
might be able 1o develop in depth, 1
started feeling it really might be some-
thing innovative.

PLAYBOY: Do you, like some critics, think
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Godfather IT is a beuer film than God
father I+

coppolA: The second film goes much
further than the first one. It's much more
ambitious and novelistic in its structure.
If you get off on the wrong foot with it,
1 can imagine that it would be like a
Chinese water torture to sit through it.
But it's a more subtle movie, with its
own heartbeat. And it was very tough on
some ol the actors, especially Al Pacino.
PLAYBOY: Is it true that you had to stop
shooting for two or three weeks when you
were on location in Santo Domingo be-
cause Pacino was exhausted?

COPPOLA: Yes. The role of Michael is a
very strange and dillicult one and it put
a terrific strain on him. It was like being
caught in a kind of vise. In the first pic
ture. he went from being a young. slightly
insecure, naive and brilliant young col-
lege stndent o becoming this horrible
Maha Killer. In Godfather 1, he's the
same  man from beginning 1o end—
working on a much more subtle level,
very rarely having a big climactic scene
where an actor can unload, like blowing
the spittle out of the tube of a trom
bone. The entire performance had 1o be
kind of vague and so understated that,
as an actor, you couldn’t really be sure
what yvou were doing. You had the re-
mendous  pressure  of not  knowing
whether your performance would have a
true. cumulative clfect, whether you were
creating @ monster or just being terrible.
The load on Al was terrific and it veally
ran him down physically.

PLAYBOY: You obviously had a lot more
contvol over Godfather 1 than Godfather
I didn’t you?

COPPOLA: Absolutely. T had to highe a lot
of wars the fust time around. In God-
father I 1 had no interference. Para-
mount backed me up n every decision.
The film was my baby and they left it
in my hands,

PLAYBOY: It would have heen stupid of
them not to. alier all the money the
first one made.

COPPOLA: But Parimount was fully aware
of some of the chances 1 was taking and
went along. I guess they had to, but they
did.

PLAYBOY: One of the most important areas
vou explore in Godfather I is the con-
nection between Mafia operations and
some of our legitimate big-business in-
terests. Are you saying that some corpo-
rations are no better and no worse than
organized crime?

COPPOLA: Right [rom the very beginning
it became clear, as 1 was doing my re-
search, that though the Mahia was a
Sicilian phenomenon, there was no way
it could really have flowered except in
the soil of America. America was abso-
Lmely ripe for the Mafia. Everything the
Mafia believed in and was set up to
handle—absolute  control.  the carving
out of territories, the rigging of prices
and the elimination of competition—

everything was here. In fact, the cor-
porate philosophy thin built some ol our
biggest industries and great personal for-
tunes was a Mafia philosophy. So when
those Italians arrived here, they [ound
themselves in the perfect place.

It became clear to me that there was a
wonderful parallel to be drawn, that the
carcer of Michael Corleone was the perlect
metaphor for the new land. Like Amer-
ica, Michael began as a clean. brilliant
young man endowed with incredible
resources and  believing in a human-
istic idealism. Like America. Michael was
the child of an older system, a child of
Ewrope. Like America, Michael was an
innocent who had tried 1o correct the
ills amnd injustices of his progenitors. But
then he got blood on his hands. He lied
to himsell and 10 others about what he
was doing and why. And so he became not
only the mirror image of what he'd come
from but worse. One of the reasons |
wanted to make Godfather 11 is that 1
wanted 1o take Michael to what 1 el
was the logical conclusion. He wins every
battle: his brilliance and his resources
enable him to defeat all his enemies. |
didn’t want Michael to die. I didn't want
Michael to be put into prison. 1 didn’t
wiant him to be assassinated by his rivals,
But, in a bigger sense, I also wanted o
destroy Michael. There’s no doubt that,
by the end ol this picture, Michael Cor-
leone, having beaten everyone, is sitting
there alone, a living corpse.

PLAYBOY: Is that your metaphor for Amer-
ica today?

copPoLA: Unlike America, Michael Gor-
leone is doomed. There’s no way that
man is ever going to change. I admit I
considered some upbeat touch at the end.
like having his son tarn against him to
indicate he wouldn’t follow in that tradi-
tion, but honesty—and Pacino—wouldn’t
let me do it. Michael is doomed. But [
don’t at all feel that America is doomed.
I thought it was healthy 1o make this
horrorstory statement—as a warning, if
you like—but, as a nation, we don't have
to go down that same road, and I don’t
think we will.

PLAYBOY: A number of critics feel that
you and others—including, perhaps.
rLAYBOY, with its serics on organized
crime—helped romanticize the Mafia in
America. How do vou respond to that?
coprpoLa: Well, first of all, the Maha was
romamticized in the book. And I was
filming that book. To do a film about
my rcal opinion of the Mafia would be
another thing altogether. But it's a mis-
take to think T was making a Alm about
the Maha. Godfather Part I is a romance
about a King with three sons. It is a film
about power. It could have been the
Kennedys. The whole idea of a family
living in a compound—that was all based
on Hyannisport. Remember, it wasn't a
documentary about Maha chiel Vito
Genovese. It was Marlon Brando with
Kleenex in his mouth.

PLAYBOY: Where do the films depart most
radically from the truth?

COPPOLA: Where you get into the mythic
aspects of the Godlather, the great father
who is honorable and will not do business
in drugs. The character was a synthesis
of Genovese and Joseph Profaci. but
Genovese ordered his soldiers not to deal
in drugs while he himself did just that
on the side; Profaci was dishonorable at
a lot of levels. The film Godlher would
never doublecross anyone, but the real
godfathers double-crossed people over and
Over.

PLAYBOY: Still, you won't deny that, what-
ever your intentions, Godfather I had
the effect of romanticizing the Mafia?
coppoLa: I felt T was making a harsh
statement about the Maha and power
at the end of Godfather I when Michael
murders all those people, then lies to
his wile and closes the door. But ob-
viously, many people didn’t get the point
I was making. And so il the statement 1
was trying to make was outhalanced by
the charismatic aspects of the characiers,
I felt Godfather 11 was an opportunity
to rectify that. The film is pretty rough.
The essence of Godfather I is all Mario
Puzo's creation, not mine. With Gaod-
father 11, which T had a greater part in
writing. I emerged a bit to comment on
the first film.

But the fact sull may be that people
like Marlon and Jimmy and Al oo much,
If you were taken inside Adolf Hitler's
home. went to his parties and heard his
storics. you'd probably have liked him. If
1 made a flm of Hitler and got some
charismatic actor to play him, people
would say T was wryving to make him a
good hum:an being. He wasn’t, of cowrse,
but the greatest evil on earth is done by
sane human beings who are miserable in
themselves. My point is that you can’t
make a movie about what it’s like inside
a Mafia [amily without their seeming to
be quite human.

PLAYBOY: What about those who say not
that the Maha is romanticized but that it
simply doesn’t exist?

coppoLA: When people say the Mafia
doesn't exist. in a way they're right. When
they savy it does exist, they're right, too.
You have to look at it with different eyes:
It’s not a secret Ttalian organization, as
it's porwrayed. The most powerlul man
in the Mafia at one time wasn’t Ttalian—
he was a Jew. Meyer Lansky became
powerful because he was the best at
forging their common interests—that’s
just good business practice.

PLAYBOY: Excepr that. as far as we know,
ATRT. hasn't killed anyone in pursuit
of its business.

COPPOLA: Who sivs? Who says?

PLAYBOY: Have you got something on
ATEL?

copPOLA: AT&T. 1 don't know about,
but L'TT. in Chile? I wouldn’t bet my
life that it hadn’t. And it’s not just busi-
ness. How about the Yablonski murders
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in that coal miners’ union? That was just
the union equivalent of a Mafia hit. How
about politics? Assassination ol a Presi-
dent is the quickest way to bring about
lasting and enormous social  change.
What's the difference between the United
States” putting a guy like Trujillo in
power so our companies can operate in
the Dominican Republic, and the Mafia's
handing the Boston territory to one of
its caposz Then, alter 20 years, cither guy
gets a litde uppity and cither organiza-
tion [eels Iree 1o knock him oft.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any stories to tell
about how the real Maha reacted to the
Godfather films?

COPPOLA: No.

PLAYBOY: And you wouldn't tell
had any?

COPPOLA: No, I would. But the fact is
I got some tervific advice Irom Mario
Puzo. He old me that. in his experience,
Mafia guys loved the glamor of show busi-
ness and that, il vou let them, they'd get
mvolved. So Mario wold me that I'd
probably be contacted and when T was,
I should refuse to open up to them. 1
shouldn’t take their phone number, 1
shouldn’t let them feel they eould visit
me. Because il there’s one thing about
them. it's that they respect that auitude.
Il you turm them off. they won't intrude
into your life. Al Ruddy. the producer.
was out having dinner with a lot of
them, but I wouldn’t participate in any
way whatsoever with them.

Funny thing is. I've never been very
interested in the Maha—even though
some important guys in the Mol have
the swme name as 1 do. “Trigeer Mike™
Coppola was one ol Vito Genovese's
licutenants, I think. Terrible man.
PLAYBOY: Any relation?

COPPOLA: You mean Uncle Mike? No, of
course not. Coppola is a common Jwlian
name.

PLAYBOY: One Hollywood person who has
been mentioned in connection with the
Maha is Frank Sinaoa. How are vour
relations with him, considering that most
people believe he was the model [or
Johnny Fomane, the singer-actor in The
Godfather?

COPPOLA: | met Sinatra several times be-
fore nlming stmed. They were very
friendly meetings. since 1 never liked the
idea ol exploiting a fictionalization of a
man, any man—and I told him so. T let
him know that T didn’t like that part of
the book and that I'd minimize it in the
film. Sinatra was very appreciative. Then
he wrned 10 me and said, “I'd like to
play the Godlather.”

PLAYBOY: 1lI'hat?

COPPOLA: It's true. He said. “Let’s you
and me buy this goddamned book and
make it ouwrselves.” I said, “Well, it
sounds great, but. ..."”

PLAYBOY: Didn’t Sinatra yell at Puzo
once when they met in a restanrant?
CcoPPOLA: That incident was caused by
some guy trving to make points with

il you

Sinatra by introducing the two of them
very provocatively. Puzo never meant to
embarrass him in person, and ke told me
he thought Sinawra behaved very under-
standably, considering the way they were
inroduced. But the fact remains that
Mario, who is a very fine writer, was
going broke with several good novels
out, so he set our o write the biggest
best seller in history. He was going to do
anything he had to in order to get oft
the merry-go-round. So he wrote the per-
fect commercial book. And exploiting
celebrities like Sinatra was something he
felt he had to do. In the film. the Sinatra
character plays a very small role. I'd
have cut it out alogether if I'd had the
]F')‘\'Ql'.

PLAYBOY: Godfather IT was supposedly cut
down from almost six hours. What did
we miss?

COPPOLA: My heart was really in the Liule
Italy sequences. in the old streets of
New York. the music. all that turn-ol-the-
century atmosphere. I had greau scenes in
the script that we couldn’t include in the
movie: There was one where Enrico Ca-
ruso showed up in the neighborhood and
sang Owver There to get guys to enlist lor
Warld War One: I had scenes of Italians
building the subways. of young Vito
courting his girl and joining his friends
for music and mandolins and wine. . | .
But it all got 100 long and oo expensive.
PLAYBOY: Have vou ever considered re-
cutting the movies into one giand film?
COPPOLA: It's an exciting thought, and
it's just what I plan 10 do. believe it or
not. In two years, I'm going 1o take both
pictures, look over all the outakes and
recut them any wav [ want to. into one
film. You don’t olten do that, because
there’s a certain inerua: Once a film is
done. it's done, and you tend not to want
to open things up again.

I've had an idea for a film I want to
make, which I'd cll Remake. I'd buy
a hlm—any flm—decide what T felt
about it, then recut it. maybe shoot some
things and make it into a whole new
work.

PLAYBOY: Some critics have charged that
in cunting Godfather [l vou gave the
picture a jerky, disjointed qu;llil}‘-.
COPPOLA: Ol theyv're [ull of baloney.
They think a movie has to be what the
List four movies were. There isn’t a
critic out there who knows what he's
talking about. There may be three. Most
are special-interest critics.

PLAYBOY: Mcaning?

COPPOLA: Meining that there’s a lot of
extortion and  blackmail practiced by
critics. A lot of them force the film
maker to participate in certain things
that accrue 1o the eritics’ advantage under
the implied threat of a bad review.,
PLAYBOY: Can you be move specilic?
COPPOLA: No. because of course I'm not
saying they're all that way. But suffice it
to say that il this soit ol exiortion con-
tinues, it may blow up in the biggest

scandal the field of criticism has known.
It's corrupt right down to the bouom.
And I'm speaking as one who has enjoyed
generally good favor from the critics.
PLAYBOY: Which aritics do you admire?
COPPOLA: Pauline Kael of The New
Yorker. When she writes about a film, she
does it in depth. When I make a bad
picture, I expect her to blast me higher
than a kite and I'll be grateful for that.
1 like Time’s Jay Cocks, who's a friend;
Steven Farber and rraysoy's Bruce Wil-
liamson, who have liked some of my films:
and Stanley Kaullmann of the New Re-
public. who often hasn't.

PLAYBOY: Your last three films, Godfather
I and I and The Conversation, have
been negative. Does that mean vou've
become more of a pessimist about life?
COPPOLA: Really. I'm not a negative per-
son. Just the opposite. Starting now, I'm
going 10 v 1o let the other side ol me be
more cvident in my movies. 1t's Tunny,
but I've noticed that very often film
makers reflect things in their movies that
are the opposite of what they really [eel.
I know some men whose films are highly
sexual but who lead very tame home lives.
PLAYBOY: Why, i both Godfather hilms.
are vour female dunacters so submissive
and acjuiescent?

CoPPOLA: That was how the women were
represented in the original book and.
from what 1 know. it was the role of
women in the Maha fabric. In God-
Jather Part II, T was interested in de-
veloping a more contemporary, political
view ol women in the person of his wile,
Kay., and in her symbolic statement of
power when she had her unborn son
killed.

PLAYBOY: Il Kay was such a liberated and
defiant woman. why did it wake her so
long 10 leave Michael when she was no
longer happy with him?

COPPOLA: It mav scem like a long time,
but actually thevire together only six or
seven vears. How many people do we
know who stay together unhappily for
15 vears or more belore they finally splitz
Also. during the Filties. there were a lot
of forces that tended to keep men and
women together way bevond the point
when they should have parted. Think of
how many husbands have kept their
wives and held their familics wogether by
promising that things would change just
as soon as they became vice-presidents or
had S100,000 in the bank or dosed the
big deal. I've strung my own wife along
[or 13 vears by telling her that as soon as
I was done with this or thar project. I'd
stop working so hard and we'd live a more
normal life. T mean, that's the classic
way husbands lie. Often the lies awren't
even intentional. And it's easy o siring
a woman along lor yeurs by doing exaaly
that. Michael lies to Kay in thar way and
she believes him at first—beciuse she
wants to believe him.

PLAYBOY: Why do people tend 1o get
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sucked in by their own lies? Do they just
scll out to the system?

coppOLA: Well, people like mysell, who
decide that it’s necessary to work within
a system in order to be able either to
change it or evenwually to go off on
their own to subsidize the kind of work
they believe in, inevitably become
changed by the process, il they go along
with it. I know a lot of bright young
writers and directors in Hollywood who
are very successful—some of them I gave
jobs to four or five years ago—and they're
making a lot of money: but theyre
no longer talking about the things they
used to talk about. Their conversation
now is all about deals, about what's going
to sell and what isn't. And they rave about
their new cars and their new S400.000
houses. They don’t even sec or hear the
changes in themselves. They've become
the very people they were criticizing three
years ago. Like Michael, they've become
their fathers.

PLAYBOY: You don't think the same thing
could happen to you?

COPPOLA: Surc. it could happen o me.
One of the reasons | live here and not in
Los Angeles is that I'm trving to keep
my bearings. I have nothing against Los
Angeles; it's a terrilic center of talent
right now, with the finest actors and
certainly the best musicians and top
people in every area, but there's always
been a kind of collective madness that
takes place in Hollywood, and it’s very
attractive and seductive, but you could
lose yoursell in it.

PLAYBOY: With the power and authority
you wield, do you find it hard to keep a
£rip on your ego?

coppola: Well, I'm 36 now, but I di-
rected my first play in 1956—which is
nearly 20 years ago—so I haven’t been
overwhelmed by power overnight. But
sure, everyone has that problem. Let me
give vou an example: Al Ruddy, who's a
nice guy but who’s more of a wheeler-
dealer than I am, used to walk onto the
Godfather set now and then o suggest
that an actor wear a hat for such and such
a scene. I'd say, “No, T already thought
this scene out, thanks, anyway.” And no
sooner would the semence be out of my
mouth than I'd think. fuck i, he's right,
the actor should be wearing a hat. But
I wouldn’t, or couldn’t, change it. If it
had been George Lucas or someone like
that, I'd have accepted the suggestion. But
there are some people vou can’t take
criticism from, perhaps because you feel
threatened.

PLAYBOY: How would vou feel threatened?
coPPOLA: The artist's worst fear is that
he'll be exposed as a sham. I've heard it
from actors, dirvectors, everyone. I re-
member hearing Peter Sellers say, “Some-
day they're going to uncover me and
realize I'm just a [ake.” Deep down,
we're all living with the noton that
our success is beyond our ability. In
the last couple of years, I've grown more

confident that I have ideas, that I can
solve problems. That's as much as I'll
give myself for now.
PLAYBOY: Do you ever feel uneasy about
the power you have 1o influence other
people’s minds through Glm—or in other
ways?
coppOLA: | had a thought about that, a
little fantasy that goes like this: I'm
getting to be an influential person in San
Francisco; what if I and five other power-
ful guvs with cigars got together in a
smoke-hlled room to decide who would
he the next mayor of San Francisco? We
do it because we're good guys and we
really want the city to be wonderful for
everybody. Then 1 thought, what's the
difference between five good guvs holding
that kind of power and hive bad guys?
Just good intentions. and intentions can
be corrupted. And it's not just, say, in the
political hield. Let me make a statement
about power: From now on, I'm deter-
mined to give tremendous thought to the
impact any project 1 undertake will have
on the public. It may sound wordy, it
may sound obvious, but very few flm
makers ever really do that,
PLAYBOY: Did vou think that way about
The Godfather?
COPPOLA: No. How could I7 I've spoken
about the crcumstances surrounding that
project. But il the picure seems to some
to be irresponsible because 1t celebrates
violence, that was never my intent. In
[act, 1there's very little actual violence in
the film. It occwrs very quickly. It's just
that the violence happens to characters
you like. If T were 1o roast 50 people alive
in The Towering Inferno, it would be
less horrible than shooting up a guy
vou've come to know and believe in. I
once saw a fisthght in a New York restaw
rant that was modest by movie standards.
But I'd never seen anvithing so frighten-
ing: they were real people.
PLAYBOY: How will this determination to
consider public impact affect vour next
hlm?
COPPOLA: My next project is going to be
delicate in that context. It's going to he
a blm about Vietnam, although it won’t
neeessarily be political—it will be about
war and the human soul. But it's dan-
gerous, hecause I'll be venturing into an
area that is laden with so many impli-
cations that il 1 select some aspecrs and
ignore others, I may he doing something
irresponsible. So I'll be thinking hard
abou it

Pcople are hungry for film now, suscep-
tible to it because it reaches them on an
emotional level. We're living in a time
when things are changing quickly: Zip,
there went the Catholic Church; zoom,
that was the traditional family unit you
just saw go by. People aren’t sure of what
they are feeling or what to believe in, so
film can be a very influential medium
now. Millions of people watched The
Godfather around the world, each person
spending three hours in a dark theater.

Imagine how valuable that time with
them is. It's priceless, and yet a film
maker has it. I think that’s an extraor-
dinary thing.

PLAYBOY: Do you feel that Hollywood
directors in the past have been irrespon-
sible in propagating stereotypes, in ex-
erting the wrong kind of influence over
the public?

COPPOLA: Perhaps to some exient, but
American hls have followed the stereo-
types, not set them. 1 read somewhere
recently that the American film was re-
sponsible for our view of what an In-
dian was. But it isn't. The American
film merely echoed and amplified the
image that alveady existed in the na-
tional consciousness. It reinforced at-
titudes people already had about Indians
when they first came here. The people
who write films and the people who di-
rect them have also been programmed.
That isn’t to say we shouldn’t have the
courage to wry 1o break the mold. but it
takes more courage and more originality
than most people have.

PLAYBOY: Isn't Hollywood much more
open to new ideas, new ways of doing
things than it used to be?

COPPOLA: Yes. but it's chaotic. There’s no
leadership, maybe because the country
itself has no leadership, either. Making
movies is a great, complex, writhing cap
game. No one is running anything and
the only priority is the one that’s become
uppermost in America today: o make
a profit.

PLAYBOY: When you started out in your
carcer, did you have 10 do work vou were
ashamed of, just 10 make a profi?
COPPOLA: Well, I've done some stuff that
hasn't worked out too well. But I never
took on anything with the attitude that it
was going to be terrible. Tt may have
turned out that way, but 1 thought 1t
was great while T was doing 1. 1 was
worried about certain films, though. I was
worried while I was making them that
things were going wrong and I didn’e
have the power to clumge them. During
the shooting ol Finian's Rainbow at Win-
ner's yemrs ago, I was Dbrought in to
divect a project that had already been
cast and structured. T was also working
in a big studio. in a methodology 1 didn’t
understand very well and over which 1
had no conuol. I'd express some doubts
about the way things were going. and the
people around me would say, “It's going
great.” I'll never get mysell caught in
that kind of sitvation again, bhecause 1
now swrround mysell with people whose
taste 1 respect and who have the right
to hit all the sour notes they want. We
had no sour notes on Finian’s Rainbow:
everyone kept saving how terrific every-
thing was all the time. They were
sincere, their maotives were pure. But
today I uy to work with people who
won't hesitate to say, “We're making a
mistake.” And if after thinking about it
I agree with them, we stop and make
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changes. The one good thing T'd say
about the old Hollywood, however
autocritic and  restrictive it may have
been, is that you really got opinions from
people who weren't afraid to give them
and you always knew where you stood.
PLAYBOY: You mean [rom men such as
Harry Cohn and Louis B. Mayer, the
men who used to run the studios?
COPPOLA: Yes, and Darryl Zanuck and
David Selznick and all the others. People
weren't alraid to back up their opinions.
Today cverything is very confused and
people kind ol float avound amorphously.
Nobody backs nup his hunches. There are
a handful of directors today who have
total authority and deserve it. And then
there are a lot of other directors who
really ought to be working with strong
producers and swong writers, but they
all think they're Stanley Kubrick. The
autenr theorv is fine, but 1o exercise it
vou have to qualily, and the only way
you cmn qualily is by having earned the
right 1o have control, by having turned
out i series ol really incredibly good
films. Some men have it and some men
don’t. 1 don't feel that one or two hits
or one or two beautiful films entitle any-
one to that much control. A lot of very
promising directors have been destroyed
by it. It's a big dilemma, ol course, be-
cause. unfortunately, the authority these
days is almost always shared with people
who have no husiness beig producers
and studio executives. With one or two
exceptions, there’s no one running the
studios who's qualified, either, so you
have a vacuum, and the director has to
fill 1e.

PLAYBOY: Then Hollywood today isn’t as
good a place o make movies as it was
when it was dominated by the big studios?
copPPOLA: There are maybe 10,000 of the
finest actors in the world living in Holly-
wood, and there are fine writers and all
kinds ol talented people, but it's a sad,
pent-up place. The actors are [rustrated;
they don’t leel they have anyplace o
work. When good actors say work, they
mean work that uses the best of their tal-
ent, that uses them [ully and creatively.
And the truth of the matter is that there is
nowhere to work that way these days. So
they become petulant, they become de-
pressed and they hate themselves for it
[ feel that the film business today, with
is tremendous potental to make profits,
with a huge new audience of people all
over the world who love to go to the
movies, should be providing not only a
product, something it can sell, but a
hospitable plice for arcative people to
work. Now, at a time when we stand on
the eve of incredible profits, to think
that no money. no percentage of any
money is being used 1o provide a really
stimulating place for actors and writers
and directors to work, that all the energy
is going into nothing but deal making,
well. that's incredible to me. L.A. ought
to be the acting and theater and film

capital of the world, but nothing is

happening.
PLAYBOY: Do you think vou can make
something  happen  with  yowr own
company?

coPPOLA: What I'm talking about can't
be accomplished by a little company like
mine. It would take a major company to
really grab this thing by the tail.
PLAYBOY: There are rumors thar you ac
tually were offered control of a major
studio.
COPPOLA: Really? Where'd you hear that?
PLAYBOY: From several people. Is it true?
COPPOLA: Let's say that T was approached
by certain people and there were dis
cussions, but that’s all. Look, I must be
honest with you. I've just finished a film
and I'm 36. I have a good luture in front
of me and I'm trying to figure out what's
the most exciting, positive way to go on
working in films, and 1aking over a
studio might have been a way. But as 1
see things now, that would take so much
energy that I'm not sure it’d be worth it.
I mean, il 1 were running a studio. it
might take me 100 B T.Us worth of
energy to bend something a quarter inch;
il T stay independent and use my own
resources, those 100 B.T.U.s could bend
something a loot. 1 think cvents can
make the decsion for you, though. IFf
someone were to come up to me and offer
me the most incredible film company in
history and say, Do what you want,
were behind vouw,” then I'd imerpret
that as a cosmic indication that T should
do it

But look: The average executive of a
movie studio may make S150,000 a year,
and have a corresponding power over
his company. As a film artist, I make
much, much more than that and. con-
sequently, have that much more power
over my company. I've already made a
million dollars for directing a film. So
what do T do—ask for a million and a
hallz Perhaps the wisest thing 1o do is to
use all my cnergies to make a film that
grosses some stupendous amount. then
go out and buy a major company and
change it from the top. But I don’t know.
As soon as you become that big, you get
absorbed.
PLAYBOY: You mean absorbed into a cor-
porate structure?
CcOPPOLA: Yes, and not just in the mov-
ic business. Traditionally, our greatest
heroes have been creators and inventors.
A hundred years ago. what we paraded
belore the world was something called
Yankee ingenuity. Every one of our
great  cartels  and  corporations  was
started by—that is, the original impulse
cime from—an Andrew Carnegic or a
Thomas Edison or a Henry Ford, guys
who used their inventive genius to create
something better. And we made the best
products in the world! And what those
men created evolved into cartels. with
their rules of property and profit. By the
Fortles, alter the United States had

demonstrated that the ulumate resule ol
this ingenuity was our emergence as the
most powerful nation in the world, we
were being run by huge, entrenched insti
tutions completely hostile 1o that kind
of inventiveness. Bv 1941, Henry Ford
couldn’t have built his cheap car. We
might have had a Henry Ford in the
Forties. His name was Preston Tucker.
Tucker designed a car that could be
built for a haction ol the kind of money
the major companies were spending on
their new models. It was a safe car, a
revolutionary car in terms of engineering,
and it was a beautilul car. In every way,
it was a much beter machine than the
stuff the major companies were offering,
the companies created by Ford and the
others. But Tucker was called a fraud
and he was destroyed. IT he were alive
today. he'd be hired by one of the major
car companies and his inventions would
be shelved or filtered out to the public
as the company deemed economically pru-
dent. Not to benefit the public but the
company, and only the company. I'm
going to make a hlm of Tucker's story
someday.
PLAYBOY: Manyv of the opinions you've
expressed to us, including this one, reflect
the antiestablishment views of the radi-
cal movement. Are you politically active?
COPPOLA: No. Politically, no one knows
what I am, incduding me. T have a lot of
very articulate, superradical friends who
criticize me lor living in a big, expensive
house: they apparently believe the world
would be a better place il I moved into
a shack. T notice, though, that, like me,
they send their children to private schools.
You see, 1 believe everybody should live
in a nice house. I also believe in public
education: until last year, I had my own
kids in public schools, but T decided I
wasn't going to sacrifice my children to
an egalitarian ideal. The public schools
in this city and all over the country are
bad. I refuse to make my children guinca
pigs to some social ideal, so I'm not going
to send them to our crappy schools any-
more. The whole school svstem has 1o be
changed in this country. Just believing
in certain things or giving your own
money away isn't going to change
anything.
PLAYBOY: What have vou done yourself ro
help bring about change?
coPpOLA: In a sellsacrificing, personal
way, probably nothing. Look, if someone
announced mnext vyear that everyone
should put all of his money in escrow and
that we'd elect a board of men and women
guided by the highest humanistic prin-
ciples to administer the money to build
homes and parks and educational cen-
ters for everyone. I'd do it in a minute.
A lot of people would. But il half of the
people in the world gave up their money
and hall didn’t, the givers would be ex-
ploited by the keepers. Wealth is the
only protection in a society that works
(continued on page 181)




“Cigar smokers have a lot of style.

I say it’s time somebody
got it all together for them. ’/J o -

I'm John Weitz, the men’s fashion
designer. I'm a cigar smoker.

When I first got the taste, I dont
even remember.

From my sports days. maybe.
Racing cars. Sailing boats.

The way cigars look, though. is
something I really like.

You dont just smoke a cigar, you
know. You wear it.

Tome, the time was right to get the
whole cigar “look” together.

That'’s what the Tueros people
thought, too. And they asked me to do
the job.

“We think many men are ready for
areally distinctive approach in a trim
looking cigar.” they said. I agreed.

“Lets tailor the shapes for today,
coordinate them with smart looking,
no-nonsense packaging and keep the
prices sensible; | said. s,

They agreed. :
The result is new
Capitan cigars.

In four good-looking sizes. (Named
No. 3, No. 5, No. 7, and No. 8. Like
I said, no nonsense.) All sensibly priced.
The tobacco experts tell me the
combination of mild imported filler

and rich tasting African Cameroon
wrapper is what gives Capitin its
distinctive flavor.

As for the Capitan pack and bands,
I tried to keep them simple. Smart.
Like a personal cigar case.

After all, you carry it. It ought to
say as much for you as it does for the
cigar. I think you'll like everything

about Capitdn if you try them.

Capitdn is making that easy. Buy
a five-pack and send in the five bands,
your name and address to Capitn,
Box 737B, Maple Plain, Minn. 55359.
You'll get back a free five-pack *

What this country needed was a
cigar with as much style as the guy
who smokes it. It’s here.

"Ofter enpires Seplember 30, 1975.

No. 7 shown actual size

Capitan
deTueros

You never looked so good in a cigar in your life.






e vaT7

the boss thought he had mastered all the hustles,
but the skmny kid had a few surprises of his own

fiction.
By GERALD GREEN

E!dora(_!o, ]ammed the” noz-
" zle into the hole and walked

MAFALDA, owner of the R &
M- Service Station, was show-
ing Johnny Guts how to find

. the leak in a radiator when

the “police car “pulled .up.

- The -green-and-white Ford
‘did not stop at the pumps

but parked’ with its motor

‘running it _the edge of Ma-

falda’s corner property.
. One of the cops-was sum-

- momnq Curtis Jefferson with .
e wagging pink finger. Jef-
- ferson, pumping  ghs into

= Filty “Gents: Frank’s - 1975

loose-limbed
prowl car. “They new,” he
s id to Fifty Cents Frank.

" Trank, - the local policy

banker and loan shark, did:
not look at the police. Fhey -

were from” out of the pre-

_cinet, not on his L}a\ roll, .md

of no concern to him.
-From the repair bay, Ma-

falda and Johnny.Guts could-
-see Jefferson, talking ‘to the .-
pplicc. -]ef[cr'son nu'(,lded his

; e N s ’,, '-
tLLuszunerI BY .CARL,CHAFUI-J

-

z # -
_,‘_._A_ ‘_.-o ; bt e ¥

toward . the

ebotny. hca-d- grinned like a

(‘lm\n, walked back to lhc‘

garage.

§ “Tll(.\' wants you, Mr M“t-

falda. Thm say you on the -

Churistmas list.”

“What ‘they wmt“" Mafal- .I o
© daasked. - .o -l

\Iafaldas lump), .-;;ampd 2

tato—ridged,

. face looked'like a rotten. po- ok
marked with’ -
black - ])lOll_h(_‘S, the skin a - =" °

dirtys gray brown. Hc was™

'-strugglme; t9 ‘r¢move " the
admtor -[w:n a 1973 knv;e;a_
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that had boiled over. Snot dribbled from
Malalda's squashed nose. Johnny Guts
had heard that Mafalda had been a wel-
terweight who quit before his brains
had gotten mashed. His wife’'s money
(her father had made a fortune collect-
ing waste oil from filling stations) had
set him up.

“Kid. you go tell "em I'm sick.”

“But they’ll see you're working, Mr.
Mafalda,” Johnny Guts said.

“Fuck do I care? You got a mouth-
picce. I heard you and Jefferson talking
all that moviesand-television shit. Go
on.”

“But I only been on the job three
days.”

“You be out on yer ass you don’t go
out. Tell "em I gave Easter, for the cap-
tain’s birthday party and Saint Patrick’s
fucking Day. T fill the caprain’s Chevy
free. 1 service all the sergeants’ cars. I'm
through payin’. Tell "em.”

Johnny Guis followed Jefferson into
the icy gray air, On the fourlane streert,
trucks and cars sped by. It was a busy
intersection.

Fifty Cents Frank was leaning on his
horn. “Fucksamatter you guys? What's
happenin'#”

“Scuse it. boss, heah ah comes,” Jeffer-
son said. He winked at Johnny. “Make
like vou stupid.”

Lean. roundshouldered, hands deep
in his blue coveralls, his blond, bony head
low, Johnuy Guts approached the police
Car.

There were two sergeants inside. The
cop at the window, who had wiggled his
finger, had a clipboard with a long yel-
low pad on his lap.

“We want Mafalda,” he said.

“He don’t feel good. He ast me to
ast you what you want.”

The sergeamts smiled ar each other—
flat, hard widenings of their mouths.
They did not smile the way ordinary
people did.

Fifty Cents Frank tipped Curtis Jel
ferson a dollar and blasted off the serv-
ice island.

“Tell Malalda he’s on the Christmas
list for forty bucks,” the cop with the
clipboard said.

“He says it's oo carly for Christmas,”
Johnny Guts stid. “Bein® it’s still Novemn-
ber. And he also said he give already for
Easter, the captain’s birthday and fuck-
ing Saint Parrick’s Day: i

A huge red hand left the dipboard
and grabbed the boy's collar. The cop
dragged Johnny to the window. Johnny's
eyes were covered with an unterrified
@ray film. He read the listings on the
cipboard. Wallacl's Dry Cleaner: $25.
Vital’'s Bar & Grll: §50. Kahn's Hard-
ware: $20. The list ran to the bottom of
the yellow sheet.

“Who are you, asshole?”

“John P. Guzzo, sir. I come to work
three days ago. I don’'t know mothin’,
officer.” He smiled. “They cill me

Johnny Guts. From when I went 1o
Mary Our Mother.”

“Loogan, you hear thatz” The cop
pulled the boy’s face close.

“I hear it, Healey, but I don’t believe
i."”

“Johnny Guts, huh®”

“From when 1 played free salety for
Mary Our Mother. My coach was Beans
Gagliardi. The famous NYU star.”

“Listen, Guzzo,” Oflicer Healey said.
“You aren’t no safety man, no Johnny
Guts, no graduate ol Mary Our Mother.
Know what you are?”

“I'm a gaspump jockey lor Ralph Ma-
[alda, sir.”

“You ain’t cven that. You're a scum-
bag.”

“Yes, sir.”

The sergeant at the wheel leaned
across the seat. “He ain’t even thar,
Healey. He's a little scumbag. Mafalda
ts the big scumbag.”

“You understand that, Guzzo?” He was
twisting Johnny's collar.

“I certny do, ofhicer.”

“Now,” Healey said, shilung the clip-
board, *you tell big scumbag Mafalda
that he's on the Christmas list for forty
bucks and we want it in threc days.”

“He'll understand,” Loogan said gently.
“Be a good kid, John. Smarten up.”

“It win't me, sir,” Johnny Guis said.
“If it was up to me, I'd certny want to
contribute. But, like you said, officer,
I'm just a gas jockey. I'll tell Mr.
Mafalda.”

Sergcant Healey shoved him away.
“You're Tuckin® A you will. We'll break
his chops il he don’t contribute.”

“Yex, sin

The pawrol car blasted away.

Curtis Jefferson spoke to Johnny Guis.
“They got this sergeants’ club, see? They
send pigs from another precinek, so's to
confuse the issue. Boss better cough up.”

Johnny reported the conversation to
Malalda, who was soldering a pin-point
hole in the radiator.

“They were sore, Mr. Malalda.”

“They don’t scare me. I'm a friend of
State Senator Mermelstein. I'm secin’
him tonight.”

“Maybe you should just give them the
[orty bucks. They said they'd break your
chops if you don't.”

“Mind your business. kid.” Mafalda
tested the hole 1o see that it was sealed.
The woman owning the Riviera was
siting in a diner around the corner,
waiting for the repairs. Returning from
the airport, her radiator had boiled over.
Malalda had towed the car in, showed
her the hole (“Pissin® hot water, lady™)
and had promised to repair it in a half
hour for S15.

“l know how to put it back in,”
Johnny Guis said. “Two clamps and
two bolis.”

“Put it back in?” Malalda asked. “It
aimn’t ready. Get the black spray can.™

He gave Malalda the can. In seconds,

the radiator was a shiny slick Dblack.
“Like brand-new,” Malalda said. “Now
put it back in, then get the broad.
Always spray first.”

Johnny Guis found the woman smok-
ing and sipping a third cup ol coffec. He
escorted her the half block to the R & M
Service Station. Malalda gave her a bill
for §85.42,

“So much?” she cied. She was stout.
Jewish and {rightened. She wore a fancy
checked coat with a fur collar.

“We hadda buy a rebuilt radiator and
replace the old one,” Mafalda said.

“You told me it was just a small hole
and it would cost filteen dollars.” Her
voice shivered. “All you had to do was
solder it. o stop the leak.”

“Lady. it was rotten allaway through.
Yer lucky I was able to find a rebuilt
radiator for a Riviera. Johnny, show
her.”

Johnny Guzzo opened the hood. The
newly sprayed black radiator gleamed
amid the dusty oil-stained engine.

“She won't leak again.” Mafalda said.

“"Why didn't you call me? T was just
around the corner, having coffee.”

“You wuz?” Mafalda asked. “I didn’t
know. You shoulda told us.”

“But I told um.” She pointed at
Johnny Guis. “Didn’t 1. young man?”

Mafalda’s eves vanished into the lumps
ol his face. “She tole you?”

Outside, Curtis Jefferson was giggling
and shaking his head. Johnny Guts,
sheeet. Little honkie would learn.

“Lady, you never told me where you
went,” Johnny Guts said. “We woulda
ast you il it was OK.”

“Young man, that is not very nice,”
she said. “That is unwoue.” She was
shaking. Her fat behind was wembling
inside the expensive coat and the fancy
suit. She was over 50, Johnny Guts
thought. He was sorry for her, but he
had 1o impress Mafalda.

“Lady, go ask anyone what a rebuilt
radiator for a Riviera costs,” Mafalda
said. “You're lucky, believe me. You got
credit cards?”

The lady's gloved hand went into her
bag. “Just a minute,” she said. “If that's
a new radiator, where is my old one?”

“They took it in wade,” Johnny Guts
said. “That's how it works, lady.”

Malalda squinted at him: Learning
fast. “That’s right. lady.” He reached into
his greasy overalls and brought out a
fake bill of sale. “Here's the proof. I paid
filtyseven  dollars, 1ax incduded, from
Apex Spare Parts. I had to send the kid
special for it. The rest is for labor and
taxes and hardware. You got off easy.”™

Frightened. the woman gave Mafalda
her Master Charge card. Johnny Guts
slammed the hood on the black radiator.

- - -

Later in the afternoon, when they were
pumping gas. Curtis Jefferson grinned
across the hoses at Johnny Guis. “Where

(continued on page 80)



“As you can see, ma’am, I died with more than just my boots on.”
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YOoU MAY have seen Laura Blears Ching
on TV several months ago, when

they held the finals of the women’s
Superstars competition at Rotonda,
Florida, in a sports complex built
especially for the event. Laura, a 24-
year-old Hawaiian whose specialty is
surfing—she happens to be, unofficially,
the world’s number-one professional
lady surfer, partly because she's the first
and (at this writing) the only one—
finished fifth in a field of 23, picking up
$2400 in prize money. In the semi-
finals, held a few weeks earlier in
Texas, she'd already won $2600—

and, according to Sports lllustrated,
dazzled the assembled multitudes with
her “soulfulness,” her “John Lennon
vocabulary” and her “alluring figure.”
~ Laura, who liked everything about

.
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Whenever someone holds another big surfing contest,
you can bet Laura will be in it—"It's my way of life,
and | love it”"—but she’s not convinced that sports need to
be so competitive: “We're always trying to find
out who's best, but in o way, everyone is a superstar.”
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Being on othlete, Laure maintains, doesn’t make her
a freak: “People keep apalogizing to me for their lack
of athletic ability. Well, | don't look ot a guy and
say ta myself, ‘l wander about his othletic abilityl’ **

the Superstars except flying
back and forth (“Being on

a plane is a real drag, man—it
makes you want to just nod
out; but you can't”), expects
Lo compete again next
year—and to do even better.
For one thing, she picked

up a little rack savvy in this
year’s bicycle race, in which
she pedaled strongly but
gooled—out of inexperience—
when she pulled out from

the pack too close to a curve.
And next year she plans

to put a little more effort into
her training—which this year
consisted largely of jogging
every day and playing ball
with her husband in Waianae
Park. It was last summer—

on the Fourth of July, in
fact—that Laura and Bon
Ching, who'd been her friend
since school days and with
whom she’d already been
living for three years, got mar-
ried. The wedding was held
on a mountaintop, with music
by Gabby Pahinui, who,

like Laura, is number one in
his field-—Hawaiian slack-key
music, so called because

it's played on a fretless guitar.
In the posiceremonial
conviviality—everybody was
drinking straight Scotch—
Gabby gave his guitar, which
he'd used in making several
albums, to Laura and

Bon [or a wedding present.
“It’s an old gee-tar, but it has
a lot of feeling,” she says.

So they've been making lots
of music together in their
house in the country, on the
western side of Oahu Makaha.
Laura admits that Bon, who
is also learning “regular”
guitar and whose brother plays
the drums professionally, is
the better musician: “I'm
always bugging him with stuff
like "Hey, man, how'd you

do that?” when he’s really try-
ing to get into it—but I can
play Twinkle, Twinkle, Litile
Star in slack key.” They're
both freaks for rock and soul
music, and they take in the
Diamond Head Crater festival
at the start of each year.

They used to go simply be-
cause it was a gas: “They'd
have all kinds of people
{concluded on page 174)
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you get that freesafety shitz 1 been
watching high school football games a
long timme, I never seen you on Mary
Our Mother, man.”

Johnny shrugged. “So what? 1 tell the
cops crap like that alla time. They think
yer an all-American boy.”

“Look out Mafalda don’t get on yo
ass. You too fast with that lady with the
radiator.”

“Too fast?”

“He like to work his own con. He got
angles you never dream of. Let him work
it and do what he say.”

Toward evening, there was a call for
the tow truck. Mafalda sent Johnny Guis
out with it. The tow truck was ancient
and in need of brakes, a muffler and
directionals. Mafalda's license to tow had
expired four months ago. Johnny found
the stranded car—a '73 Olds with a
cursing doctor behind the wheel—off the
main highway, about a mile away. As
he was attaching the hook to the front
bumper, a police car pulled alongside.
The cops were different from the ser-
geants who had come for the Christmas
gift.

"You from R & M?¢”

"Yes, officer.”

“Let’s see your towing license.”

Johnny Guis rummaged through the
glove compartment, looked under the
seats, smiled stupidly. “I'm just onna job
two days. It must be back at the station.”

“You're in violation.”

“1 dont know nothing, ofhcer. Mr.
Mafalda %

“Mr. Mafalda, yer ass. You're getting a
violation.” He began to write on a pad.
“Tell him if he keeps towing, he’ll be
subject to a two-thousand-dollar fine and
a jail sentence. Unhook the car. You ain’t
licensed.”

The doctor was pacing angrily. “Can’t
we do this later? My car won't go into
gear and I'm late for a consultation.
Can't we let this man tow me, then you
can handle 12"

“Hold your water, doc. Scumbag, I
said stop hooking him up.”

Johnny Guts was attaching the hook
to tbe bumper, maneuvering the nose of
the Olds against the old tire. The doctor
was handing something 1o the policemen.

*Just this once,” the policeman warned
Johnny Guts. “Because the doctor needs
his car. Tell Mafalda this is the last job
for that shit wagon.”

Johnny Guts reported 1o Mafalda. who
phoned State Senator Sid Mermelstein’s
office. The senator was out. In the repair
bay. Malfalda got under the doctor’s
Oldsmobile. He saw immediately that the
linkage rod to the transmission was bent
and was preventing the car from going
into second or third. A rock must have
jumped off the roadbed and twisted the
metal rod. He edged out of the pit,
wiping his hands on a gas rag.

: Ny BUTS (continued from page 72)

“Well?” the doctor asked. He was tall
and old and looked tired.

“Looks bad, doc. The second and
third gears is busted. The teeth are off
the sprockets. You musta hit something
big, like a big rock.” '

“What does that mean? How soon can
I ger the car fixed?”

Mafalda shook his head. “You take it
to them transmission places, they'll rob
ya blind.”

“What has to be done?”

"Gotta rebuild the wansmission. Take
off the plates, put in new gears. It's a
two-day job, at least. I got to put one
man on it full time.”

“What will it cost?”

Mafalda spread his stained hands.
“Hunnert and ninety-five dollars. That's
parts, labor, taxes and a three-month
gorontee.”

The doctor, who had no idea what was
inside a transmission or what it did, hesi-
tated. “That’s a lot of money.”

“Cost ya a lot more at a transmission
place,” Johnny Guis volunteered. “They
sell an old rebuilt job and make believe
it was new. Mr. Mafalda installs brand-
new parts.”

“When can I have i?”

“I'll put the kid on it right away.
Tomorra. four o'clock?”

“All right, all right.”

When the doctor had left in search of
a taxi, they raised the Oldsmobile on the
grease rack. It took Mafalda 20 minutes
to straighten out the rod so that the
transmission would slide easily into all
gears. Then he called Johnny Guts. “You
see that transmission?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Wipe it off with a gas rag so it looks
new. The i

“Spray it with black paint.”

Malalda’s lips curled. His teeth were
browner than his mouled face. "“No,
wise guy. Silver paint. Black is for ra-
diators. Silver is for transmissions. Then
park it in the lot with the used cars.”

When the physician returned the fol-
lowing day, he was delighted with his
silvery “rebuilt” transmission and the
case with which the Olds shifted. He paid
the $195 with a check and made a note
to buy gas from the helpful people at
R & M whenever he was in the
neighborhood.

The “uvsed cars” Mafalda referred 1o
were not his to sell. He had no license
to deal in used cars. But he had a repu-
tation as a uvsed-car “fixer.” This meam
he could remedy a raule or hum or
knock or defect in a car, so that a
])rivale owner, giving no guarantees,
could sell it. Mafalda collected ten per-
cent of the sile price, plus whatever the
“fixing” cost him.

“Don’t he ever get caught?” Johnny
Guts asked Jefferson.

"Ain't nobody catch Mafalda. He too

fuckin’ smart. You watch how he work
on that Dodge with the knock in the
motor. Besides, it ain't him sellin’ a
bum car with a bad motor. It some other
dude who payin’ him o take the noise
out.”

Johnny Guts walked into the used-car
parking lot at the side of the station.
Mafalda had the hood of a 69 Dant
open. He was shoving bananas into the
oil hole in the cylinder head.

“Bananas, Mr. Mafalda?™

“Not so loud, kid. Bananas is for an
engine rattle.” His lumpy fingers daintily
peeled another banana and shoved the
meat into the motor.

“I don't get 1"

“It takes the raule out for a week. It
muflles the noise. seez Guy sells it with
a quiet motor. A week later, it's noisy
again. Screw the guy who buys i

Johnny nodded. He was astounded at
Mafalda’s knowledge.

“Heavy grease is OK, too,” Mafalda
said. “But bananas was on sale at the
A&P. T ever send you for bananas, you
buy the cheapest and the rottenest
Unnerstan’?” He shoved a sixth banana
into the motor, then told Johnny Guts 1o
race the engine. It sounded perfect.

Mafalda taught him how to eliminate
the annoying hum and shimmy in the
rear end of certain models by stuffing
sawdust into the gears. Mafalda showed
him how to remove a bolt from the rear
end, then tamp sawdust in with a tire
iron. When the sawdust thickened around
the gears, the hum stopped for three or
four days. Meanwhile, Malalda’s client
could sell the car to an unsuspecting
buyer. With no guarantees, he would be
stuck with a vibrating rear end as soon
as the sawdust worked its way out.

“Mr. Mafalda is a genius,” Johnny Guts
said to Curtis Jefferson.

“He no genius. He a arook.”

On the fourlane street, two cars were
waiting to make a left wrn over the
white line and drive into the station
When the light at the corner flared red
the cars turned left over the line.

“Busy day,” Johnny Guis said. He
walked to the first car. Jefferson walked
to the second. Mafalda and his moronic
cousin, Strunz Riffo. were in back of the
lot, wrecking an old Ford, which they
would abandon without identification and
for which they would then collect in
surance.

“Fill "er?” Johnny Guts asked.

Belore the customer could answer, a
police motorcycle blasted into the station.
The helmeted cop dismounted and began
to talk to the motorist. “That was a vio-
lation. You crossed the white hine.”

The man was Hustered. “Ofhcer, |
make that turn twice a week to buy gas
here on my way back from the airport.”

The cop did not answer. He was writing
a ticket. The other driver started his
engine. The motorcycle cop shouted at

(continued on page 166)



parody By SOL WEINSTEIN and HOWARD ALBRECHT s mororcar exowe that runs on mother’s

milk? Intriguing concept, eh, Datson?” Mr. Sherlock Jones’s ebon orbs twinkled my way; he tugged at the luxuriant
steel-wool “do” under his deerstalker cap with a spatulalike Afro comb and touched a match to the bowl of his
calabash, sending clouds of his favorite tobacco—Julian Bond Street—scudding with aromatic militance across
our sitting room. The pipe had been a gift from the Newport Jazz Festival for proving that the untypical white
blotches on the faces of the Count Basie aggregation were not, as first feared, (continued on page 90)

THE ADVENTURES OF SHERLOCK JONES
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stare deeply into my eyes . .
are becoming sleepy . . . you wzll
be able to ring your lady’s
chimes 60 times a day

article
By ROGER RAPOPORT



Dr. William
Jennings Bryan,
== = Jr—the world’s leading
" practitioner, professor and
promoter of medical hypno-
sis—is worried. Dr. Bryan is chief of
staft of the American Insttute of
Hypnosis (A.I.LH.) and the person most
responsible for taking hypnosis out of
magic shows and puting it into
clinics, where it belongs; his work has
been the main reason that the Ameri-
can Medical Association has rec-
ognized the legitimacy of medical
hypnosis—but still he’s very
worried. In fact, he's scared to
death. Bryan has been trying
to hide his concern here at the

ILLUSTRATION BY PETER LLOYD
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Banff Springs Hotel high in the Cana-
dian Rockies as he gives A.LLH. post-
graduate course number 506—Successful
Treatment of Sexual Disorders—to an
attentive class composed of 60 physicians,
their  spouses, nurses and associates.
All morning long, he has been guiding
them through case studies of doctors who
can’t keep it up for their 200 girlfriends,
of frigid social workers and of housewives
who vomit after dimaxing. But as he
helps the doctors understand the psycho-
logical origins of these sexual disorders,
Bryan finds that he can no longer keep
his own problem secret: “Sam,” he yells
to his executive assistant at the back of
the conference room, “where’s Brendap”

Sam, a suiking woman in her mid-30s
who was crowned Miss Nude America
in 1971, yells back that Brenda is still
upstairs in Bryan's room. The physician,
who at 19 has analyzed over 20,000 pa-
tients ("more than Adler, Freud, Jung
and Mesmer combined™), calls a brief
“bladder break™ and runs upstairs to
find Brenda, the 28-year-old who has re-
cently become the center of his life. Bryan
has made no secret about the fact that
Brenda is the woman he has been search-
ing for all his life. Although, at this
writing, the distinguished medical hypno-
tist’s divorce from his wile of 23 years is
still in the preliminary stages, he openly
tells the class of his determination to
marry Brenda.

Bryan, who says he has averaged five
orgasms a day since turning 21, has not
made his decision about Brenda lightly.
All told, he has slept with 11,999 women.
“I would have hit 12,000 if it weren't for
Brenda,” says the good doctor. “But now
I don’t want anyone else.”

“To see what 1 love about Brenda,
you'd have 10 go to bed with her,” Bryan
told one of his students earlier in the
day. In one of his first number 506 lec-
tures, on sex potential, the father of
medical hypnosis pointed out: “My gal
Brenda can hit 60 times a day.” She
achieves this through application of
multiple-orgasm  techniques  pioneered
by Bryan himsclf. The medical hypno-
tist, who, on special occasions, is able to
come as many as 15 times a day, explained
that the mathematics behind Brenda's
monumental achievement are simple.
Since “she can come four times 10 my one
every time,” there is no problem getting
her up 1o 60.

This revelation caused quite a stir in
the class. In the back ol the room, one
ol his associates quietly put the whole
matter into perspective: “That's a lot,
but remember, he's been conditioning her.
Brenda’s been great for Bill. He's finally
found a woman who can satisfy his sex
potential.”

Alrer class, Brenda confirmed her men-
tor’s claim: “Since I met Bill, my sex
potential has gone from seven to 60
orgasms a day.”

Although there appears to be little

doubt about their compatibility, both
Brenda and Bryan know their future is
not going to be easy. The physician’s
responsibilities include wreating hundreds
of patients at his Sunset Strip headquar-
ters, giving roughly 30 three-to-five-day
hypnosis courses every year to doctors,
dentists, therapists, attorneys, nurses,
theologians, et al., waining AILH. fel-
lows and residents, helping lawyers such
as F. Lee Bailey pick juries, writing
books. editing the A.LH. journal and
otherwise tending to the needs of the
world’s sole hypnosis conglomerate.

Bryan., a devout man who serves as a
deacon in the Old Roman Catholic
Church (a sect originating among Roman
Catholic opponents of the Vatican coun-
cil’s doctrine of papal infallibility), made
the decision to leave his wile for Brenda
only after God gave him His personal
OK. Because the medical hypnotist en-
joys what amounts to a hotline to the
Lord, Bryan and Brenda have already
been able to start anticipating some ol
the highs and lows of their life together.
Just the night before, at dinner, Brenda
paused between sips ol her daiquiri to
tell one of the number-506 students a
bit of information that the Lord had
recently passed down to Bryan: "God
said we'll have five children. The fourth
will be a boy and he will drown, maybe
in a pool in the back yard.”

Minutes after leaving the conference
room, Bryan is back, paging for inject
able Compazine: “We both woke up nau-
seated as hell this morning. It must have
been something in those daiquiris we had
last might. I kept wondering why they
were yellow instead of green. At least
1 can eat, whether I'm nauseated or not.
but poor Brenda is really sick. I'm going
to have to give her a shot.” After inject-
ing Brenda with Compazine, he returns
to call the class back o order.

Through courses such as the one being
given in Banft, Bryan has taught over
20,000 physicians how to use hypnosis to
uncover the real sources of patients’
problems and then provide appropriate
therapy. He has also showed them how
to diagnose such common afflictions
as “The Walking Zombie Syndrome
(W.Z25.)," “The Ponce De Ledn Syn-
drome (P.DS)" and *“The Snapping
Pussy Syndrome (S.P.5.)."

The hypnotist relies heavily on case
histories taken from his own Los Ange-
les—based practice. There. patients pay
$100 an hour for his help on a wide
range of emotional, medical and psycho-
somatic problems. After inducing them
into a deep hypnotic sleep, Bryan pro-
ceeds to uncover the subconscious factors
that contribute to their problems. Then
he offers positive suggestions aimed at
helping impotent pharmacists, homosex-
uals, alcoholics, child molesters, asth-
matics, chain smokers, kleptomaniacs, the
obese and other kinds of patients solve
their problems.

The “Bryan method” involves a wide
variety of imaginative techniques. The
hypnotist does not coddle his patients
and frequently insists that they change
their ways immediately. For example,
heroin addicts who come to Bryan are
subjected to some of the same brainwash-
ing techniques the physician learned
when he ran an Air Force brainwashing
program years ago. They are indoctrinat
ed six hours a day, while a private police-
man baby-sits with them for the other 18.

Unlike conventional therapists, Bryan
often uses the most direct approach pos-
sible 1o help his patients. Instead of tying
them up with years of expensive therapy.
he will often 1ake short cuts 10 a cure.
For example, under hypnosis, one woman
patient in her 60s explained that she had
found it nearly impossible o have an
orgasm since the death of her lover, a
conductor with the Atchison, Topeka &
Santa Fe railroad. She indicated that the
only way she could come was to climb on
top of an Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe
railroad car and let her hands and legs go
limnp. Bryan solved the problem by getting
a Iriend o install Atchison, Topeka &
Santa Fe wallpaper and a ladder in her
bathroom. Then, simply by dimbing the
ladder and pretending she was on a rail-
road car, the woman came every time.

While Bryan is treating one patient,
a prerecorded library of 250 cassette
tapes enables him to simultancously
treat patients in four other rooms. After
initial sessions, a patient can simply walk
into a treaument room, put on i pair
of carphones and listen to a wpe that
induces him into a deep hypnotic sleep.
Then a technician puts on the Bryan tape
appropriate 1o the patient’s particular
case. That way, therapy can continue
while the doctor is out of 1own.

Through his broad clinical experience,
Bryan has found that some afflicions—
such as S.P.S. a common cause ol male
impotence—are relatively easy to diag
nose through age regression. Simply by
hypnotizing the patient and taking him
back into his childhood. he can learn
where he picked up the subconscious
beliel that the vagina has teeth capable
of chopping off his penis. But some-
times medical hypnotists  must  age-
regress patients back before birth into a
previous incarnation to get to the root
of their problems. Bryan wrote about one
such case in a May 1974 article published
in his A.LLH. journal.

The subject of the report was an im-
potemt 33-year-old man attached to Gen-
eral Custer's forces at the Baule of the
Liute Big Horn in his last life. Too
cowardly to fight, he hid from the Indians
and became the sole white survivor of
the battle. Ashamed of his cowardice, he
developed a guilt complex that made
him impotent. He died in 1888, of a
gunshot wound. After being reborn in
1934, the impotence caused by cowardice

(continued on page 160)
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“Going under for the third time, my whole sexual
life flashed before my eyes.”
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suits to keep summer from furning into a sticky wicket

attire B ROBGRT '. GRGGn ASK ANY VETERAN ENTERTAINER, and he'll tell

you: The point of a successful show is to do whatever makes the audience go crazy,
while somehow holding onto your cool. And the same is true of that sociological
branch of showbiz known as the mating game. Herewith, a variety of guys and dolls
all heavily involved in that great midsummer pastine, beating the heat. The ladics,

- sf-l IJ

Left: She's having a tropical heat wave, but he couldnt care less, dressed in a polyester/cottan brushed poplin gobardine three-piece suit,
by Stanley Blacker, $140, a polished catton shirt, by Cit di Milano far Barney Sampson, about $45, and a chambray tie, by Kings Lynn, $6.50.
Above: More cacling trends prevail; left is a polyester/cotton twa-button number by Arthur Richords, $135, worn with a medium-spread-
collared shirt, by Hathaway, $16, and a silk print tie, from Carre by Berkley, $11. Right: A polyester/rayan pin-stripe vested suit, from Chaps
by Ralph Louren, about $200, o cotton pin-stripe shirt with cantrasting collar, about $30, and a polka-dot silk tie, about $20, bath by Polo. 87



it seems, are decidedly hot and bothered. (Women, as you know, are funny that way.) The gentlemen? Well, they're
into something else, as these pictures obviously attest; specifically, some nifty-looking summer suits of various synthetic
blends that never seem 1o lose their shape, no matter how high the temperature rises. All are worn with mighty
good-looking shirts and ties, and some of the suits—would you believe?—are even three-piecers. What's a three-
piecer doing out on a hot day like thist Why, keeping the up-to-date wearer calm, collected and very cool, of course.
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Above left: The pause that refreshes—at least for him, thanks to his one-button gobardine suit, by PGs for Joymor Ruby, $65, vorioble-striped
crepe de Chine shirt, by Manhattan, $15, ond paisley print tie, by Bert Pulitzer, $11. Above right: You‘re fan-tostic, she says, and he readily
agrees, since he's weoring a polyester/wool two-button, $145, and o cotton shirt, $22.50, both by Pierre Cordin, plus o sotin tie, by Don
Loper, $7.50. Opposite: She beats the heot with on electronic breeze, but he’s into something better—o Dacron gobordine suit, by Christion
Dior, obout $215, o cotton multicolor “eye’ print shirt, by New Man, $35, and o silk “woman’s face” tie, from Corre by Berkley, $11.
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ADVENTURES OF SHERLOCK JONES

manifestations of some tropical discase but
merely Kem-Tone inadvertently spilled
into the trumpetr section by a careless
painter at Carnegic Hall and subsequent-
ly sprayed into the air during a wailing
version of Shiny Stockings, the affair |
like to call “The Advemwure of the
Speckled Band.”

“Yes, Mr. Jones and Dr. Datson,” said
our eminent caller, Lord Tappet-Spanner,
the awtomotive tyvcoon, who had always
been the prime innovator in his industry.
Whereas the other manufacturers gave
the motorist such options as  power
brakes, power steering and power win-
dows, Lord Tappet-Spanner went a siep
further and threw in a Powers model . . .
with the usual warranty, 12 months or
12 affairs, whichever came first. “lm-
agine, a motor so unusual it does not
require petrol but can go for days on just
a few drops of the old booby juice.”

“Indeed,” Jones said, “such an inven.
tion would have enormous implications
in the energy field.” His interest acutely
stoked by Lord Tappet-Spanner's mind-
boggling revelation, my companion
sprang up and played a water can upon
the Colombian coca plant in the corner,
which would soon yield enough ecstasy
to keep Jones's gold spoon and splayed
nostrils occupied for many days. The
exotic flora also had been a gift, this from
the Melbourne Music Appreciation So-
ciety for Jones's rescue of a globally fa-
mous pop singer in danger of being
gnawed to death Down Under by a ten-
foot rodent mutation, the affair I titled
“The Giant Rat of Sinatra.”

“Quite so, Mr. Jones,” agreed the port-
ly nobleman. “No fear ol future Arab
hoycotts, no more domination by the
oil cartel. . . ."

“With mother's milk fueling the old
Morris Minor,” joshed Jones, “it would
be ‘Adieu, Exxon, hello, Nipplon® and,”
he sang lustily, * "You can trust your car
to the one who wears the bra”"”

“Excellent wordplay, Jones,” I inter-
jecied in sheer admiration, dropping the
hibachi I was kniiting to applaud his
phrasemaking,.

“Elementary, my dear Datson. Do go
on, Lord Tappet-Spanner.”

“This engine,” our guest continued,
“which we've designated as the MM-8, is
on the verge of success, although there
were many scoffers in my industry who
said “tut-tut.” "’

“Given the peculiar nature of the
power source, I would have said ‘tit-
i myself.”  Jones said, jumping in
irrepressibly.

“Sparkling bon mot, Jones,” I said.

“Elementary, my dear Datson.”

“Gentlemen, my conglomerate is now
in the process ol constructing the first
model of the MM-8 block. All the motor-
ist need do is to get a quick fill-up at any
convenicnt corner from a strategically
placed lactating mother.”

(continued from page 81)

"Oooowwweeeee, yo' lactatin® mothuh,
yo'!" And Jones's hitherto Hawless Ox-
onian accent was routed by something
more deeply embedded in his being, prov-
ing that you could take the man out of
the South Side of Chicago but never the
South Side of Chicago out of the man. As
if to underscore this dictum, Jones re-
flexively felt for the razor stashed in his
six-inch, klunky, Superfly shoe. “But
now, Lord Tappet-Spanner”—Oxford
was again dominant in his voice, having
pushed ghetto o the back of the throat—
“you have journeyed o Baker Street on
this abysmal night because you are deeply
disturbed.”

“Yes,” he said,
world . . . ?”

“Simple,” Jones said, smiling, as he
darted to the hreplace to baste a revolv-
ing rack of ribs with the prized Jane
Pittman Soul Sauce. “There is a patch
of bloodied wilet tissue on your neck,
suggesting hurried, careless shaving; on
your lelt foot, a bunny-rabbit bedroom
slipper and on your right, a Head ski;
and a coat hanger prowruding from the
back of your jacker, all of which clearly
indicates 10 the rained observer the pic-
wure of a distraught individual.”

“Amazing,” breathed Lord Tappet
Spanner.

"Wearing your wife's panty hose over
your trousers did not hinder my analyti-
cal flow, either,” Jones noted.

“Brillianmt deduciion, Jones,” 1 said.

“Elementary, my dear Datson.”

“Why,” asked our visitor, “do you keep
saying elementary?”

Over those black ecyes came the must
of reminiscence. “Because in Alabama,
where I was born, they wouldn't let us
autend the all-honkie high school. Hence,
I only went as far as——"

“Elementary,” I broke in maliciously.

“I'll do the funny shit, Fuji face,”
Jones said, snarling, as he went for me
with stiffened hands. Luckily, 1 was pre-
pared for his onslaught and ducked the
flailing chops that whized over my in-
scrutiable Japanese features. For the next
minute, we worked off our aggressions
with a medley of our all-time hits . . .
karate, kung fu, judo and an occasional
Harlem Murphy, the last the old knee
in the nutshop that Jones had learned
from an elderly maiden aum with whom
he had summered as a youth. Dear Aunt
Winona had owned a ranch at 116th
Street and Lenox Avenue where she rode
herd over 2000 head of roaches. (Jones
had oft regaled me with amusing anec
dotes about roundup and branding time.)

Lord Tappet-Spanner’s look of re
proach halted our playlul combat and
brought us back to the matter at hand.
“Yes, 1 am distraught. I have irmefmable
evidence that major portions of the
MM-8 plans have been stolen by system-
atic espionage and are already on the

“bur how in the

assembly line of a foreign automotive
concern whose name I cannot divulge,
but”"—and his wne rwurned conspirato-
rial—"the initials are G. M."”

“General Motors,” said Jones, without
batting an eye.

The lord’s jaw dropped. “You . . , you
knew? That encyclopedic mind never
ceases (o amaze, sir. Now, if they mass
produce the MM-8 belore we do, it can
mean economic disaster for the Empire.”

“No doubt you have instituted a secu-
rity screen,” said Jones, knocking the red-
hot ash from his calabash into my palm
to keep my interest at a high level.

“The rightest, sir. The area of top.
secret research is completely sealed oit
[rom the rest of my lactory. Only three
men are working in that inner compound
and they are not permitted to leave until
they've been subjected to the most ex-
haustive scrutiny, which includes elec-
tronic scanning of clothing, internal and
external body searches, etc.”

“In that sealed-off compound. is there
a capability for microfilmings”

“Yes. The three men use that special
camera constantly to preserve records ol
their notes. 1, of course, understand what
you're driving at, Mr. Jones, but we pre-
cluded that threat at the onset by install-
ing a brand-new X-ray apparatus through
which the men must pass on their way
out. This device totally fogs and destrovs
any hlm they might be concealing . . .
whether developed or undeveloped.”

“With the country’s economic interests
at stake surely this is a matter for the Yard
or ML 5 or 6, Jones said casually, "and
does not necessitate calling in a humble
private detecuive, superior though I may
be 1o any human on God’s good earth.™

“1 dare nmot summon those agencies,
Mr. Jones. because the three men in
charge ol that project are”—and his voice
cracked—"my nephews. Each bears one
ol the most prestigious names in the king-
dom and, ergo, the utmost discretion is
required o prevent a scandal that would
rock the peerage il one of them is the
rotter. 1 implore you, sir, take the casce.”

“My lord, 1 sympathize with you in
your plight, but at this very moment, my
talents are needed [or an even more press-
ing situation. One of England’s most be
loved and respecied hookers is in danger
of having her good name besmirched by
the base charge that she has been seen
the company of a politican.”

Lord Tappet-Spanner frowned: *De-
plorable business, this blackmail.”

“I prefer the erm whitemail,”  Jones
countered  with  some  asperity.  "Why
should we take the rap for everythings”

“But you must help me, Mr. Jones,
you must.” and i a trice that mighuy
captain of industry was on his knees be-
fore my friend, blubbering like a child.

Mulling over the man's plea, Jones. as
was his wont, took down from the wall
the battered alio saxophone once owned

(continued on page 163)
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article
By LAURENCE GONZALES

EVEL KNIEVEL is afraid to
fly. So are 25,000,000 other
Americans, such as Carly
Simon, Jackie Gleason,
Mike Douglas, Bess Tru-
man, Shelley Berman and
André Previn. There's even
a group-therapy program for
such people conducted by
Marvin L. Aronson, yNew
loglst and the
How to Over-

Whe you join his pro-
~ g'ram. you'll meet with
safety experts who will
explain just how little dan-
ger there is in flying; your
group will gather in an
airliner that will remain
parked at an airport; and
for graduation there will be
an actual flight. The
Propramiinay get o
lot of people off the
ground, but it doesn’t do
much to make ﬂymg
any safer.
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guly playmate lynn schiller
shows us how to be
well rounded in california

ﬂWst@Eymz

vNN scHILLER has a cold. Snilfles, sore throat,
headache, the whole routine. She has had it ever
since she took that boat ride to Catalina Island
a little while ago, underestimating the chill sea
wind. To Lynn, having a cold is more than just a pain
in the head, for it keeps her from doing the things she
likes to do; namely, swimming, acting, dancing and singing.
She 1s adept at all those activities, especially acting and sing-
ing. In high school and college, she sang with school bands,
and during a year in Germany, she and a small combo enter-
tained at several Army bases. She plays the guitar now and
is lecarning piano. Her voice is high, with the lilting quality

GATEFOLD PHDTOGRAPHY BY LARRY DALE GORDOM










’Sexiness is not something o womon should
deliberotely strive for,”” Lynn says. “It should
just hoppen.” For her, being noturol is
the most effective woy of being sexy, although,
in her case, being av nature! will suffice.







Lynn’s taste in men varies, although she claims to have a
decided preference for the slim, lanky type. Ta her, @ man’s

eyes are the real test. ”’l believe eyes,” she says,
“because no matter what @ man says, they always tell the truth.”

ol a Joni Mitchell, and she is beginning to write her own songs—ballads, mostly, with a touch of
country. When she is not singing, she takes acting lessons or ad-libs comic skits with the Ace
Trucking Company, an improvisational troupe. She has just graduated from the famous Lee
Strasberg Theatrical Institute and hopes to land a decent part in a movie soon. A musical would
be perfect. Meantime, between dates with her boylriend, Glenn Frey, currently of the rock group
Eagles, Lynn is doing a little modeling (in pLAYBOY's May [eature “ T Formations, she is the model
with the roller skates and the hose) and taking modern-dance lessons. And when she is not doing
any of those, chances are you'll find her out swimming, surfing, horseback riding or playing tennis
or baseball. Baseballl? *“I grew up with three brothers,” she says, “and learned to play all the sports
little boys play.” She describes herself as perky, flirtatious and occasionally aggressive (“When 1
know what I want, I go after it”). Generally speaking, she’s extremely active; but what with this
cold, she’s stuck indoors, in bed. But then again, there's a whole lot a person can do indoors, in bed,
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As far back as she can remember, Lynn’s been
playing and singing. Her soft, high voice is
particularly svited for bollads. Belaw, she takes
a moment to work out a chord combination.







In certain situations, Lynn claims

to be openly flitatious. But when

it comes to sex, she considers herself
somewhot old-fashioned. *“Sex,"
she soys, “'is something | enjoy
exclusively with someone 1 love.”




PLAYBOY’'S PARTY JOKES

I don't sce why you insisted that your wife wear
a chastity belt while we're away at the con-
vention,” said the man to his closest friend.
“After all. Al—between us as old buddies—
with Emma’s face and figure, who'd want to
screw her?”

“I know, I know."” replied Al, “but when I
get back home, I can always say I lost the key.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines fellatio as
poon tongue.

After the voluptuous secretarial applicant had
been put through detailed questioning by her
prospective employer, the man sat back and let
his glance slowly sweep over her obvious en-
dowments. Then he cleared his throat and said,
“Well. now, Miss Larsen, I think you'll do. All
I'ask in this job is that you put out.”

“Sir.”" purred the girl, “are you referring to
work or to sex?”

“Look.” answered the man, “if it turns out
that you don’t do the one, you sure as hell
better be willing to do the other!”

Our pharmaceutical  correspondent  reports
that the first aphrodisiac-laxative is about to
hit the market—under the name Easy Come,
Easy Go.

Ana you've heard, of course. about the cross-
eyed shoe fetishist who was always getting off
on the wrong foot.

Whar they took,” sighed the burglary victim,
“was a customsilver-plated TV set, a dozen
Keane prints, a small rug hooked by my grand-
mother in shades of purple, magenta and green
and an erotic glow-in-the-dark Lucite statuette
insct with strategically  placed  semiprecious
stones. Incidentally, T think the burglars
were

“Why:" yawned the investigating cop.

“Because they left a note suggesting how I
ought to redecorate the place.”

Rclurning home unexpectedly, the society lady
was shocked to find her husband in passionate
embrace with the upstairs maid on the living-
room sofa. “Dagmar!” the dowager sand
sternly. “Just what, may I inquire, are you
doing downstairs?”

You know,” confided the haughty secretary to
a group of her female co-workers during the
morning coffee break, "my date last night had
the nerve to suggest not only that we make love
but that we do it—how's it called>—doggie
style!™

“And did you,” asked one of her listeners
dryly, “pur your paw down?”

O her deathbed, a nympho named Nash
Said, “I've always been free with my gash.
So cremate me, then sift
What remains as a gift
To provide guys a last piece of ash.”

When the test results were in, the physician
told the young woman she was pregnant. Do
you have any idea when it might have hap-
pened?” he questioned.

The girl thought for a few moments before
replying. “I'm really not sure, doctor,” she fi-
nally murmured. “but it might have been one
time about six weeks ago, when my hoyfriend
and I didn’t have anything special 10 do and he
suggested a game of strip poker. It could be I
raised him once too often.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines horny
Oriental chef as a cock of the wok.

I'm uncompromisingly opposed to sex educa-
tion in school for my son,” the woman trum.-
peted at the PUT A, meeting, “and I've felt that
way ever since the stork brought him!"

s, -
BT e T S

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines male
chauvinist as a Ms. demeaner.

The young thing in the fancy whorehouse slipped
down the hall to get some towels. When she re-
turned, her customer lav naked on the bed,
abusing himself with abandon. “Hey,” exclaimed
the girl as she noticed his eyes beginning to
glaze. "whatsa mauter with you—you nuts?”

“Ah, no, baby,” panted the man. “At the
prices here . . . you don't think you're going
to get . . . the easy one, do you?”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
1. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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JIMMY THE GREEK'S

G UIJRSE
VEGAS

"Anyone who bets ten the hard
way should be led gently from
the table and be given a glass

of warm milk and cookies.”

article By m mun

Demetrios Georgios Synodinos is a

lumbering,

200-pound-plus,

six-fool

American legend. Proudly calling him-
self Oddsmaker to the Nation, Jimmy
the Greek Snyder lives in a world of
point spreads, of elustve advantage
and disadvantage measured within a
universe of probabality.

The legend of Jimmy the Greek is

part

of modern  folklove:

Horatio

Alger fans nod approvingly when they
learn that the youth who bet nickels
and dimes in Steubenville, Ohio, now
grosses close to $1,000,000 a year. It is
legend that at the age of 14 Jimmy
forged his father's name on his school
savings account to bet a small bundle
on Cavalcade in the 1931 Kentucky
Derby. The horse won. It is legend
that he made his first big score in

HOW'S YOUR GAMBLING 10.?

The following test was
created especially for
rLavaoy at the Superwin-
ners' Instilute, a gaming-
consultation firm. Answers
{ond explanations) are on

quiz By JAY BLLEN

page 156. And remember, =

as Louis Pasteur once said,
“Chance favors only the
mind that is prepared.”

1. The game is blackjack,
las Vegas Strip rules
(decler must take a hit on
16, must stand on 17;
blackjack pays 3 for 2).
The dealer is showing a
5; you hold a 10 and a
Q. What is the correct
play?

A. Split the ten counts

B. Stand and insure

C. Stand

D. Double down
2. You are playing rou-
lette and recall that the
last five numbers were
red. Your best play is to
bet on:

A. Red

B. Black

C. Green (0 ond 00)

D. Any of the above;

it makes no difference
3. The so-called point
spread or Las Vegas line
is:

A. An indicator of the

relative strength of the

teams

B. A device to stimu-

late bettor interest

C. An indicator of the

probable winner

D. All of the above
4. One way to beat the
races is to always bet the
favorite to show.

A. True

B. False
5. The usval percentage
taken off the top of the
pari-mutuel pool at the
race track is:

A. 5 percent

B. 10 percent

C. Too small to matter

D. 15-20 percent
8. You are playing gin
rummy with someone who
usually shows you the bot-
tom card when dealing.
You know that this is:

A. Essentially mean-

ingless

\

-

v [ ¢

A\

B. Often a decisive
advantage
C. Sometimes a small
advantage
D. A false indicator—
don’t look at it; it will
confuse you
7. Poker is a game of:
A. High skill
B. All luck of the cards
C. Mostly luck, but
some skill and knowl-
edge are required
D. Skill if stud but luck
if draw
8. The player who has
the best position in a
draw-poker game Is:
A. The dealer
B. The player on the
dealer's immediate left
C. The player on the
dealer's immediate
right
D. There is o appreci-
able difference
9. Baccarat is:
A. A card game that
allows the players to
bet among themselves;
", skill determines the out-
‘come
B. A recent fad,
played on the back of
a checkerboard
C. A card game that
pits the players against
the bank with an even-
money bet
D. Another form of
casino gambling—the
house retains the per-
centage
10. Wagering with a
neighbor on the outcome
of a football game, using
the line as printed in the
newspaper, is an example
of:
A. A bad bet—but the
percentage is less than
the bookmakers'
B. A bad bet—the
percentage is the same
as the bookmakers'
C. A good bet—you
have the percentage
D. An even bet—nei-
ther side has an advan-
tage
11. You are playing
paker with the guys from
work; 52-card deck and
the deuces are wild.
{continued on page 154)
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1943, picking Great Lakes Naval Train-
ing Center to upset mighty Notre Dame,
a straight-up bet (no points) at odds of
eight lo one and more. He won §51,000.
it is legend that the Greek picked Tru-
man to upset Dewey—Dbased, in perhaps
the most unusual voter rescarch ever
undertaken, on the latent aversion of
women lo a man with a mustache. His
hirsute insight won him §170,000 in
election bets. It is legend that the Greek
bet $275,000 on Kenlucky to beal Sanla
Clara in the 1950 Ovange Bowl. He lost.

Today, the Greek is a singular con-
glomerate. He has diwverstfied into public
relations and election polling, and he
dreams and schemes of ways to catch the
public’s  atiention.  His  thriceweekly
colummn is carried by morve than 200
newspapers and his weckday frue-minute
radio show ts atred on the Mutual Broad-
casting System.

Reluctantly, he no longer bets on
sports: To do so might be a conflict of
interest with lis position as a national
oddsimaker. Bul occasionally he drives
over to the Strip—that stretch of Las
Fegas where the hotels arve festooned with
neon and the metabolism pounds at high
speed all day and all night—to bet a few
dollars. And these days, recession or no,
he meets a lot of fellow bettors. Las
Vegas has been crowded vecently, and
most visitors could use a little help.

It is to that end that we corner the
Greek one Monday night. He is glaring
at the television set, where Pitsburgh,
aftey inlercepting another of Archie
Manning's passes, seems headed for a
touchdown that will give i a I4-poini
lead. The Greek has set the line as
Pittsburgh by seven. Now the game seems
to be developing into a roul.

He turns back lo us and, with a bale-
ful stare, begins a nonstop litany on how
lo stay alve in Vegas.

THE REASON | didn't want to do this
article is that people will read it and
think that they've been given The
Secret—the way to beat the tables.

And, baby. there is no way the average
gambler can beat that green cloth.

Sure, there are a few, a very few guys
in Vegas who make their living [rom
gambling. But they put their money into
sports bets or maybe poker. Yeah, they
go to the casinos, but they go there for
entertamment.

And that's the key. Or one of the keys,
ﬂllywﬂy.

Menuwal attitude s where it begins.
When you go into a casino, you're going
to war. And the enemy has a lot of
advantages.

They've got more money than you
have and the percentages are sometimes,
oftentimes. in their favor. But the biggest
edge they have is that they won't stop
and they won't encourage you to stop.

110 The pit boss isn't going to sidle up to

you at the crap table and whisper, “'Sam,
that's enough.” The blackjack dealer
isn't going to stop dealing and tell you
that you've lost enough—or that it's
stupid to quadruple your bet because
you've lost four hands in a row. Uh-uh.
Nobody's going to tell you when enough
is enough, and nobody is going to help
you. You're on your own.

The difference between a gambler and
a sucker is the management of their
money. That's absolutely wue. But
another difterence is psychological.

A good quarterback, when he goes into
the huddle, doesn’t just think, “Oh, it’s
third and seven, I guess I'll call a pass.”
He really thinks; he wants to know where
the ball is spouted, wind direction and
velocity, field condition, which defensive
player has been cheating in his coverage.
He thinks, and then he calls a play.

The gambler thinks. Constandy. He
thinks about his bet and what cards are
out. He won't let his own money ride,
but he will, sometimes, let his win-
nings—the house’s money—ride.

The sucker doesn’t think. He reacts.
He's caught up in his need to win or
maybe his need 1o lose.

The people who come to Vegas fall
into four groups. There are guys who
don't gamble ac all. There are guys
who gamble compulsively. There are guys
who gamble and lose. And there are
guys, a few, who gamble for entertainment.

To gamble intelligendly, a guy needs
to know four things. First, he needs to
undersiand money management. Second.
he needs to understand the game he's
playing. Third, he needs a walletful of
self-discipline. And fourth, he needs to
understand the psychology of the casino;
he's got 1o know how this town can afford
the great food, the fabulous entertain-
ment, the goll courses and tennis courts
and everything else that makes Vegas a
fantastic entertainment and  vacation
center.

Let’s go back to those four groups of
visitors. The people who don’t gamble
don't need help, advice or wamning. 1
don’t understand not gambling: [ mean,
1o me it’s one of the greatest thrills, the
superpleasures in life. But some people
don’t like gambling or they consider it
immoral. I respect that view, but 1 don’t
subscribe o it.

The compulsive gamblers, well, what
can you say? For them. gambling is a
disease, a drug. They can’t handle i,
just like some people can’t handle
alcohol. For them, advice is a waste of
time. What they want is action. All the
time. Action. They don't really care
about percentages. about good bets and
bad bets. They want the damn action.
Maybe, as many psychologists have said,
they want to punish themselves. Cer-
tainly, they're sick people. I can’t help
them, but I feel for them.

The other two groups: the guys who
gamble and lose and the guys who gamble

for entertainment. Anybody who is in the
last category is already way ahead of the
game, because he isn't betuing more than
he can alftord to lose, and that's the
ground Hoor of money management. But
the other group is the one 1 worry about,
and that's probably the majority of the
people who come 1o Vegas.

They're average pcople, maybe more
successful than most in  business but
average in their knowledge, average in
their self-discipline.  Sometimes  they're
lucky and they win. But over the long
haul, whether it’s a few days or several
visits, they're meat.

When they lose, they figure that they're
unlucky. And maybe they are. Bad luck
hits everybody at one time or another.
Bur even when they win. they win less
than they should, and that’s another ele-
ment in successful gambling.

“Maximize your winnings; minimize
your losses”—just a basic part ol the
outlook that a guy should have. And he
should know how to accomplish it.

Let me make it clear, again. that noth-
ing that I say here, nothing that I know
can guarantee anybody anything. Except
for one terribly important point. And, for
God's sake. underline it. or set it in
bigger type than the rest of the piece, or
something. And that's this:

CAMBLE ONLY WITH MONEY YOU CAN
AFFORD TO LOSE. AND WHEN THAT'S
GONE, WALK AWAY.

If there's a secret 1o gambling, that's
it. Don’t dream about the big comeback.
Don't play games with yourself or cherish
the illusion that the next hand, the next
roll, the next pull of the lever, the next
keno card is going to be the winner
that will get you even or put you ahead.

Nothing, absolutely nothing causes
more grief than that. And, when you
think about it, the feeling, the intuition
that the next hand will be The One, that's
just hope. Or need. It's a guy praying
that it will be so. And. mostly, it isn't.

OK. A corollary of the rule is don't
gamble to win money. Gamble for fun.
That's right, for fun.

When you go to a show back home,
you know how much it's going to cost.
You hgure dinner and cabs and the
uckets and maybe a baby sitter. Well,
OK, you do the same thing here. You
came to Vegas with a certain amount of
money. You know what your hotel hill
is and you allow for going 1o some shows
and shopping and incidentals, and then
you allot some money lor the fun, the
enlertainment, of gambling. Maybe it’s
20 bucks. Or 50. Or 100. But whatever
it is, expect to spend it for the pleasure,
the excitement of gambling.

Now, we have two basic rules. First,
set aside the money you will gamble
with and when that's gone, forget it
Second, consider that sum of money as

(continued on page 114)






type of hang-glider design
today. In the past several
years, “sky surfing” has
really taken off, with man-
ufactured machines in-
vading a waditionally
do-it-yourself field and
with supermen leaping off
all kinds of cliffs in search
of a few transcendental
- moments. But before you
start making like Super-
man, remember the coyote
in the Road Runner car-
toon; his wing thing never
worked. And if you mess .
up with a hang glider, it's
Adios, Red Baron! So be-
fore flying the friendly
skies, you had better learn
what the game’s about.

ILLUSTRATIONS BY DICKRAN PALULIAN




Above left: The manufac-
turer of the exofic-looking
lcarus V will sell it only to
experienced glider pilots;
those curious fold-down wing
tips allow for pinpoint
60-degree turns and the
hang swing seat provides
superb pitch control and
comfort. $1950 complete.

Left: Junior birdmen just
getting the hang of things
might consider the Flexi
Flier, o stondard Rogallo-
type kite, with an aluminum
trapeze-bar control, that's
ready to fly for $565-
$615 (depending on keel
length). Price includes a
custom-color Dacron  sail.

Below left: Boasting mono-
plane  performance and
Rogallo portability (it as-
sembles in ten minutes),
the Seagull V—at $925—
is a medivm-priced way fo

explore the wild blve yon-

Tr. sA_der._ To the rear of the
~ flier is a steerable rudder
~ that aids in maneuverability.
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JIMMY THE GREEK'S CRESH COURSE

an invesunent in entertainment.

That doesn’t mean that you don’t try
to win. Of course you do. You play
smart and tough and the best you know
how. But always within the structure of
entertainment. You don’t get lost in the
game. You keep your cool. Which is why
you may keep your money and even get
some of the house's.

To start with, you should understand
how the house makes its money. 1 don’t
mean the percentages, which really aren’t
that bad, At least not in some games. In
craps, it's one and a half percent, and if
you bet the line and take the odds, it's
only seven tenths of one percent. And
that’s nothing. That is, for the duration
that you're going 1o play, it's a minimal
disadvantage. But over the long haul, day
after day. roll alter roll, it's somewhat
more meaningful. At baccarat, it’s one
and a quarter percent on the bank, one
and a half percent on the players. So, if
I'm betting 3500 bucks, the house has me
for $3.75. Compare that with going to
the track, where every $100 you bet is hit
with about 17 percent—the percentage
taken off for the wack, the state, and so
on. So your 3100 bet is worth only $83.

So the questions remain: How can
they afford to put up these magnificent
high-rise hotels? How can they afford 1o
provide the world’s greatest entertain-
ment—at salaries of up o $175000 a
week? How can Caesars Palace afford to
put hundreds of thousands of dollars into
its stage shows? How can a hotel aftord
to offer entertainment like thar and
charge you S17.50 or 20 bucks for the
dinner show?

I'li tell you how. It's because the
average guy who comes here doesn’t
have the discipline 10 quit when he
should. He can't, or won't, walk away
until he's been badly mauled.

Take a hypothetical guy we'll call Sam.
Back in New York, Sam’s a pretty success-
ful businessman. He comes to Vegas two,
three times a year. Maybe there's a con-
vention here or maybe he stops here on
a business trip that will carry him to L.A.
Anyway, our friend Sam has a $2000 line
ol credit. That’s where the big numbers
are, not in your $5000-, $10.000- or
S20.000-credit guys but in the S2000 or
$3000 range. Now, the first time Sam is
in town, he goes to the tables and he gets
3300 or maybe $400 ahead. He's made
enough to buy somebody a present or
he's covered his expenses—hotel and
transportation—so he quits.

A couple of months later, Sam is back.
He heads for the tables again and again
he hits, maybe for a smaller amount, say,
$200.

A lew weeks later, he's back again. But
this ume he gets nothing but losers. In
the first hour. he runs through the $500 or
$600 he had won on his previous trips.

114 During the next hour or two, he loses his

(continued from page 110)

S2000 credit, plus
brought with him.

If Sam were half smart, he’d quit now.
The decision would be late but right
But Sam doesn’t quit. Sam has to get
that money back, so he goes to another
hotel where he has a S2000 line of credit
and starts on that. And because he's press-
ing like mad, chances are he's going to
lose. He's not thinking, not analyzing.
There's a voice inside him that keeps
screaming, “Get the money back, god-
damn it, get the money back!” And Sam
keeps pushing the money across the table.

When Sam hit town, he was ahead S500
or $600. When Sam leaves, he will be
down five grand. Maybe more.

The point of this story is that most
people will lose more, maybe len limes
more, than they will win.

Thar's the gimmick. That's how they
build the high-rises, how they pay for the
entertainment. how they provide such
great food. That's their secrer. baby,
and, even knowing it, most people will
go right ahead and play stupidly. Be-
cause most people cannot discipline them-
selves.

If this sounds like I'm putting the
casino people down. I'm not. They're
businessmen and they run the casinos
fairly: that is. strictly within the law.
They don’t cheat the customer. They
don’t have to. And, to a man, the hotel
people are shrewd psychologists.

This is the promotion capital of the
world. That’s why those hotels gliter
with lights. Gamblers love good food and
good ecntertainment. And both, partic-
ularly the entertainment, contribute 1o
the feeling in Vegas, at least on the
Strip, that this is your day. That's why
your adrenaline flows when you come
here. That's why the people coming off
the planes have the look of unreal ex-
citement, almost hysterical.  Something
happens to people when they come here,
and it doesn’t happen by accident.

And don’t forget the ego of the
gambler. When Kirk Kerkorian built the
International [now the Las Vegas Hilton],
he put a special casino for high rollers on
the rool. Nothing smaller than S100 chips,
a plush room and free food and drinks.
Couldn’t lose, right? Well, nobody went
up there. The guys with $100 chips want
to be where everybody else 1s. So mayhe
Kerkorian's not the kind of shrewd psy-
chologist I was talking about. People
want to be seen, to be admired. So they
stayed in the main casino.

Being recognized is very important to
gamblers. A guy walks down Park Ave-
nue or Wilshire Boulevard or Michigan
Avenue and, no mauer what he’s worth,
he's part of the aowd. The same guy,
in Vegas, gets recognition.

Il he walks mto the Tropicana, mayhe
Ash Resnick sees him and says hello. Or
the floorman comes by and says, “Nice

whatever cash he

10 see you again, Sam.” Or when Sam is
sitting at the blackjack table or standing
by the crap table, maybe the Hoorman
wanders over and asks him what he's
doing tonight. And Sam says, “Nothin’,”
and then the Hoorman asks if Sam and
his wile, or whoever he's with, would like
to see the midnight show as guests ol the
casino. And, for Sam, that’s a big thrill.
That’s like gewing a blackjack with a
3500 bet or making six or seven straight
passes. Because that's recognition. And
that makes Sam somebody. That makes
Sam important. And that may make Sam
spend all his time at the Tropicana or
wherever.

OK. Now that we have Sam in the
casino, let's see il we can help him.

BLACK JACK

Blackjack is the only casino game, other
than poker. in which the player has
reasonably wide latitude 1o exercisc his
judgment. Put another way, this is the
only casino game, besides poker, in which
playing skill as well as money manage-
ment is really important.

Precisely because judgment is impor-
tant, a good player can bring the odds
down, while a bad player will destroy
himself.

As everybody knows, one very sophis-
ticated approach to playing blackjack is
based on counting the cards, and par
ticularly the aces and ten-point-value
cards that are out. At a cerain point in
the game, the counter will, in theory,
know that, with 12 cards to go, there are
two aces and six ten-pointvalue cards
remaining in the deck, and he’ll bet
accordingly.

The theory is fine. But there is only
a handful of people m the country who
can keep track of the cards as they are
played. It's tough to do with a single
deck and it gets progressively worse now
that many casinos use a shoe with two,
three or four decks.

Also, I don’t think the average casino
plaver is going to invest hours and hours
in memorizing all the various permuta-
tions. Maybe he should, but he won't
I'm assuming. and I'm praying, that
you're going to play for fun. For enter-
tainment. So, without getting rterribly
complex, here are some general observa-
tions on the game and some basic
guidelines.

The great advantage of the house is, of
course, that you have the chance to bust
belore the dealer does. Even if the dealer
has a lousy hand, he mav beat you just
because you bust first. That imbalance
gives the house an advamage of nearly
seven percent. That is, if a player follows
the same rules as the dealer—hiuting 16
or less and standing on 17 or beter—he
will lose almost seven percent of the time.

But the player has four advantages. He
gets paid three o two on blackjack; he
can double down; he can split a pair; and

(continued on page 175)
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Club members: 1. Number two iron, by Simmons International, $33. 2. Number
seven iron, by Wilson, $32. 3. Number four iron, by Lynx Precision Golf, $33.35.
4. Number one iron feotures weighted head, by Shamrock, $37.50. 5. Number three
iron, Era-Dyne with weighting in heel, sole and toe, by Spalding, $33. 6. Number five
wood, by Wilson, $41. 7. Number five wood, by Lynx Precision Golf, $42.50. 8.
Number one wood, by Shamrock, $49.50. 9. Number four wood, by Spalding, $45.




THE JACK NICKLAUS heaven-help-me look, the Arnold Palmer pout, the
Lee Trevino bronx cheer, the Tom Weiskopf crumble—there defi-
nitely are times on the links that try even the big guys’ souls. And,
worse yet, they can’t blame it on their equipment. Now, we're not
claiming that the goll gear pictured on these two pages is going to
solve all your dufing problems. But we do guarantee it will earn
vou envious looks at the 19th hole, even alter a day that could only

be described as hit-and-miss. Rcm‘l}- for another round, Arnold?

R\

10. Heavy-vinyl golf bag, by Shamrock, $125. 11. Adjusta Length putter, by Brandell, $12. 12. Vinyl golf

bag, by Lynx Precision Golf, $145. 13. Super Stick that's 17 clubs in ane, by Brandell, $50. 14. Golf

bog with 10” opening, by Lynx Precision Golf, $125. 15. Indoor putting green, by Brandell, $19.
16. Golf cleaning kit, by Brandell, $8. 17. Calarade Soge body rub, by Jess Bell, $4.50. 1B.
Mirrared /clear sunglasses, by House of Vision, $32. 19. Leother iron covers, by Melbourne, $5.95 for
set of ten. 20. Three-tone golf shoes, by Foot-Joy, $60. 21. Antelope golf glove, by Wilson, $7.
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(AT A), when "you board an airliner,
there is a 99.9999 percent chance that you
will not wind up stretched out on a
stainlesssteel morgue cart, with a tag
dangling from your toe. That leaves
you with a one in a million chance—
warse than the odds of your winning the
grand prize in a state lottery. And the
airlines carry more than 500,000 passen-
gers a day. But in 1973 it was more
dangerous to fly [rom, say, Chicago
to New York than o take a uain. This is
figured in passenger miles. This year it
was reported that the U. S. acknowledged
that for domestic carriers on international
flights, “'the [1974] fatality rate was an in-
crease of 1802 percent over 1969-1973."

But the airlines like to give the
impression that everything is always un-
der control, that nothing is left to chance,
that sending people across the country at
600 miles an hour some five miles above
the ground in a 200-ton machine is simply
routine. But when any one ol the thou-
sands of litde things that can go wrong
does, you should remember that it’s only
men and machines and men make mis-
takes and machines break down—just like
you and your lawn mower on a Saturday
afternoon. What if a flock of birds flies
into a jet engine on take-off? What if a
ure blows out during landing? What
if a door flies open during Aight? Or you
get caught in a really vicious storn? Or a
window breaks next to your head and the
cabin loses pressure? Or suppose your
captain just forgets what he's doing and
gets too close to the ground. These things
happen. and when they do, they change
your odds drastically.

Generally, everything seems perfectly
under control until  the very last
minute—as long as you can’'t hear what
the flight crew is saying. After each crash,
the National Transportation Safety Board
(NTSB) goes to the site of the accident
and retrieves a tape recording of cockpit-
area conversation—and they are as eerie
as you might imagine.

FIRsT orFlcer: We did something
to the altitude.

carrain: Whae?

FIRST orFFICER: We're still at two
thousand [feet], right?

carrain: Hey, what's happening
here? (Altitude-alert warning beeps
six times and ceases before sound of
tnitial ground impact.)

That's from an NTSB report of the
first crash of a jumbo jet, a Lockheed
L-1011 TriStar, which occurred near
Miami in 1972, killing 101 people.

A surling piece of cockpit conversa-
tion was recorded in a United 737 that
crashed near Chicago’s Midway Airport
in 1972, killing, along with six other

Watergate-related people, Mrs. E. How-
ard Hunt. The copilot drew off 15 de-
grees of flaps when he shouldn’t have.
The last few seconds of recording: “I'm
sorry.” Total dead: 45.

An Allegheny Convair 340/440 over
Long Island Sound:

FIRST OFFICER: Man, we ain't
twenty feet off the warter.
carrain: Hold it

Impact.

A recording from a Texas Internation-
al flight in September 1973: “The mini-
mum en-route altitude here is forty-four
hun " He was cut off in midsenwence
by a large hill.

In the worst disaster in aviation history
as of this writing, Turkish Airlines cap-
tain Berkoz, fully aware that his disabled
DC-10 was going to hit the ground, kill-
ing everyone on board, was singing,
“Wonder what it is, what it is"—lines
from a popular TV-commercial jingle.

The airlines have compiled what they
consider to be an impressive salety record
and take pride in comparing the safety
of flying with that of automobile travel.
Chuck Miller, a former Federal satety in-
vestigator, says, “When you're only killing
one hundred, two hundred, three hun-
dred people a year, you must he ({oing
something correct.” They are doing a
great deal right, but whether it's enough
or they are just awflully Iucky is still a
matter of opinion,

Whatever the case, air travel shouldn’t
be compared with driving. Planes are
piloted by professionals and flight aews
in general are excellent. There is a good
reason for this: They are almost certain
to be injured or killed if anyone at all
dies in a plane crash. As American Air-
lines captain Bob Powers says, "I get
there twenty feet ahead of you” Stew-
ards and stewardesses are supposed to
stay in the plane to help survivors off—
leaving themsclves vulnerable to fire,
smoke or explosions that may occur on the
ground. But, excellent or not, crews
make mustakes, as was the case in the
Miami disaster. And they don't have to
be big mistakes, either. Seemingly unim-
portant slip-ups can have dramatic results.
Once, someone spilled a cup of coftee in
the cockpit of a 747. The liquid seeped
through the floor and shorted out the
basic navigational system and the plane
was technically lost for a while over the
Pacific Ocean. (An ingenious pilot will
find ways to navigate in spite of this kind
of difhculty, but he'd be much better off
with all his systems working.) And so, pro-
fessional or not, if the pilot does some-
thing wrong, there’s not much anybody
can do about it.

For example, some pilots mess around
with stewardesses (stews in the jargon).
So do some air-traffic controllers (A.T.C.s)

when they get a break and go on a
“beaver patrol,” also known as a vak
track, which is basically a long walk
around the airport. In any lonely siress-
filled job, sex can stay on your mind a
lot. A recent Thanksgiving transmission
between an AT.C. and a Conunemal
(""The proud bird with the golden tail”)
pilot:

“Continental four three two, turn right
o one cighty and maintain your speed at
two six zero. Say, what're you havin’ lor
dinner, some of that proud bird?"”

“Four three two. No, I thought I'd
have a little stew.”

No doubt, everyone has heard stories
about sex in the sky, from “Collee, tea
or me” to horrifying stories of intight
romance causing [awal crashes. And, of
course, many people in aviation are more
than willing wo relate thrilling stories of
sex and disaster; but it’s nearly impos-
sible to verily any of them. There are
accounts of various episodes, including a
game of catch played with a water-filled
prophylactic, a stewardess lying with her
head in the captain’s lap and her feet
in the copilot’s lap (the girl who told this
story didn’t mention that there s a large
mstrument console between the wo
pilots’ seats, but those seats can be raised
fairly high) and, naturally, the legendary
captain who hands his plane over to his
first ofhicer and finds a cory spot where
he makes it with his favorite stewardess.
No one ever located that cozy spot. So.
although surely somewhere up there in
the wild blue yonder, in some cockpit.
someone has had the orgasm you've
heard so much about, our search for sex
in the sky turned up nothing but the
usual vague rumors.

But, in other ways, pilots have been
known to act rather capriciously. It is
known that the NTSB blamed one crash
on the fact that the flight-deck crew was
discussing politics during approach. when
it should have been making altimeter calls
as the plane neared the ground. It crashed
short of the runway. The NTSB report
recommended more professional conduct
from pilots.

In another incident, a Pan Am pilot
was suspended for having a stewardess in
the copilot’s seat of his 747. At least two
crews on other airlines were discovered
[ast asleep on long flights. One went 250
miles out to sea before controllers could
wake the men. (Yes, pilots very ofien are
tired or even exhausted by the brutal
schedules they are forced to keep. And
even when they get where theyre going,
more often than not something kecps
them [rom getting rest. One night, afier
flying all day, a captain checked into his
hotel to find that most of the other rooms
were occupied by members of a barber-
shop<uartet convention.)

Sometimes pilots refuse Lo acknowledge
directions from an AT.C. or disobey
them or—as in one reported case—even

(continued on page 124)




a potato-chip truck on the dance floor?
that's gotta be the dumbest thing ever

fiction

By LARRY JUCMURTRY
- N

ROYCE DUNLUP was lying in’
bed with a cold can of beer
balanced on his stomach. The
phone by the bed began to
ring and he reached over and
picked the receiver up with-
out disturbing the can of
beer. He has a big stomach
and it was no real trick to
balance a can of beer on it,

but in this instance the can

was sitting precisely over his
navel and keeping it there

while ta on the phone
was at least a little bit of a
trick.

Since leaving Rosie and
taking up, more or less for-
mally, with his girlfriend Shir-
ley Sawyer, Royce had learned

a lot of new tricks. For one
thing, he had learned to have
sex lying flat on his back,
something he had never done
in all his conservative years
with Rosie. Nobody had ever
tried to teach Royce anything
like that before, and at first
he made a nervous pupil, but
Shirl soon broke him in.

ILLUSTRATION BY NEON PARK

Dunlup Cqshes In

While she was in the process
of breaking him in, she talked
to him about something called
fantasy, a concept she had
picked up in her one year of
junior college in Winklebury,
Arizona. Fantasy, as Shirley
explained it, meant thinking
about things you really

(continued on page 144)






HOW TO MAKE
MONEY...

article By m mon You may be

in the throes of a numbing depression, worrying
that the business cycle is headed toward Hades, but
some people have never had it so good. While

the dire implications of the Kondratieff wave
(which makes Malthus and Spengler sound

like pussycats) are giving you a migraine and

the climbing Goat Index (cheaper goat milk

sells well when times are bad) has you butting
against despair, those people are making money
hand over fist. And more often than not, their
prosperity is the result of those frantic steps all the
rest of us are taking to put off disaster.

For instance, companies selling dehydrated food
to hedge against a coming catastrophe are
booming. The food is sold in cans to be stored in
a basement or bomb shelter (which you should
have if you believe author Harry Browne, whose
books tell how to profit [rom a monetary crisis
or “"the coming devaluation”; Browne’s books,
incidentally, are selling like hot cakes, says
his publisher).

“T'he worse the economy gets, the more people
lose faith in the system and the ore they
buy from us,” says George Murdock, president of
Rainy Day Foods in Provo, Utah. A year after
Rainy Day hegan operations in 1973, it was selling
only $100,000 a month worth of dried eggs,
cheese, wheat, [ruits and vegetables. “Now our
sales have soared to about $1,000,000 a month and
we're negotiating a $10,000,000 deal with an
OPEC nation,” Murdock confides. “Can’t tell you
which one, because it might blow the deal,
but the Arab countries, with all their oil wealth,
have no food production, and they feel like
they're sitting on a powder keg. Their situation is
very volatile and they want to make sure
they're protected against a disaster.” In the

.o . WHEN ALL
ABOUT YOU ARE
LOSING THEIRS

simple—you sell prosperity short

ILLUSTRATION BY VICTOR HUBBARD
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United States, some 2000 Rainy Day
salesmen push its products door to
door. Murdock says selling is geuting
easier because of the “threat of world
famine or world economic chaos.” And
the profit margin on famine is healthy,
to say the least. Rainy Day, for example,
buys peanut-butter powder for as litle
as 85 cents a pound, processes and re-
packages it in three-pound cans, which go
for $6.75 each. “We've made as much as
20 percent profit, but lately it's come
down to ten percent because of compe-
tition,” says Murdock. “People are buy-
ing our dehydrated food as insurance. If
they never really need it, they can still
eat it, because most of it may not spoil
for 20 years. You can't eat gold or silver.”

Murdock doesn’t believe his business
is a fad. “As long as people are worried
about staying alive—some stores that sell
Rainy Day producs are called survival
centers—our sales and profits will grow
by leaps and bounds,” he maintains.

Clyde L. Juchau, president of Neo-Life
Company of America in San Lorenzo,
California, which began selling dechy-
drated food last September, puts his
money where his mouth is. In 1972, he
bought for his personal use $2000 worth
ol the stuff and he says he has stored it
“out in the hills.” He won't tell where.
“You may think I'm nuts, but when I
look at the food, I feel secure, no matter
what happens in the future.” Also, that
food is worth “almost 40 percent more if
I were to sell it today.” Neo-Life itself
sold close to $1,000.000 worth of dehy-
drated food over its frst six months in
the business; more than 25,000 of its
distributors peddle it door to door or in
home-demonstration  parties (a Tupper-
ware ploy adopted by Neo-Lile), mainly
west of the Mississippi.

Neo-Life also has been in the food-
supplement and vitamin business since
1958. Juchau points out that when unem-
ployment lines get longer, his business
prospers. “First of all, it’s then easier for
me to hire salesmen,” he explains. Only
one of every 25 Neo-Life distributors
today is {ull-time; the rest have other jobs
and are wying to make extra money.
Sales were up over 20 percent for Neo-
Life in 1974 and Juchau projects another
20 percent-plus gain this year. “We're
growing every month right now and in
the past have plateaued only in good
times,” he says.

That times are good for bad-uimes busi-
nesses is evident. Bankruptcies and liqui-
dations send profits the way of auctioneers,
small banks that make loans to companies
in Chapter 11 and attorneys who help
destitute businessmen throw in the towel.
Consultants who specialize in  helping
companies or municipalities lay olf em-

122 ployees or who rescue cash-hungry firms

by paring costs to the bone are turning
away business. And credit-indemnity out-
fits that insure clients against insolvent
customers are in big demand.

But the gaudiest new venture that
thrives on fears of economic disaster in-
sures cities against going out of business.
This hasn’t yet happened, but Willi-
mantic, Connecticut, recently came close
to missing its payroll after voters threw
out the city’s proposed budget and left
the town flat broke. Few people today
may remember the fine details of the
Thirties, but, according to one tally, 48
big civies and 206 smaller municipalities
then defaulted on the interest they owed
bondholders.

That’s where the newly formed Munic-
ipal Bond Insurance Association, backed
by four big insurance companies, comes
in. “It's obvious the M.B.ILA. wouldn't
work il people didn’t have some logical
concerns that a depression is coming,”
concedes John R. Butler, who runs the
service firm that acts as managing agent
for the M.B.LLA. Butler knows whercof
he speaks when the subject ol financial
disaster is broached. He once worked lor
Franklin National Bank, which almost
went down but was rescued at the elev-
enth hour by a European bank that now
controls it. “The bank was expanding
too fast,” is Butler's assessment ol Frank-
lin’s debacle.

The M.B.ILA,, on the other hand, would
limit its expansion, if it could. It can
hardly keep cities or bond underwriters
away from its door and has had to double
its staff 1o six. “"We've turned down 100
deals because we think they're oo risky,
but at the current rate, we expect to have
another 100, worth about half a billion
dollars, under our belt in 1975, says
Butler. From May 1974, when the M.B.LA.
got started. to December, it insured only
12 bond issues totaling $75,000,000. The
M.B.L.A. assures bondholders they will re-
ceive the specified bond interest each year,
plus the face value of the bond, usually
$5000, when it matures from one to 50
years later. "It’s irrevocable and uncancel-
able,” notes Butler. “That’'s why major
insurance companies turned down the
idea at first, but units of four—Aetna
Life & Casualty, Connecticut General, St.
Paul and Crum & Forster—fnally bought
it despite its inherent risks.”

What about profus? Butler has 17
partners in the business—together they
put up $300,000—and they're receiving
an extremely high return on their invest-
ment. “Were not making as little as 20
percent a year on the money we put up,
but we’re not up to 100 percent a year,
cither,” he says cagily. “And we hgure
the odds are with us that we won't have
to pay off on these policies. Cities just
don’t disappear.”

In bad times, people want to escape
from their misery, to think about some-
thing else, to be entertained. So. just as
in the Thirues, the movies are raking in
big dollars, despite the arrival of TV.
The big winners at the box oflice are
escape fare such as Airport 1975, The
Towering Inferno and Earthquake,
which convince people, if for only three
hours, that things could get a lot worse.
Over a billion people, the most since
1966, went 1o the movies last year. And
many more are going this year. despite
the highest admission prices ever. Ex-
plains Jack Valenti, president of the
Motion Picture Association of America:
“"When people are anxious and fearful,
they long for the comlfort of the movie,
where the 65-foot screen offers escape.”
Incidentally, stunt men are in the money
and demand for them is up since 1973
because of Hollywood's spate of disaster
epics. Earthquake, featuring bursting
dams and wmbles from high buildings,
has a record 141 stunt performers. The
Posetdon Adventure employed over 100,
some at SI000 a day for really risky
scenes; the minimum stunt man's pay is
$172 a day.

During the Thirties, taking the wile
or girlfriend for a motor jaunt in the
country—il you could a2fford a car—was
one way of getting away from it all. But
the countryside is farther from the city
now and gasoline prices have nearly
doubled since 1973. So instead ol look
ing lorward to bigger and better business,
the auto industry is glad to be alive. In
fact, some financial experts are predicting
that Chrysler, one of Detroit’s Big Three,
is in danger ol going out of business,
joining Studebaker as one more extinct
species of motorcars.

Therelore, 1t must come as no small
surprise that one of the smallest auto
makers—il not the smallest—is selling
every model 1t turns out. Elegant Motors
makes its cars in a downtown Indian-
apolis building that was a Stutz Bearcat
showroom in the Thirues. Elegant has
only six [actory workers. but 1974 sales
were triple those of 1973 (91 cars against
30). “This year we'll sell 150 models, and
profits are booming,” says Tom Wood.
Elegant’s general manager.

And considering Elegant's price and
what it offers, its success is even more
surprising. Elegant charges a helty $7000
for 1ts car, and at that price you buy only
a completed body (you supply the frame
and drive train) and finish building the
car from the kit that Elegant supplies.
When you've finished, you'll have a
replica, but in fberglass, of the Auburn
Speedster of 1936, down to the rakish
boattail look, the four sparkling chromed
exhaust pipes on each side and the long

(concluded on page 162)




“We ain’t got enough troubles in fairyland already? Why couldn’t
you get yourself knocked up by some nice pixy?”
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% e “;Ei Wil (continued from page 118)

lic about flight information. An A'T.C.
tells of a captain who took off, handed
the plane over to his first officer and then
spent the trip studying a book on how to
deal cards. When control center told the
flight to descend o 17,000 feet, the first
officer was slow in doing so. Control re-
quested an altitude check and the captain
ordered the first officer to report that the
plane was alrcady at 17,000 when it was
actually just leaving 19.000. The con-
trollers might have sent another plane
into the same airspace.

But these are isolated incidents. For the
most part, what you hear about captains
and crews is that theyre top-notch. One
jet had an engine blow up, taking off 25
feet of wing. Technically, that craft no
longer had enough lift to stay in the air.
But the crew turned it around and landed
it. The crew was given the Daedalian
Society award for skill in an emergency.
Hubert Humphrey wrote to congratulate
the captain and a firm sent him $500.

In the old days of flying, the pilot flew
by the seat of his pants and the stick, his
white scarf waving from the open cock-
pit. This scene has changed considerably.
It wakes a long time to become a major-
airline captain and, consequently, you
see a lot of old, hard-bitten, Marlboro
Country guys, who come on like Armed
Forces career officers and have names
like Bob Powers, Jack Box and Hugh
Chance. And the image is a good onc,
smacking of seasoned skills and complete
confidence.

Entering the cockpit of a DC10, you
might imagine that it would be humanly
impossible to operate the machine, even
with three men (there have been halfl a
dozen female flight-deck crew members,
but only one—a Frontier captain—is cur-
rently flying). The captain has endless
rows of instruments and knobs, levers and
switches. The first officer has a duplicate
of the captain’s panel. And the second
officer (engineer) is literally surrounded
by walls of circuit breakers and other
devices. But then, sitting in the cockpit
on an actual flight, you realize that what
the captain does is similar to what a
highly trained scientist would do with
any supersophisticated piece of equip-
ment. Though the machine can just
about fly itself, some pilots still like to
fly the plane themselves. But they can
use the flight director and autopilot to
make the plane climb to cruising al-
titude, stay on course and come down
right at the edge of a runway 4000 miles
away—all by itself. Normally, the only
thing they have to do is adjust the set-
tings now and then. They can have a
meal sent in or take a stroll through the
cabin if they like. The flight director is
quite a sophisticated collection of ma-
chines, but, simply put, it tells the pilot
where he is and where he wants to be.

124 By dialing desired maneuvers, he can

fly the plane with knobs and switches
rather than by the rudder pedals and
“steering wheel” (yoke). The DC-10 can
even land iwself, though the system isn't
m use YEL

This doesn’t mean that you'll ever find
yourself stuck with a pilot who couldn’t
fly the plane by hand (or the seat of his
pants) if he had 1o. A training “flight”
in a simulator at United's Denver Flight
Training Center would give you an idea
of just how much a aew can handle.
One of the latest simulators is that of the
Boeing 747. Tt is a room about twice the
size of a 747 cockpit. Kept spit polished,
the white-plastic box stands on spidery
hydraulic legs some 40 feet off the floor
of an enormous room near the Denver
airport. The legs move the box to pro-
duce a very realistic sensation of flight.
Inside is a real 747 cockpit area. All the
controls work. In addition, there is a
computer video display and control panel
for the instructor. With this, he can create
for the flight crew any problem a 747 has
been known to encounter before, during
or after a flight. A typical sequence of
events might be: All engines (one at a
time) experience a hot start on the
ground. This means that for some reason
there is not enough air getting to the fuel.
Each engine in turn has to be shut down,
tried again, fixed, if necessary, until the
problem is solved. The instructor might
then direct the crew to take off and, just
as they leave the ground, flame out their
number-three engine, which causes the
plane to yaw to the right. If the crew has
been well trained, the plane doesn’t
crash (the simulator is so realistic that
you can break it if you crash). They re-
trim the plane for three-engine flight
and go through preplanned emergency
procedures. Then they might be cruising
along and have an engine catch fire. They
shut it down, shoot a bottle ol ex-
tinguisher into the engine and hope the
fire goes out. A 747 can fly on any two en-
gines. It cannot fly on one. All during the
simulator flight, the instructor pitches
problems like these to the crew until its
responses, theorctically, become second
nature. On the other hand, when the in-
structor reached over and pulled a circuit
breaker on a recent flight (shutting down
the system that operated one of the lead-
ing edge control surlaces), the crew
couldn’t locate the problem.

The flight crew is totally in charge of
an aircraft. By law, the captain—a hu-
man—is always the final authority when
it comes to his craft. No one can tell him
what to do. Control towers do not really
control the plane. They advise its pilot.
They sometimes plead with its pilot. This,
of course, works both ways. A.'T.Cs also
make mistakes.

In fact, the whole system of modern
aviation has hecome so complex that the
number of things that can go wrong is

staggering. Can you imagine that there
could be anything dangerous about
having a bathroom on board? On April
30, 1974, in a National Airlines 727 over
west Texas, the toilet leaked flushing
fluid, which froze when it hit the subzero
air at 33,000 feet. A chunk of this ice
broke off, flew into the number-three
engine, which seized up so violently
that a bolt sheared and the engine fell
off. The emergency landing was successiul
and none of the 97 people aboard was
hurt. According to the Federal Aviation
Administration (FAA), four instances of
this type of ice precipitation occurred in
the first ten months of 1974.

If such a simple thing as a toilet can
become fouled up, what of the myriad
complex systems planes are using? For
example, an autopilot spends more hours
flying large aircraft than the captain
does. But it, too, can break down. It's
just another machine.

The Miami crash was under the control
of an auwopilot. As Eastern (“You gotta
believe”) flight 401 approached Miami
International Airport on a moonless De-
cember night in perfect weather, the nose
gear light did not show green. That meant
either that the wheel was still up or that
the light was not working, or both. Not
wanting to belly down in that monster,
the crew shot a missed approach and de-
voted its attention to fixing the trouble
rather than flying the plane. While they
were busy, the plane flew itself into the
Everglades. An AT.C. saw the plane at
900 feet on his radar but didn’t say any-
thing. The altitude-alert warning beeped,
but apparently the crew didn’t hear it.

The crew was relying on an altimeter
to keep the plane far enough above the
ground. To understand the potential dan-
ger in using altimeters, it helps to under-
stand how they work. Two types are
common. One is operated by radio, one by
barometric pressure. The radio altimeter,
which reads from zero to 2500 feet, sim
ply bounces signals off whatever is be-
low the airplane. It is very accurate (for
practical purposes, to about ten feet) but
only for the length of time the plane is
over the thing reflecting the signal. Con
sequently, if the terrain is rough, the
reading fluctuates. If it's over water,
there is a possibility that the radio
altimeter could read the height above
the ocean floor rather than the distance to
the surface of the water. You could con-
ceivably be under water and get a reading
of 2000 feet. It could also reflect off a
plane flying below you. A radio altimeter
is used mostly during the final descent
before landing. The barometric altimeters
give height above mean sea level
So when you're coming into an airport
whose elevation is 1320 feet above mas.l.,
you touch ground when that instrument
says you're still a quarter of a mile up. (A
few airlines, such as American. adjust one
of their barometric altimeters to read the

(continued on page 156)
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" PAUL GREMMLER

give us an inch and we'll take a foot and what goes with it

The leg is not a sex organ, of course, but the sight of a shapely pair of gams packs a load of erotic sensa-
tion. Strictly speaking, the purpose of legs is to provide support and mobility, but, as leg men the world
over know, erogenous zones are where you find them, and legs—bless them—are easy to find. Which—
comibined with the oft-proved sexual truism that one thing usually leads to another—makes legs a beauti-
ful base of operations. That being the case, we've asked nine photographers, who know a good leg when
they see one, to give their. imaginations free rein on the subject—starting with Chicago free-lancer Paul
Gremmler, who found the statement he was looking for in two women dancing. He says the graphic design
is what's important—but, in all honesty, we must say that one man's graphic design is another man's turn-on.




ROBERT KEELING, FRANCOIS ROBERT



Up against the wall, or how to liven
up a decadent but dull soiree. Our
satin doll and her Mr. Right (at least
for the evening) find that “sitting this
one out” can use up as much energy
as the boogie. As choreographed
by photographers Bob Keeling and
Francois Robert, it's a Last Tangoish
routine you won't learn at Arthur
Murray’s. Above and right: PLAYBOY
Art Director Arthur Paul turned
cameraman for these studies, which
carry realism to a point beyond
reality—first, as a female leg, viewed
from obove, acquires an abstractly
sculptural quality; second, as a foot
—with the aid of a stiletto heel,
some black nail polish and a
mysteriously missing shoe—takes

~ on the potent role of fetish.

ARTHUR PAUL




DON AZUMA

Left: Ex-Staff Photographer
Don Azuma, now free-lancing,
doesn’t believe in belaboring
a picture with an overdase of
words: “The picture says
‘legs'—it's visual more than
anything else—and if it hos
some eratic cantent, well,
fine.” It daes, Dan, it does.
Right: Pompea Posar toak this
sequence af shots, but he
credits Arthur Paul with sug-
gesting the idea. And what was
Art thinking of? ““Adoration;
he says. That is, adoratian af
the leg—"which can lead you
to some very inferesting
things.” As we con see.
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BILL ARSENAULT




The warmth of a woman's flesh
against the coldness of porcelain
was what Staff Photographer Bill

Arsenault found intriguing when he
did this bathroom study. The pose,
he says, was created spontaneously
by the model, who “just did her
thing.” Right: L.A. free-lancer Ken

Marcus left out the faces of his
subjects deliberately, so that their

muscular tension would ac-

quire greater prominence: "'l used
models who dug each other and who
really got into it; just by seeing

their hands and feet, you can tell
that their erotic feelings are real.”

KEN MARCUS
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Photographer Richard Fegley and
Associate Art Director Tom
Staebler cooked up the idea for
this one. Which was, simply, to
show legs in a relatively natural,
uncontrived setting. “So,” says
Fegley, “1 just put the girl in

bed and shot her.” Makes sense.
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arab short stories from Rasa'il, by al-Jahiz (Ninth Century A.D.)

oaMiE MEN had
bought a stub-
born camel,
and when they
wanted to make
it euter a house,
it balked. Then
they began to
beat it and still
the camel
would not go
in. A woman,
lovely as a half-
moon, looked
down at them
from a window and the men looked up
speechless, staring at her.

She said, “What's the matter here?”

One ol the men said, “We want it to
enter, but there's no getting it in.”

“Simple,” she replied. “Wet its head
and then it will slip in.”

Once, in Medina, there was a shame-
less woman called Sallima the Green.
She was discovered with a homosexual
as she was screwing him with an artificial
penis. She was haled off to the governor,
who sentenced her to be beaten and then
ridden around the town on a camel.

As she was going through the streets,
she met a man she knew and he asked,
“What's all this about, Sallima®”

“By Allah, be quiet!” she said. “Men
arc the most tyrannical things on earth—
you [orever screw us and when we screw
you just once, we're beaten for it.”

- - -

Hubbi was one of the most lustlul
women in Medina. Some women she
knew came to her and asked, “Tell us
about this thing of women crying out in
the midst ol copulation. Is it something
natural or somcthing that women have
newly invented:”

Hubba replied, “My daughters, let me
tell you about the time my hushand and
I went on a pilgrimage with the caliph
"Uthman. When we had come back to
al”Arj, my husband and I looked at each
other and we had the same thought. So
he leaped upon me and set to work. Just
as 'Uthmin's caravan of camels passed
by our tent, that which happens to all
daughters of Adam happened to me
and I loosed a wild cry—so wild that
five hundred camels scattered in every
direction.”

After that remark, the women ol Me-
dina did their best to scare passing camels.
- . -

A certain man once noticed a beauti-
[ul woman who was being ordered about
and bullied by an ugly and deformed
little man. Later, he asked her about this
creature and she replied, “That is my
husband.”

“Allah be glorified!” he said. “A
woman blessed with your heauty has
married a man like this?”

She replied, “If he attacked you from

behind with the thing he uses to attack
me [rom the front, you'd think more
highly of him.” Then she bared her thigh
and showed a great bruise. “This is where
he missed,” she said. “Think what it's
like when he hits the targed!”

- - -

Some men were talking about the
pleasures of copulation and 2 homosexual
happened to overhear them. “By Allah,
I wish you'd stop talking about the va-
gina, that cursed thing.”

One ol the men laughed and asked,
“When were you last in one?”

“When I was born,” said the homo-
sexual. “Allah created the penis round
for a round lodging place. If he had
meant it to fit the vagina, he would have
created it in the shape of an ax.”

- L] -

In Medina, there was a beautiful girl
who was sought in marriage by many
men but, for a long time, saw none who
pleased her.

At last, her mother came to her and
described a new suitor, a young man with
a handsome lace, wealth and honor.
“Could you manry better than this?” she
asked.

“Mother,” said the girl, “he is as you
say, but 1 have heard a frightening thing
about him.”

“Do not be shy, child, tell me,” said
the mother.

“It is said that he has a huge penis—
much too large lor me, I [ear.”

The mother went to the young man
and spoke to him about this and he re-
plied cleverly, “If she is alraid, let us
agree that you will sit by on the wedding
night and thread the needle. There is
nothing like a mother’s touch.”

When the mother told this to her
daughter, the girl accepted the idea, say-
ing, “Yes, Mother, I trust you always.”

The wedding night came and the
mother appeared in the Lridal chamber.
“Where 1s 1t?"” she asked.

“Here,” said the young man. The
mother gasped when she discovered that
she must close both hands around it. But
she plucked up courage and put its head
into her daughter's vagina.

“More!” said the daughter. And the
mother removed one of her fingers [rom
the stall.

*Oh, Mother, more!” said the daugh-
ter. And so it continued until the mother
had loosed both hands entirely and the
stalf was bhuried out of sight.

“More!” cried the daughter.

“But now you have the whole of it, my
daughter.” the mother said. "Nothing
remains in my hand.”

“Good,” said the daughrer. “I'm glad
vou didn’t keep any lor yoursell. Do you
remember  that my [rher used 1o say,
"When giving a gilt, let nothing remain
in your hand—for then the blessing of
generosity disappears’?”

—Translated by William Hulchins ﬂ

Ribald Classic

ILLUSTRATIONS BY BRAD HOLLAND

135



has the commuting-and-country-club
set joined the revolution? well,
there’s something stirring out there
and it isn’t the crab grass
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humor

“Where do you think 1 should say I've been this afternoon?
The Museum of Modern Art is closed today.”
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“I thought a trip to Rome would help us find each other again; then
Harold was propositioned by a twelve-year-old boy on the Spanish Steps.”



“Say, Ellen, there’s another
obscene message for you
on the answering machine.”

. Nz 4
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“Marcia, are you implying that with a Vice-President in Charge of Eastern Sales
you can’t have a meaningful relationship, but with an assistant tennis pro you can?”
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“I haven’t been to a wife-swapping party. “Iwant to hear all the dirty stories
I don’t even know anyone who has been you told before we got heve.”
invited to a wife-swapping party.”

“Of course, Albuquerque isn’t New York,
but we try to keep up with things.”



has to get to bed early and I have a late date.”

but Edith

»

“IWe hate to eal and run
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games!”

word

“Another thing I don’t miss about the old days



i FUKEKA

\ _  the sun may have set
: on the british empire,
but that bulwark of

the raj—quinine water—

still reigns as the king

- of summertime mixers




gin and tonic-
vodka, white
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few of the potables frequently paired
with tonic.

As it happens, the gin and tonic is an
accident of history and pharmacology.
one of the happier spin-offs of Great
Britain's 18th and 19th Century colonial
incursions. Royal forces and civilian cadre
stationed in India were required to take
quinine daily, as an antimalarial. The
disease was almost prcfcr:l])lc to the rank,
bile-bitter ple\'cnli ve and the voops were
constantly searching for a way to make
their diurnal dose more palatable. Var-
ious combinations of citrus, seltzer, sugar
and cssences helped some, but it wasn't
until a valiant cavalry olfficer drowned
the mixture in gin that it was proclaimed
a total uriumph. Admittedly, a double gin
will ameliorate almost any difliculty, but
the lasting affection for gin and tonic is
a wribute to its broad extratherapeutic
appeal.

Carbonated quinine water was fust
bottled commercially by Jacob Schweppe
in England more than 100 years ago and
made it to this side of the pond before
the century rurned. However, it remained
in limited distribution until Schweppe's
began bottling the product here in the
carly Filties. Domestic brands ol tonic
waters dealt themselves into the game
about that time, too. The consequent
increase in promotional activity and de-
crease In price extended the market
considerably.

While the nationally advertised brands
all claim to be distunctive, one would be
hard put to find a material difference
among them aflter they've been iced
down, spikcd with liquor and garnished
with lemon or lime. Local brands can be
inferior, either too bitter or noticeably
sweeter. Tonic witers as a group contain
more sugar than is generally assumed, but
this is balanced by the bitterish quinine
and tart citvus, The amount of quinine
is minimal and has no medicinal value

whatsoever, but that small quantity is
essential to the relreshing, biuersweet
tang. Tonic waters are also quite heavily
carbonated, imparting a commendable
briskness and bite to the alcoholic chillers
given below.,
WILD BILL

114 ors. William Pear Ligueur

1 10 5 ozs. tonic water, chilled

Lime slice

Pour pear liquenr over ice cubes in
highball glass. Stir. Add tonic water and
thin slice of lime. Stir once.

DUST CUTTER

2 ors. vodka
2 1easpoons
jlll(c
Tonic water, chilled
PPour vodka and lime juice over ice in
S-0z. old fashioned glass. Stir. Add tonic
water. Stir once.

Rose’s  sweetened  lime

2 ozs. tequila
Lime slice
Tonic water, chilled
Pour tequila over ice cubes in 8-0z.
glass. Add lime and tonic water to hll
Stir once.
BRITISH CUP
2 ozs. Pimm’s Cup #1
Apple wedge, unpeeled
Tonic water, chilled
Thin strip of cucumber rind, about 3
in. long
Chuck 2 or § ice cubes into a glass mug
or large old fashioned glass. Add Pimm’s
Cup, apple wedge and tonic water. Stir
once. Slip cucumber rind down one side
and serve.

OLD SALT

114 ors. tequila

“Oh, stop complaining. . .. Yow're the one who wanted
‘a home wheve the buffalo roam’!”

1 or. frozen concentrated grapefruit
juice, half thawed

Lemon wedge

3 to 4 ozs. 1onic water, chilled

Pinch salt

Pour tequila and grapelruit-juice con-
centrate into tall glass. Sur until grape-
fruit juice dissolves. Add ice; squeere in
lemon juice and add peel. Stir. Add 1onic
water and light pinch salt. Stir once.

PINKE ELEPHANT

8 o#s. ros¢ wine

% ozs. tonic water, chilled

Ripe strawberry, unhulled

Pour wine and tonic water over ice
cubes in highball glass. Stir quickly. Gar-
nish with strawherry impaled on a pick.

SAN JUAN GOOLER

ors. white rum
oz. lemon juice
OZ5. 01':1|1ge Jl.lll:f.'
teaspoon passion-fruit syrup or gren-
adine

3 oss. tonic water, chilled

Lemon, lime, orange slices

Over ice in collins glass, pour rum,
lemon juice, orange juice and passion-
fruit syrup. Stir to chill. Add tonic water.
Stir once. Garnish with slice cach lemon
and lime and hall slice orange.

Ll B-RE i -]

PEENOD EYE OPENER

14 oz. Pernod

I oz. triple sec

1 oz. lemon juice

Tonic water, chilled

Pour Pernod, triple sec and lemon
juice over ice in 1all glass. Stir. Add tonic
witer to fill. Stir once.

BITTER TONIC

2 ors. Campari or Amer Picon

Orange wedge

Tonic water, chilled

Pour Campari or Amer Picon over ice
in highball glass. Squeeze in orange juice
and add peel. Stir. Add abou 4 ozs. tonic
water. Stir once.

GINS UP

1 oz. London dry gin

14 oz sloe gin

14 lime

Tonic water, chilled

Pour dry gin and sloe gin over ice
cubes in tall glass. Squeeze in lime juice
and add peel. Add 3 1o 4 ozs. Lonic waicr.,
Str once.

It may be presumptuous to quibble
over such an established drink as the
gin and wonic, but 1o our mind, the aver-
age bartender overtonics and undergins.
This is partly because most bars use the
T-oz.-size bottle and allocate one bottle to
one drink. We suggest that you make your
next gin and tonic with about 2 parts
tonic to 1 part gin, plenty of ice and a
lime wedge. You'll find it's a crisper,
drier, more vigorous drink. Cheers!



He’s just won $25,000,

poured a bucket of champagne
over his head.

He’s not going to follow all
that with a boring cigarette.
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Viceroy has full-bodied
flavor that doesn’t flatten
o ; out. Always rich.. always
's““g S,'f'c' ICE smooth...always exciting.
i Get a taste of Viceroy.
Get a taste of excitement.

Viceroy. Where exc1tement iS now a taste.
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couldn’t do, and her own favorite fan-
tasy involved having sex with a fountain.
In particular, Shirley wanted to have it
with Houston's new Mecom fountain, a
splendid gusher of water in front of the
equally splendid Warwick hotel. At
night. the Mecom fountain was lit up
with orange lights, and Shirley insisted
that she couldn't think of anything bet-
ter than seating herself right on top of
a great spurt of orange water, right
there in [ront of the Warwick.

That wasn't possible, of course, so
Shirley had to make do with the next
best, which was seating herself every
night or two on what she primly referred
to as Royce's “old thing.” About all that
was required of Royce at such times was
to keep still while Shirley jiggled
around and made little spurting sounds,
in imitation of the fountain she im-
agined hersell 10 be sitting on. Royce's
only worry was that someday Shirley
might lose her balance and fall back-
ward, in which case his old thing was
bound to suffer; but so [ar it hadn’t
happened and Royce had never been
one to look too [ar ahead.

His own [avorite fantasy was simpler:
it involved setting the beer can on his
navel. What Royce liked to pretend was
that the beer can had a litle hole in its
bottom and his navel a sccret hole in its
top, so that when he put the can of beer
over his navel, a nice stream of cold beer
squirted right down into his stomach
with no eflort on his part at all. That
way, the two pleasantest things in life,
sex and beer drinking, could be ac-
complished without so much as lifting
a hand.

Shirley evidently liked sitting on his
old thing so much that she was willing
to support him to keep it handy, so
Royce had become a man of substantial
leisure. His memory had never been very
keen, and in three weeks he managed to
forget Rosie and his scven children al-
most completely. Now and then, longings
for his darling, Little Buster, would come
over him, but belore they got oo strong,
Shirley would come home and set a cold
beer on his navel and the longings would
subside. Shirley lived in a threeroom
house on Harrisburg, right next door to
a used-tire center, and Royce spent
much of his day staring happily out the
window at a mountain of some 20,000
worn-out tires. For activity, he could
walk two blocks down Harrisburg to a
7-Eleven and buy some morce beer o, if
he were especially energetic, walk an-
other block and spend an  afternoon
happily playing shuffleboard at a bar
called the Tired Out Lounge, the prin-
cipal hangout of his old friend Mitch
McDonald,

Mitch was a retired roustabout who

144 had had a hand pinched off in an oil-

field accident years before. It had been
he, in fact, who had introduced Royce
to Shirley. She had been Mitch's girl-
friend for ycars, but they had had a
falling out that started (Shirley later
told Royce) because Mitch's old thing
acquired the bad habit of lalling out of
Shirley just at the wrong time. Despite
this, Mitch and Shirley had decided o
stay friends, and in a moment of leth-
argy, Mitch had handed his (riend Shir-
ley over to his friend Royce. He himsell
regarded Royce as lar wo aude for
Shirley, and he was very upset when they
happened to hit it oft. It was his own
doing. however, and he managed to
keep quict about how wrong it all was,
except to Hubbard, ]Jr, the nervous
little manager of the Tired Out Lounge.
Mitch frequently pointed out to Hub-
bard, Jr., that Royce and Shirley couldn’t
last, and Hubbard, Jr., a very neat man
who had the bad luck to own a bar that
was only three blocks from a used-tire
center, always agreed, as he did with
everybody, no matter what they said.

Still, on the surface, Royce and Mitch
stayed buddies, and it wis no great sur-
prise to Royce that it was Mitch who
called him on the phone.

“What's up, good buddy"
asked when Royce said hello.

“Restin’,” Royce said. “Havin" a lew
beers.”

“You're gonna need something strong-
er than that when you hear what 1 got
to say,” Mitch said. “I'm over here at the
J-Bar Korral.”

“Aw, yeah?"
interested.

“It's this here East Tex hoedown,”
Mitch went on. “They have it ever Fri-
day night, unescorted ladies free. The
pussy that walks around loose over here
ain’t to be believed.”

“Aw, yeah?” Royce repeated.

“Anyhow, guess who just come in#”
Mitch said.

“John F. Kenunedy,” Royce guessed,
feeling humorous. “Or is it old L.B.J.#"
“Nope,” Mitch said. “Guess again.”

Royce racked his brain. He could
think of nobody they both knew who
might be likely to turn up at the East
Tex hoedown—in lact, in his relaxed
state, he could not even think of any-
body they both knew.

“Too tired 10 guess,” Royce said.

“All right, I'll give you a hint,” Mitch
said. “Her name starts with an R.”

Mitch expected that crucial inital to
burst like a bombshell in Royce's con-
sciousness, but once again, he had
miscalculated.

“Don’t know mnobody whose name
stirts with an R,” Royce said. “Nobody
"cept me, an’ I ain’t hardly even got out
of bed woday.”

Mitch

Royce said, not much

“Rosie, you dumb shit,” Mitch said,
exasperated by his (riend's obtuseness.
“Rosie, Rosie, Rosie.”

“Rosie who:” Royce said automatical
Iy, all thought of his wile still far from
his mind.

“Rosie Dunlup!” Mitch yelled. “Your
wife, Rosie, ever hear ol her?”

“Oh, Rosie,” Royce said. “Ask her how
Liule Buster’s doin’, will you:”

Then the bombshell hAnally Dburst.
Royce sat up abruptly, spilling the can
of beer off his navel. He didn’t notice
it until the cold liquid began to leak
underneath him—then, since when he
sat up his stomach hid the can, he
thought the sudden shock must have
caused him to wet the bed.

“Rosie?” he said. “You
Rosie"

“Rosie,” Mitch said quictly, savoring
the moment.

“Go tell her I said 10 go home,” Royce
said. “What's she think she's doimn’ over
there at a dance with all them shuts?
She oughtn't to be out by hersell,” he
added.

“She ain't out by herself,”” Mitch
added. It was another moment to savor.

Royce stuck his finger in the puddle
he was sitting in and then smelled the
finger. It smelled like beer, rather than
piss, so at least he was rid of one anxi-
ety. Dim memories of his married life
began to stir in him, but only vaguely.
and when Mitch dropped his second
bombshell, the room of Royce's memory
went black.

“Whutt” he asked.

Mitch adopted a flat, informative tone
and informed Royce that Rosie had
arrived with two short men, one of whom
wore a mustache. The other was a well-
known oilman drove a white
Lincoln.

There was silence on the line while
Royce absorbed the information. “Fuck
a turkey,” he said finally, running his
fingers through his hair.

“Yeah, don't that beat all?” Miwch
said. “I guess what they say is true:
While the cat’s awiy, the mouse will
play.”

“Why, what does she mean, goin” off
an’ leavin’ the kids?” Royce said. A
sense  of indignation was rising in
him. “She's a married woman,” he added
forcefully.

“She sure ain't actin® like one to-
night.” Mitch said. “Her an’ that Cajun’s
dancin’ up a storm.”

“Don't tell me no more, you're just
makin’ it hard for me to think,” Rovce
said. He was trying to keep in mind a
paramount fact: Rosie was his wile and
she was in the process of bemaying him.

“You comin’ over:" Mitch asked.

In his agitation, Royce hung up the
phone belore he answered. “You god-
damn right I'm coming over,” he said,
to no onc. Problems lay in his wav,

don’t mean

who



“Interested in a little offshore drilling?”
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however. One of his shoes was lost. Shirley
had a scoungy liule mongrel named
Barstow, alter her home town, and Bar-
stow was always dragging Rovce's shoes
off into corners, so he could nibble at
the shoestrings. Royce found one shoe in
the kitchen, but the other one was com-
pletely lost. While he was looking for it,
though, he found a boule of Scotch he
had [orgotten they had, a good deal of
which he gulped down while he was
looking for the shoe. The shoe relused
to turn up and Royvee, tormented by the
thought of what his wife was getting
away with, grew more and more frantic.
He turned the bed upside down. think-
ing it might be under there—then he
turned the couch upside down—then
he stepped outside to kick the shit out
ol Barstow, who had vanished as neatly
as the shoc.

As the minutes ticked by, Royce’s
desperation increased, and his fury with
it. Finally, he decided the shoe was non-
essential; he could do what he had to do
with one shoe on. He rushed out into the
street and jumped into his delivery truck,
but unfortunately, thanks to a month of
inactivity, the truck’s battery was dead.
Royce felt like turning the truck over,
as he had the bed and the couch, but

sanity prevailed. After trying vainly to
flag down a couple of passing cars, he
hobbled rapidly up to the Tired Out
Lounge. Everybody got a good laugh at
the sight of him with one shoe on and
one shoe off, but Royce scarcely heard
the uproar.

“Shirley’s damn turd-hound stole it,”
he said, to silence speculation. “Got an
emergency. 1 need somebody to come
help me jump-start my wruck.”

Nothing wins [riends in a bar like
someone elsc’s emergency, and in no time
Royce was getting a jump start from a
1958 Mercury, his shoe problem [or-
gotten. Five or six experts [rom the
used-tire center stood around, idly kick-
ing at the ures of Royce’s truck while
the jump-starting ook place. Several
of them wried not 100 subtly to find out
what the emergency was; after all, they
had left their drinking to participate in
it and had done so with the expecta-
tion—always a reasonable one on Har-
rishurg—ol gunshots, screaming women
and flowing blood. A used potato-chip
truck with a run-down battery was a poor
substitute, and they let Royce know it.

“What the fuck, Dunlup?” one said.
“Your old lady’s house ain't even on
tixe.”

“So I figured, what the hell.
as long as I was going (o practice without a license, I
might as well practice gynecology.”

Royce was not about to admit the
humiliating wuth: that his wile was out
honky-tonking with other men. He
silenced all queries by slamming  his
hood down and roaring away, although
the hood popped up again hefore he had
gone a block, mainly because, in his
haste, he had neglected 1o remove the
battery cables and had slammed it down
on them.

The men who had helped him watched
him go with a certain rancor. “The son
of a bitch is too ignorant even to put on
both shoes,” one of them said. They were
hoping mavhe he'd have a car wreck
before he got out of sight, but he didn't
and they were lelt to straggle back 1o
the bar without even a story to tell.

“Dumb bastard.” another tive whanger
said. I wouldn’t help him next time if a
snappin’ turtle had aholt of his cock.”

- - -

Over at the J-Bar Korral, meanwhile,
a colorful evening was in progress. A
group called the Tyler Troubadours was
flailing away at a medley ol Hank Snow
favorites and the customers had divided
themselves roughly into three equivalent
groups: those who had come to drink,
those who had come o dance and those
who hoped to accomplish a litde of hoth.
Brvlaeem and Vitalis gleamed on the
heads of those men who bothered to take
their Stetsons ofl, and the women's han
was mostly upward coiled. as il God had
dressed 1t Himself by standing over them
with a comb in one ommipotent hand
and a powerlul vacuum cdeaner in the
other.

Everybody was happy and nearly
everybody was drunk. One ol the few
exceptions to both categories was Ver-
noit, who sat at a table, smiling uncom-
fortably. He was not sober on purpose,
but then, neither was he unhappy on
purpose. Both states appeared to belong
to him, which was just as well, since as
near as he could tell, nobody else wanted
them.

Certainly, Rosie didn’t. She had im-
medintely flung hersell into  dancing,
figuring that was the easiest way 10 keep
her mind off the fact thar she was om
on a date with F. V. d’Arch, It was very
clear 1o her that it was a date, since at
the last minute she had let him pay for
her ticker: bevond that, her imagination
refused 1o take her. She had more or
less forgotten why she had been so de-
termined to drag poor Vernon along, but
she was glad that she had, anyway, just in
case problems arose with F. V.

Forumnately, though, F. V. had shown
himscll 10 be a model of comportment.
He had flung himself into dancing just
as cagerly as Rosie had, mostly 1o keep
his mind ofl the [act that he couldn’t
think of anything to say to Rosie. For
years, the two staples ol their conversa
tion had been Bossier City, Louisiana,



and Packard engines, and neither seemed
quite the right thing to talk about on
their first date.

Also, looming in both their minds
was the speaer of Rovee Dunlup. De-
spite the fact that he had not been heard
lrom in weeks and might be in Canada,
or even Calitornia, both Rosie and F. V.
searetly assumed that somehow he would
find them out and turn up at the dance.
They also secretly assumed that by their
being there wogether, they were guiltv—
probably in the eyes of God and cor-
tainly in the cyes of Royce—of some-
thing close to adultery, although they
had as yet to exchange even a handshake.
Both were sweaty belore they had danced
a step. from guilt and nervousness, and
the dancing proved to be an enormous
relief. Au fust. F.V. danced with great
Cajun suavity, from the hips down, never
moving his upper body at all. which
struck Rosie as slightly absurd. She was
used to lots of rocking and dipping and
hugging when she danced. and while she
didn’t especially want F. V. to wury any
hugging, she did expect him at least to
turn his head once in a while. Right
away, she poked him in the ribs, to make
her point.

“Loosen up there, F.V,” she said.
“We ain’t standin® in no boat, you know.
You're gonna be a dead loss when they
play one of them jiuerbugs if you can't
twist no better’'n thar.”

Fortunately, a little practice and five
or six beers and the fact that there was
no sign of Rovee did wonders for F. V.'s
confidence, and Rosic hid no more cause
for complaint. F. V. had her on the floor
for every dance and they were cut in on
only twice, both times by the saime mas
sive drunk, who couldn’t seem to get over
the fact that Rosie was as short as she
was. “Ma'am. you're plumb tiny,” he
siid, several times.

“That’s vight, be careful you don’t fall
on me. I'd just be a smear on the floor
il you was to,” Rosic said, charitable in
her happiness at finding out she could
go about in the world and dance with
various men without any lightning bolts’
striking her dead.

In her happiness, and because the in-
side of the J-Bar Korral was roughly
the temperature of a bread oven, she
began 1o drink beer rapidly during the
intermissions. F. V. drank beer rapidly,
oo, and Vernon bought beer as rapidly
as they drank it. The top of their wtable
was a puddle from all the moisture that
had dvipped off the bottles, and Vernon
amused himsclf while they danced by
soaking up the puddle with napkins.

“F. V., we ort to of been doing this
vears ago,” Rosie said, during one inter-
mission. She was fecling more and more
generous toward F, V.—the fact that he
had gotten up the nerve to mumble

“One final question for our readers, Miss Dellasandro:
Do you sleep in the nude?”

“Wanta go?”’ that morning was the be-
ginning ol her liberation.

“We ort, we ory,” F. V. said. “Wanta
come next week:"”

“Oh, well,” Rosie said, fanning her-
sell with a napkin.

“They have these dances ever week,”
F. V. said. He paused. “Ever week on the
dot.”" he added, in case Rosie doubted it

“That's sweet,” Rosie said vaguely,
looking around the room in such a way
as to leave in question as much as pos-
sible. Tt was rather vulgar of F. V. 1o rush
her so, she felt, and the thought of hav-
ing to commit herself to something a
whole week away was scary.

“It’s the same band all the time,” F. V.
persisted.

“Vernon, you ort to try a dance or
two,” Rosie said, hoping to slip quietly
off the spot she was on,

“I was raised Church of Christ,” Ver-
non explained. “They ain't partial to
dancing.”

Vernon was not going to be of any

help, Rosie saw. He was merely waiting
politely for the evening to be over.
Meanwhile. F. Vs dark Cajun  eyes
were shining and he was waiting to
find out if he had a date for next week.

“Well, il Little Buster ain’t been kid-
maped, or the sky don't fall . . " Rosie
said, and she let her sentence wail off.

That was enough for F. V. Anything
less crushing than blank refusal had
always been enough lor F. V. He leaned
back and drank beer, while Vernon ate
pretzels.

Vernon felt as if the road ol his lile had
just suddenly forked, giving him no time
to turn. He had left the old, straight road
ol his lile, probably forever. on the im-
pulse ol i instant, yet it did not surprise
him very much that the fork had so quick-
ly led him into the sand. He did not ex-
pect o get back on the old road, and to
him the sweat and the roar of the J-Bar
was just part of the sand. He watched and
ate his pretzels rather disconneciedly,
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mild in his dullness, not thinking of
much.

None of them knew that ouwside, in
the far reaches of the J-Bar parking lot,
a baby-blue delivery wruck was revving
up. Rovee Dunlup had arrived and was
preparing his vengeance.

He had not, however, parked his truck.
On the way over, he had had the fecling
that a few beers might clear his head,
so he had siopped at an all-night grocery
and bought two six-packs of Pearl. To
his annovance, everyone in the store had
Taughed at him because he had on only
one shoe—it was beginning to seem to
Royce that he must be the first person
in the history of the world to have a shoe
carried oft by a girlfriend’s dog. The
cashier at the grocery store. no more
than a pimply kid. had felt obliged o
crack a joke about it

“What happened, Hoss?” he asked.
“Did you forget to put the other one
on or forget 1o take this one off?”

Royce had taken his six-packs and
limped 1o his truck, followed by the rude
jeers of several onlookers. The incident
set him to brooding. People seemed to
assume that he was some kind of nut, a
kind who liked to wear only one shoe. If
he went limping into a big dance like
the East Tex hoedown wearing only one
shoe, hundreds ol people would prob-
ably laugh at him—his whole position
would be automatically undermined. For
all he knew, Rosic could have him com-
mitted to an insane asylum il he showed
up at a dance with only one shoe on.

It was a thorny problem, and Royce sat
in his truck at the far end of the J-Bar
parking lot and drank his way rapidly
through a six-pack of beer. It occurred
to him that if he waited patiently
enough, some drunk was sure to stagger
out and collapse somewhere in the park-
ing lot, in which case it would be no
trouble to steal a shoe—the only risky
part about such a plan was that Rosie
and her escorts might leave belore he
could find a collapsed drunk. In light of
the seriousness of it all, the matter of
the missing shoe was a terrible irrita-
tion, and Rovce made up his mind 1w
strangle Barstow the next time he came
home, Shirley or no Shirley. He drank
the second six-pack cven more rapidly
than the frst—drinking helped keep
him in a decisive mood. The J-Bar was
only a cheap, prefabricated dance hall,
and Rovee could hear the music plainly
through the open doors. The thought
that his own wife of 27 years was in
there dancing with a low-class Cajun
put him in a2 stomping mood, but, un-
fortunately, he had nothing but a sock
on his better stomping foot.

Then, just as he was finishing his 12th
beer, a solmion to the whole problem

148 accidentally presented isell. Royce had

about decided to wait in the truck and
try to run over Rosie and F.V. when
they came out. He killed his motor and
prepared to lie in wait, and just as he
did, the solution appeared in the form
of two men and a woman, all of whom
scemed to be very happy. When they
stepped out of the door of the J-Bar, they
had their arms around one another and
were singing about crawfish pie; but by
the time they had managed to stagger the
length of the building, the party mood
had soured. One of the men was Jarge
and the other small, and the first sign
of animosity Royce noticed came when
the big man picked up the liule man
by his belt and abruptly llung him at
the rear wall of the J-Bar Korral.

“Keep your fuckin® slop-bucket mouth
shut around my fiancée, you liule turd,
you,” the big man said, just about the
time the little man’s head hit the wall
of the J-Bar Korral. Royce couldn’t tell
if the livde man heird the command or
not—instead of answering, he began to
writhe around on the asphalt, groaning
out indistinct words,

The woman paused briefly to look
down at the small writhing man. *Dar-
rell, you never need to done that,” she
said calmly. “I've heard the word titty
before, anyway. I got two of ‘em, cven
if they ain’t the biggest ones in the
world.”

The big man evidently didn’t think
her comment deserved an answer, be-
cause he grabbed her arm and stuffed
her into a blue Pontiac without further
ado. The two of them sat in the Pontiac
for a while, watching the litle man
writhe; then, somewhat to Royce’s sur-
prise, the big man started the car and
drove away, without Dothering to run
over the little man. The liule man
finally managed to get one foor under
himsclf—the  other foot  evidently
would’'t go under him, beciuse he
hopped on one leg right past Royee's
potato-chip truck and on into the dark-
ness of the parking lot.

Royce scarcely gave him a glance. He
had just had an inspiration. When the
little man struck the building, it seemed
to Royce that the building crunched.
He distinctly heard a crunching sound—
obviously. the building was flimsy; it
was probably made of plywood and tar
paper. There was no reason for him to
wait hall the night so as to ryun over
Rosic and F.V. in the parking lot. A
building that would crunch under the
impact of a small dirtymouthed man
wouldn’t stand a chance against a six-
year-old potato-chip truck in excellemt
condition. He could drive right through
the wall and run over Rosie and F. V.

while they were acually  dancing
iogether,

Without further contemplation, Royce

acted. He drove his truck up parallel to
the rear wall and leaned out and
punched the wall a time or two with his
fist. It fele like plywood and tar paper
to him, and that was a1l he needed. He
chose as his point of enury a spot right
in the center of the rear wall, backed
up so as to give himself about a 20-yard
run at it, revved his engine for all it
was worth and, with blood in his eye.
drove straight into the wall.

The ]-Bar Korral was a big place, and
at first only those customers who hap-
pened to be drinking or dancing ar the
south end of the building noticed that
a potato-chip truck was in the process
of forcing its way into the dance. The
first impact splintered the wall and made
a hole big enough for the nose of the
truck, but it was not big enough for all
the truck and Royce was forced to back
up and take another run at it. A couple
from Conroe were celebrating their first
wedding anniversary at a table only a
few yards from where the nose of the
truck broke through, and the young cou-
ple and their friends, while mildly sur-
prised to see the wall cave in and the
nose ol a truck appear, ook a very
mature attitude toward the whole thing.

“Look at that.” the husband said.
“Some sorry son of a bitch missed his turn
an’ hit the wall.”

Evervbody turned and watched, curi-
ous to sce whether the truck was going
to break on through. I hope it ain't a
nigger,” the young wife said. “I'd hate
to see a nigger while we're celebratin’,
wouldn’t you, Goose?” Goose was her
pet name for her hushand—he didn't
like her to use it in company, but the
sight of the truck caused her 1o lorget
that temporarily. Her first name was
Beth-Morris and that's what evervbody
called her. including her hushand’s
best hiend, Big Tony, who happened
to be sitting right next to her at the
table, helping her celebrate her first
anniversary.

No sooner had she uncred the for-
bidden nickname than Big Tony gave
her a bestfriendly hug and began 1o
make goose talk right in her linle white
ear. “Shit, your husband’s already o
drunk to cut the mustard: let’s you an’
me sneak out to the car and play a liule
goosy-gander,” Big Tony said.

Before Beth-Morris could take a firm
stance. Rovee and his truck burst right
into the |-Bar Korral. Annoved o heing
stopped the fust time. Royee had backed
halfway across the parking lot lor his
second run, Beth-Morris looked up jost
in time 1o see a potato-chip ruck bearing
right down on their table. She screamed
like a banshee, spoiling evervone's an-
niversary mood. Big Tony instantly had
all thought of goosy-gander driven from
his mind—he had just time o fling his
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beer at Royce’s windshield before the
edge ol the front bumper hit his chair
and knocked him under the table.

Tor a briel moment, there was a lull.
The people at the south end of the
dance hall stared at Royce and his truck,
unwilling to believe what they were see-
ing. Royce turned on his windshield
wipers to get Big Tony's beer oft his
windshield, at which point people began
to scream and push back their chairs,
Royce knew he had no time to lose:
Rosie and F. V. might escape him in the
confusion. He let out his cdutch and
roared right out onto the dance lloor,
scattering tables like matchsticks.

Ol the people Royce sought, F. V. was
the first to see him. He and Rosie were
dancing near the bandstand. They had
both heard the first screams, but screams
were not uncotmon at it big dance, and
they didn't immediately stop dancing.
At the sound of gunfire they would
have stopped dancing, but screams ordi-
narily just meant a fisthight, and fistfights
were not worth stopping for.

Thus, it was a severe shock o F. V. to
complete what he thought was a nicely
executed step and look up 1o see Royce
Dunlup’s  potato-chip  truck  driving
straight toward the bandstand. If shocks
really froze blood, his circulatory system
would have achieved a state of immediate
deeplreeze. As it was, except lor a couple
of involuntary jerks, he managed to
control himsell rather well.

“Don’'t look now,” he said to Rosie.
“Royce is here. Don’t look now.”

Rosie felt instantly weak. It was not
a surprise, though; the only thing sur-
prising was that she scemed to hear the
sound of a truck. It was bound 1o be her
imagination, however, and F. V.'s tone
had more or less convinced her that her
lile depended on keeping her head
down, so she did. She assumed Royce was
stalking through the dancers, probably
with a gun in his hand; since she had
nowhere clse o put it, she reposed her
trust in F. V. Perhaps he could steer
them out the door, so they could make
a run for it

But F. V. had stopped dancing and
stood stock-still, and the sound of a wruck
got louder; then the sound of screams
got far too loud o be the result of a
hsthight and the musicians suddenly lost
the beat. My Gawd,” the vocalist said,
and Rosie looked up just in time to see
her husband driving past in his familiar
baby-blue delivery wruck.

For a moment, Rosie felt deeply hap-
py. There was Royce in his delivery
truck, driving with both hands on the
wheel, just like he always did. Probably
all that had happened had been a dream.
Probably she was not at a dance but
home in bed; the dream would be over
any minute and she would be back in



the life she had always lived.

A happy relicl swelled in her as she
stood there, expecting to wake up. Then,
instead of her waking up, Royce’s truck
hit the bandstand, flinging musicians
left and right. The drummer’s drums all
fell on top of him and the vocalist was
knocked completely off the platform,
into the crowd. To make matters worse,
Royee backed the truck up and went at
the bandstand  again. The drummer,
who had just managed to get to his feet,
was once again knocked sprawling into
his drums. The second crash did some-
thing bad to the electrical system—it
spluttered and Hashed a very white light,
and the electric guitar, which was lying
oft by itself in a corner. suddenly emirtted
a horrible scream,  frightening  every-
one in the place so badly that all the
women screamed, too. All the musicians
who could move picked themselves up
and  fled—except one, the bull-fiddle
player, a tall. gangly fellow from Port
Arthur who preferred death to cowardice.
He leaped over the fallen drummer and
smashed at the potato-chip truck with his
bull fiddle. “Son-of-a-bitch bastard!” he
velled, raising the fiddle on high.

Royee was mildly surprised at the
stance the bull-fiddle player wook. but he
was far from daunted. He backed up a
few feet and went at the bandstand a
third time. The gallant {rom Port Arthur
got in one tremendous swing before
being flung backward into the drums and
the drummer. The fight was not gone
from him, though: He rose to his knees
and flung a cvmbal at the truck, cracking
Rovee's windshield.

“Security, security, where’s the god-
damn security?” the vocalist yelled from
the midst of the crowd.

As to that, no one knew, least of all
the two owners ol the J-Bar, Bobby and
John Dave, who had run out of their
olfice to wawch the destruction of their
place  of business. They were both
middle-aged  businessmen.  long  accus-
tomed o dealing with rowdiness, but
the spectacle that confronted them was
more than they had bargained for.

“How’d that get in here, John Dave:”
Bobby asked. astonished. “We never
ordered no potato chips.”

Before John Dave could answer, Royce
was off again. He was largely satisfied
with the destruction of the bandstand
and whirled the wtruck around to face
the crowd. He began a fast trip around
the dance hall, honking as loudly as he
could in order to scatter the many
bunches of people. It worked, too: The
people scattered, hopping around like
grasshoppers over the many [allen chairs.
In order 10 block the exit, Royce then
began to use his wruck like a bulldozer,
pushing chairs and tables into the one
door and then smashing them inw a

kind of mountain of nails and splinters.

Vernon, ever a cool head in an emer-
gency, had rushed to Rosie’s side as soon
as he fgured out what was happening,
and the two of them were concentrating
on trying to kecp F. V. from panicking,
which might give their position away.
The fact that they were all short gave
them some advantage, though it didn't
seem so to F. V. “Good as dead, good as
dead,” he kept saying.

“Damn the luck,” he added mourn-
fully.

“It ain’t luck, it's justice,” Rosie said
grimly. She was not especially calm, but
she was a long way [rom panic—she had
not lived with Rovee 27 vears without
learning how to take care of herself
when he was mad.

Vernon watched the little blue truck
chug around the room, smashing what
few tables it hadn't already smashed. The
three of them had taken refuge behind
the huge man who had danced with
Rosic: fortunately. he was with his equal-
ly huge wile. The two of them seemed
to be enjoying the spectacle enormously.

“That’s a preuwty liude blue truck.” the
huge lady said. “Why'nt we get one of
them to haul the kids in3"”

At that very moment, the pretty little
blue wuck veered their wayv. “Here's
what you do, vou two run for the ladics’
room,” Vernon said. “Run, run!”

Rosie and F. V. broke for it and the
moment they did. Royce spotted them.
He braked, in order to get an angle on
where they were going, and while he was

slowed down, six drunks rushed out of
the crowd and grabbed his rear bumper.
The huge man decided to get in on the
sport and ran right over Vernon, who
had just moved in front of him to Iy to
get into the truck. Royce jerked the
truck into reverse and flung off all but
two of the drunks; then he shot forward
again and the last two let go. As the
truck went by, the huge man threw a
table ac it, but the table only hit one of
the drunks.

F. V. outran Rosie to the ladies” room,
only to remember, at the last sccond,
that he wasn't a lady. He stopped and
Rosie ran into him.

“Ooops! Where's the men's room?” he
asked.

Rosie looked around and saw that the
crowd had parted and that Rovce was
bearing down on them. There was no
time for commentary—she shoved F. V.
through the swinging door and squeezed
in behind him. about two seconds before
the truck hit the wall.

The part of the J-Bar where the rest
rooms were had once been the projection
area when the J-Bar had been a drive-in
theater, rather than a dance hall. Tt had
cinder-block walls. Royce had expected
to plow right through, into the ladies’
john, but instead he was stopped cold.
He even bumped his head on his own
windshield.

His confusion at finding a wall he
couldn’t drive through was nothing, how-
ever, to the confusion inside the rest
room. Most of the women who had been

“Gentlemen. I'd just like
to say that, while earnings are
unfortunately down thirty percent this quarter,
we have got to be the h ippest-looking
board of divectors ever!”’
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using it were blissfully ignorant of what
was going on out on the dance floor.
They had heard some screaming, but
they had just assumed it was a bigger
than-usual iight and more or less resolved
o stay where they were until it was over.
Severial were in the process ol combing
their hair upward, one or two were re-
gluing false evelashes and one, a large
redhicad named Grewchen, who had juse
finished genting laid out in the parking
lot, had one leg propped up over a lava
tory and was douching.

“Lord knows the wouble it saves.” she
renarked. 1o general agreement, and the
conversation, such as it was, was Largely
concerned with the question of unwanted
pregnancies. A woman who was sitting
in one of the toilets was regaling every-
one with a story about unwanted triplets
when, with no warning ac all, a snuall

COCHRANS

mitle Cajun popped throngh the door
and right into their midst. The appear-
ance of F. V. was so starding that no
one noticed the small. frighiened-looking
redhead who was right on his heels: but
the shock that followed when the truck
hit the wall was nothing anyone could
miss. Gretchen  fell down beside  the
Lavatory, and a blonde named Darlene
apened  her mouth o secream  and

dropped a [alse eyelash into i, F. V., off

halance to begin with, had the bad for-
tune o lall right on op of Grewchen.
“IUs a monster; get him away.” Grer-
chen screamed—she  assumed  she
about to be raped and rolled onto her

wils

helly and kepr sareaming. A couple ol
women rolled out from under the doors
ol the wiler stalls. They assumed a tor-
mido had struck, but when they saw F. V|
they began to scream lor the police.

i

“I think the turning point came when I beat
the elastic out of his trunks.”

Rosie had her ear 1o the door and could
hear the wheels of the truck spinning on
the slick dance Hoor. When she looked
around, she saw that F. V. was in real
wrouble. Five or six women had leaped
onto him to keep him [from raping
Gretchen, and  a  particulnly  tough-
looking voung brunete was wying to
strangle him with a wbular syringe.

“Naw, naw,” Rosie suid. “He ain't
out to hurt nobody. he just run 1 here
10 hide. My husband ried 10 run over
him in a truck.”

“He dove at me,” Gretchen said.

“You mean there's a truck loose in this
dance:” the voung brunete said. “That's
the dumbest thing T ever heard ol

She hurried over and pecked out the
door. “Aw.” she said, “it's just a liule
truck. T thought you meant a caude vuck
or something like that. Anyway, it’s driv
ing oft.”

Gretchen was still looking at F. V.
with burning eves—the news that a truck
was loose in the dance hall seemed 10
mean nothing to her at all. “'1 still think
he's i ole sex fiend.” she said, looking
at F. V. A man that waits till he's righe
between my legs to fall down may fool
vou, honey, but he ain’t fooling me.”

F. V. decided Rovee was the lesser ol
two evils—he ran out the door, with
Rosie close behind him. On the dance
Nloor. a scene of pandemonium reigned.
Rovee had a headache from bumping
his windshield and had decided to go
back to his original plan, which lud been
1o run over the two sinners in the park-
ing lot. To make that work, he had to get
back to the parking lot. and it wasn’t
proving casy. The pamrons of the J-Bmn
had had tme to size up the situation
and a number of the drunkest and mosi
belligerent began to throw things at the
truck bottles, partcularly. The
outraged vocalist had managed 10 locate
the wo security  policemen, boih of
whom had been taking lengithy craps
when the wrouble started. The two po
Licemen rushed onto the dince floor with
guns drawn, only to discover thit the
crinnnal was i retreat.

Rovee ignored the rain ol beer botles
and plowed on across 1he dance [loor,
honking from time o time. The two
policemen, plus Bobby and John Dave
and the vocalist, began o chase the
truck. Netther ol the policemen was the
sort o enjoy having a aap interrupted,
though, and they weren’t runming thei
best. When a small man jumped out at
them and yelled “Stop!™ they stopped.

“Don’t stop,” the vocalist yelled, very
annoyed.

Rosie joined Vernon. “It's all righ,
it's all right,” she assured the policemen.
“I's my hushand. He's aazed with jeal-
ousy, that's all.”

"I knowed it

heer

Billv.” one of the



policemen said. “Just another goddamn
family fight. We could have stayed where
we was.”

“Family fight my Lord in heaven,”
John Dave said. “Lookit this dance hall!
Huwrricane Carla never done us this much
damage.”

“No problem, no problem,” Vernon
said quickly. pulling out his money dlip.
He peeled ofl several hundred dollars.
*“The man’s my employee and I'll make
good your damages.” he assured them.

At that moment, there was the sound
ol a car wreck. Despite the bottles and
an occastonal chair, Royce had numnaged
to drive more or less calmly down the
length of the dance floor and out the
hole he had made coming in. It was just
alter he got out that the wreck occurred.
The large man in the blue Pontiac had
thought it all over and decided 10 come
back and throw the livde man against
the wall again, and he was driving along
slowly, looking for him, when Royce
drove through his hole. Darrell, the
Lirge man, was not expecting anyone
1o drive out of the wall of the dance
hall and was caught cold. The impact
threw Rovee out the door ol his truck
and onto the asphalt of the parking lot.

The next thing Rovee knew, he was
looking up at a lot of people he didn’t
know, all of whom were looking down
at him. The swrprising thing was that

there was one person in the crowd he
did know; namely, his wile, Rosie. The
cvems of the evening. particularly the
unexpected car wreck, had
Rovee a good deal and he had for the
moment completely  forgotien  why it
wis he had come to the J-Bar Korral
in the first place.

“Royce, just keep stull now,”
said. “Your ankle’s broken.”

“Aw.” Rovee said. looking at it curi-
ously. It was the ankle belonging to the
foot on which he had no shoe, and the
sight of his sock. which wasn't even
particularly clean. made him feel deeply
embarrassed. “I never meant to come with
just one shoe on, Raosie,” he said. doing
his best o meer his wile’s eye. “The
reason is Shirlev’s damn old dog carried
the other one oft.”

“That'’s all right, Royee,” Rosie said.
She saw that Rovece had forgotien her
linde indiscretion, for the moment: he
just looked tired. drunk and befuddled.
as he olen did on Friday night, and
squatting down beside him in the park-
ing lot. with hundreds of excited people
around, indeed, a linde bit like
waking up from a bad dream, since the
man before her was so much like the
same old Royce instead of the sirange
new hostile Royee she had been imagin

conlused

Rosie

Wils,

ing for several weeks.
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Royee. however, felt a litde desperate.
It secemed very important to him that
Rosie understand that he had not de-
liberately set out to embarrass her. Long
ago his own mother, a stickler for clean-
liness, had assured him that il he didn’t
change his underwear at least twice a
week, he was sure to be killed in a car
wreek someday wearing dirty underwear,
a lact that would lead inevitably to the
disgrace of his whole family. A diriy
sock and one shoe was maybe not so
bad as dirty underwear, but Rovee still
felt that his mother's prophecy had final-
Iv been [uliilled, and he needed 10 do
what he could 1o assure Rosie it ludn't
really been his laulr

“Lookt everwhere for it.” he said mo-
rosely, hoping Rosie would understand.

Rosie was plain touched. “That's all
right, Rovee, quit worrvin’ about that
shoe,” she said. “Your ankle's broke an’
vou wouldn’t be able o wear i, anvhow
We got to get you to a hospital.”

Then, o Rovee’s great surprise, Rosie
put her arm around him. “Liule Buster
askt about you, hon,” she sid solily.

“Aw, Little Buster,” Rovce said, hefoe
relief, embarrassment, [aigue and beer
overwhelmed him. Soon, though. he was
completely overwhelmed. He puor his

head on his wife's Tamiliar slace-hand

QUINSANA

foot
! powder
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breasthone and began 1o sob.

In that, he was not alone for long.
Many of the women and even a lew of
the men who had gathered around for-
got that they had come out to tear Royce
limb from limb. At the sight of such a
fine and fing reunion, the urge lor
vengeance died out in the crowd’s collec-
tive breasti—a number of women began
to sob, too, wishing they could have
some kind of reunion. Darrell, the own-
er ol the ill-fated Pontiac, decided to lor-
give Royee instead of stomping him and
went off with his fiancée to continue the
argument they were having over whether
ttty was an OK word. Bobby and John
Dave shook their heads and accepted
ten ol Vernon’s S100 bills, as collateral
against whatever the damages might be.
They realized that, once again, the East
Tex hoedown had been a big success.
The two policemen went back to their
bhowel movements, Vernon started an
unsuccessful search lor F. V. and Mitch
McDonald, Rovee's best buddy, immedi-
ately went to a phone booth to call Shir-
Tey and rell her Royce had gone back to
his wile. He made it clear that he had
nothing but forgiveness in his heart and
hinted rather broadly that his own, very

own old thing was aching to have Shirley
come and sit on it again—to which Shir-
ley, who was filling beer pitchers with
her free hand at the time, said, “Sit on
it yoursell, you little tauletale, T got
better things to do, if you don’t mind.”

Rosic knelt by her hushand, gratefully
receiving the warm sentiments of the
crowd. Many a woman leaned down to
tell her how happy she was that she and
her hushand had gout it all straighiened
out. Royce had eried himsell to sleep
against her breast. Soon an ambulance
with a siren and a revolving red light
screamed up and took Royee and Rosie
away, and then two big white wreckers
cime and got the Ponuac and the
potatochip truck. Some ol the cowd
straggled back through the hole in the
wall to talk things over; others drilted
off home: and many stayed where they
were—all of them happy to have wit-
nessed, for once, such passion and com-
passion. Then, when all was peacelul,
a spongy raft ol clouds blew in from the
Gull, hiding the high wet Houston
moon, and the clouds began to drop a
soft, lulling midnight drizzle onto the
parking lot, the cars and the happy,
placidly milling crowd.

“lf it wasup to me, I'd just dig a six-fool
hole and drop Iim init!”

HOW'S YOUR GAMBLING 10.?

(continued from page 109)
You're dealing, the pot was opened
and then called twice. You hold K.
8, 6, 2, 2. The correct play is:

A, Call (draw three, discard K,
8, 6)

B. Call (draw two, discard 8, 6)

C. Call (draw one, discard K)

D. Fold

12. A good way to beat a game such as
roulette, wherein vou get an almost
even bet on red and black, is to wager
on one color or the other and double
the bet il vou lose. Then continue to
do so until the odds have a chance 1o
catch up and you win the original
amount bet.

A. True—except that yvou must
occasionally cover the house
numbers 0 and 00

B. True—simultancously work the
high /low to win more

C. False—switeh back and forth
each spin to make this work

D. False—one of many fallacious
systems

13. When a middle is created hecause of
betting wrends. the football bettor:

A. Is restnaed by the bookmaker
as to the maximum bet that he
can make on that game

B. Should avoid this game, as he
must surely lose

C. Should bet less than normal;
the odds are against him

D. Has a rare opportunity to make
a combination of wagers that
cannot lose but may not win

1. You are playing craps at home with
several other people. Correct winning
strategy would incude:

A. Bet with the shooter as olten as

possible

Shoot the dice yourself as often

as possible

C. Shoot the dice yoursell as liule
as possible

D. II required to bet against the
shooter, make the bets as small
as allowed

15. Prior to the deal in blackjack, a sin-
gle standard deck has a ratio of non-
tens to tens ol:

B

A, 12-1
B. 85
G 9rpl
D. 1-21

16. Alter two hands of blackjack from a
freshly shulfled deck, you recall that
neither vou nor either of the wo
other players, nor the dealer, has had
a single ten-count card. Correct play
is to:

AL Place a smaller bet than normul

B. Placc a larger bet than normal

C. Sumd  pat regardless of your
hand

D. Conunue as before: nothing has
changed

17. You are having a beer at vour favor-
ite tavern and someone oflers you the
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19.

20

. The

following bet: You put a bill on the
bar and he will match it with one of
his own of the same denomination.
Then vou will roll a pair ol dice 20
umes. I you can roll just one 12, you
win; if not, he wins. You:
A. Decline; you know a bad bet.
Then offer the same bet to him.
In fact, sweeten it up and let
him roll 21 times
B. Accept and reach for one-dollar
hills, so that & bad run doesn’t
wipe out your capital: you have
the odds and will win in the
long run
C. Accept and get out the biggest
bills you have: this is an oppor-
tunity not to be missed
Accept only if he lets you roll
21 vimes each try
You are considering a numbers bet
with your local bookie's runner. He
offers vou your choice of any three-
digit number for any amount you
want and agrees to pay ol il it hits,
at 600-1. He also reminds you that
it is customary to give him ten per-
cent of your bundle if you win. You
determine that:
A. The odds are against you, but
the edge is small
B. The odds are even
C. You can get the odds in your
[avor by betting the same num-
ber every day for three vears
(more than 1000 days)
D. The odds are greatly against
}'Ull
You are playing five-card stud poker
and hold the Ah in the hole, plus the
lollowing up cards: 6s, Ac, Kh, 9d.
Your four opponents are showing:

(1) Ks, Ad, 9s. Kc
(2) Yc, 5c, 7d, As
(3) 5h. 10d, Qc, 9h
(1) Jd. Kd, 10s, Qd

D.

Accordingly, you know that you

have a “lock”™ (unbeatable hand)
against:
A, Z2and 3

B. 1and 4
C. All four
D). None
game is casino craps. You have
S10 on the pass line, you rolled the
dice once and now have a point of 4.
You want to maximize your mathe-
matical expectations by taking the
odds. Accordingly, you would:

A. Do nothing—you can’t do this

now

B. Make a back-line bet ol S5

C. Make a back-line bet of S10

D. Make a back-line het of 520

. In the same game as above, eight

becomes your point. 'This time vou
have only $3 on the pass line. Your
correct play is to:
A. Do nothing—you can’'t make a
back-line bet now
B. Make a back-line bet of $1.50

“Well, tlis isn’t my idea of battling the elements!”

C. Make a back-line bet of S5
D. Make a back-line bet of $5

22, At the craps table, wking the odds is:

23.

A. A good bet with a point of 6 or
8, an even bet with a 5 or a 9
and a bad bet with a 4 or a 10
B. Always a good bet and smart-
money players always place the
maximum bet allowed
C. Always a bad bet: that's why
there isn't even a spot marked
on the table layout 10 make the
bet
D. Not much worse and certainly
no better than any other casino
bet
The game is poker as played in Gar-
dena, California; five-card high draw,
a pair of jacks or betwer required o
open. 53-card deck (addition of a
single joker called the bug, which
may be a fifth ace or complete any
straight or flush). You are the dealer,
each player anted S1, the pot was
opened for 85 (pot is now 513) and
called onee (now S18). You hold the
following: 9¢, 10d, Jd, Qh, X. Your
correat play is to:
A Call (dvaw one)
B. Fold
C. Raise (draw one)
You are the same dealer again, ex-
cept that this time the opener is
raised (pot is now 38 |- 85 -} S10 =
$23). You hold: 9h, 10h, Jh, Bug, X.
Your correct play is to:
A. Call for $10 (draw onc)
B. Fold
C. Reraise for S15 (draw onc)

25. You are at the sume poker table, but

26.

this time vou are on the dealer’s im-
mediate lelt (st to act). You hold:
Ge. 6, ds, 4h, 9d. The correct play is
to:

A. Open—mavybe no once clse will

B. Pass—vou can back in later il

someone opens
Assuming that you did open the pot in
question number 25 and had one call
followed by a raise (pot is now 58 -
$5 - S5 -}- S10 = 528), your cor
reat play is to:

A. Fold

B. Call for S5 (draw onc)

C. Reraise for 510 (draw onc)
Assuming that you did not open the
pot in question number 25 but that
it was opened by the player on the
dealer’s immediate right and called
by the dealer (pot is now S8 1= 55 |-
$5 = S18), your cormect play is to:

A. Fold

B. Call (dvaw one)

C. Raise (draw one)

- You're sill in Gardena, except now

you're playing five-card lowball draw
poker. 33-card deck (the bug is used
in this game also—it becomes wild
and is the lowest card possible with-
out creating a pair). The best hand
1s A, 2,5, 4, 5: straights and llushes
are ignored withomt penalty. Because
there are no opening requirements,
il you pass before the draw, you pass
out of the hand. You are on the
dealer’s immediate left (frst 0 aa)
and are dealt the following cuds: A,
2, 3, ], Q. Your correct play is:
A. Fold—pass out
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B. Pass—you can back in if some-

one opens

C. Open (draw two)
D. Open (draw three)

29. Same game, except that this time you

are on the dealer’s immediate right
and are dealt the following cards: A,
2, 7. 8, K. Each player anted 50 cents;
the pot was opened and called 1wice

(pot
S19).

-

B.
C.
n.
Same game; this time you're the

30,

is now $4 4 $5 - S5 - $5 =
Your correct play is to:
Fold—pass out

Call for 85 (draw one)

Call for $5 (draw two)

Raise for 510 (draw two)

dealer and hold the following: 2, 3,
4, 7, 8. The pot was opened by a
known loose player and raised by the
next player (probably the best player

at

the table). whercupon all the

others folded. Your correct play is to:
A. Fold—pass out
B. Call—stand pat, but fold if

C. Call—stand

Start
poings

cither plaver bets at you
pat and call if
cither player bets at you

ANSWERS
with a base score of 50. Add three
for each correct answer. Wrong

answers are not penalized.

120 Genius! Perfect score.
114-119  Near genius. You are a winncr.
101-113  Gilted. You probably win.

T7-100 Above average. You probably

lose.

57-76  Average. You are losing.

33-56  Below average. You should

never wager on anything.
- - L]

1. C. Never split en counts; insurance
is available only if the dealer has
iin ace or a ten count "Il.

2. D. A beginner's trap: a single spin is
not influenced by previous action.

3. Do

I. B. A common misconception: prove
it to voursell with the charts [rom
yosterday's races.

3. D. And it does matter.

6. B.

7. A. Skill is the ability to use one’s
knowledge  cffectively.  Poker,
played expertly (winningly), is
largely a demonstration ol skill.

8. A. He is last to act. has more infor-
mution and is less susceptible to
riises.

9. D. The dealer is the bank, and al-
though the players may bet with
or against the bank, the bets are
covered by the house. The bank
has the pereentage (the  house
ﬂ)lllp(‘lls:l(l_’s “'il[l il [i\'(f'l)(.‘l'{'lfllt
commission il a player bets the
bank and wins), and thus, betting
against it loses.

10. D. The only reason this isn't true
with a bookmaker is that losses
are paid at least 5145,

11. A. Three kmgs wont win often

12. D.
13. D:
14. C.

15. C.

165 B¢

17::A:

18. D.

19. C.

20. C.

21 b

22 B

24 B

24 Al

enough to justify not drawing a
third card. The desired draw is, of
course, a pair, or perhaps another
deuce. Similarly, drawing one sig-
nihcantly reduces the probabilities
of four of a kind, and the small

straight is hardly better than
triplets.
The mathematics of craps s

such that the shooter is at a dis-
advantage; i.c., the odds are that
he won't pass (Las Vegas compen-
sates for this by disallowing the
bettor a win when the shooter
“craps out” with a 12). Therefore,
at home, if possible, never hold
the dice and always bet against
the shooter.

There are 36 nontens and 16 tens
(10, J. Q, K).

A tenrich deck favors the player.
The standard ratio is 36-16 and
our example has at least 28-16,
perhaps as liule as 20-16, since
we aren’t told how many cards
were played, only the number of
players. This ratio also means we
are more likely to stand pat—
though mnot regardless of our
hand.

Proposition bets are fraught with
danger: the percentage is against
the player. In this case, it is an
even bet with 24 rolls; anything
less  represents  a  percentage
against the player.

Actual odds are 999-1: the pavoiE
of 600-1 is not sulficient, espe-
cially since you also lose ten
percent to the runner. This is
probably the worst bet anyone
can make; even without the extra
ten percent and at 700-1 payoft
odds. it would be a fool's bet.
Look more closely; all of the As,
Ks and 9s are accounted for.
Give yoursell one point for D and
another two points il you've ever
gotten away with this; then tell us
where. The odds are the only even
bet allowed; not really quite even,
because vou paid a percentage to
be allowed to make the bet: ie,
the initial roll produces craps and
loses once every nine rolls. The
back line is an imaginary area
between the pass line and the
edge of the wable. This is where
the knowledgeable player places
a bet equal to his pass-line bet
and gets rue odds (2-1 for the 4
in this example).

To get the true odds in this case,
you must bet S5.

The chances of hlling a nine-way
straight are too small to warrant
a call against two players.

Give yourself one point for G,
which is more weak than wrong.

20 B

26. A

27. B.

28. A.

29. A

30. C.

Folding would be folly. There
are 48 cards remaining to con-
sider (33 — 5 = 48); ten com-
plete a flush, 16 complete the
straight, subtract four that do
both and you find that you have
a 22-way hand to which to draw.
If you divide 22 by 18, you get 46
percent as your probability of
completing the hand, and there-
fore need only 1-1 pot odds. The
pot offers 2.3—1 now and the pros-
pect of 2.8-1 if the opener calls.
This situation demands a call
A reraise reduces the pot odds to
1.5-1 now, 1.9-1 if only the raiser
calls and 2.5-1 if they both call.
Two small pair are insuflicient for
opening early.

You are too weak to stand a raise,
which is why you shouldn’t have
opened. Now you can only fold
five dollars poorer. You can't
afford 1o throw good money after
bad, stay to the end and get
beaten (probably by all): the
eight and a half percent of the
time that vou fill up and win
won't compensate for the losses
the rest of the time,

Give yowself one point for A,
which is too conservative but,
again, more weak than wiong.
You can fold this hand, but it
was opened late, called Jate and
no one showed great strength. It
is worth a call, the probability of
a raise is slim and the one-card
draw almost  guarantees they’ll
check and your two pair might
hold up. If either player bets at
you, fold.

Drawing two cards is the down-
fall of many lowball plavers. It is
bad enough to draw two cards:
the magnitude of ervor is increased
by opening early when necding a
two-card draw.

Against three other players, a one-
card draw to an 8-7 is msufhicient
and a two-card draw is folly.
Give yoursell one point for A:
again, too conservative. This one
is more complex: although vou
can fold this hand, it is better
play it here. An 8-7 pat is a call-
ing hand, especially since the
strong player may be a lictle weak
against the loose player. He'd
probably play a pat 9 (maybe even
a 10) or would draw one to an 8.
The betting after the draw is less
significant: the loose player often
bets on anything and the timing is
just right for the strong player to
bet il the loose one doesn’t. You
would be squeezed against the
opener. If you call here, stand pat
and lold if somecone bets. you
show great weakness. Why did
you call in the fivst place?




I smoked the same brand

of cigarettes for 16 years.
Heres what made me stop.

The pleasure I get from a cigarette is important
tome. And ['ve been pretty loyal to the taste I like.
But even up here in the small town [ live in
I've heard all the things they've been saying
against smoking and against ‘tar’ and nicotine.
Yet [ didn't want to quit. I enjoyed it too much.
So every once in a while [d try one of those
low ‘tar’ cigarettes.
To me they were like smoking cabbage.
Then one day my wife said, “Bill, here's a
new cigarette ['ve been reading about.’
[t was Vantage. I lit it up skeptically. But was
[ surprised! It tasted as good as my old brand.
[ found out that while ‘
Vantage isn't the lowest ‘tar
& and nicotine cigarette I can
buy, it sure is the one I can enjoy. In
my book that meansa lot. '
e VANTAGE
Because of Vantage [gaveup  <imy - RERAE
my old brand without giving up anything™

[really wanted. |0 2te.e, o2

William Pixley, West Stockbnidge, Mass

FILTER
tar
San,.

0.7[r1u'1|:gotine : im’“"“m.%m‘

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.

Filter: 11 mg. "tar”, 0.7 mg. nicotine. Menthol. 1 my. “1ar”,
0.8 mq. mcatine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report OCT.74.
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RICK WOHLHUTER on the right track

“WHEN I'M AT My Joi during the day, I think about what I'm
doing then; later. when I'm out running, what I think about
is running.” That’s the matter-of-fact approach of Rick
Wohlhuter, 26, who doubles as a rising young insurance sales-
man and the world's best hall-miler, holder of records at both
880 yards and 1000 meters. In fact, after his trauma at the
Munich Olympics (he fell in the first qualilying heat and
failed to place, though he did get up and fnish), he put
together an amazing sireak of 26 victories belore losing (in
the mile) to Tanzania’s Filbert Bayi. The mile is Wohlhuter’s
project for this year—"I'd like to run it as well as anyone
has”"—after which (as a hall-miler again) he’s pointing toward
the next Olympics, in Montreal. He downplays personal glory
as a motive: “T'he Olympics is a oneshot deal: Either you
mitke it that day or you don’t. But I'm wrying to develop my
‘running business,” just like I'm trying to develop my insur-
ance business. If I'm going to turn pro—and I haven’t made
any decision about it yet—I cin make more money by going
to the Olympics first and doing well. So it's worth waiting
another year. Besides, there was lots of beer at Munich—and
a lot of girls—and, if not for the Isracli incident, I'd have
had a real good time.” Wollhuter, the product of a Chi-
cago suburb, started running ten years ago because his high
school buddies were doing it. then continued at Notre Dame
and—since 1971—has competed under the auspices of the
University of Chicago Track Club. He runs about six miles
a day along Chicago’s lake front, all year round (his two
jobs don’t leave much time for other interests), and recently
moved from the North Side to the South Side to be nearer the
club. That meant learning a new training route, and the
first night he took it, he was startled to come upon a steel
mill: “1 thought 1 had run all the way to Gary.” Well, he
hadn’t. But if his mind ever starts to wander, he just might.

TOM GISH ?he eagles claws

EIGHTEEN YEARS AGO, Tom Gish left his reporting job with
U.P.L, returned to his home town of Whitesburg, Kentucky
(population 1800), and bought The Mountain Eagle. He
quickly lost any romantic notions he'd had about the lcisurely
life of a country editor: “On a rural weekly, you share the
news—good and bad—with the people it happens to. You face
your readers every day. There’s no ducking. You get angry.
You work your ass off.” Gish's timing was impeccable; he came
to Appalachia just as the mines were laying off two out of every
three workers. Incensed, he began a one-man campaign against
a coal industry that feeds off the “raw strength and lives of
miners for cold-blooded profit.” The fight has cost the Eagle
half of its advertising revenue (the paper, which exists on the
faith of 5800 subscribers, is put together by Gish’s family and
a few volunteers). Last year, Gish's office was fire-hombed. If
the police were slow to investigate, it's understandable (one of
those indicted for the arime was a deputy)—they had felt the
Eagle's claws more than once. A Federal grant had created a
small law-enforcement army in the county with high-speed
cars, Mace, submachine guns and “weapons I didn't even
begin to recognize,” says Gish. “It was as if they expected the
Detroit riots in downtown Whitesburg.” In the absence of a
real threm, Gish charged, the police ook on the nearest
target—the kids. “They were sitting ducks.” Gish's chronicle
ol police harassment of some boys who liked to spend their
evenings on the Whitesburg bridge received the John Peter
Zenger Award for “distinguished service in behalf of frecdom
of the press and the people’s right to know.” (Past winners in-
clude publishers Katharine Graham, for The Washington Post’s
Watergate storics, and Arthur Ochs Sulzberger, for the New
York Times release of the Pentagon papers.) A newspaper’s job
is to state the obvious; do it infrequently and youw'll be praised
for your scoops. Do it every week and you'll be Tom Gish,

| LEE BALTERMAN



GABRIEL KAPLAN low-key to success

DEADPAN and  excruciatingly low-key, 28-year-old swmnd-up
comic Gabe Kaplan delivers his latest bit: a prospectus on
movie sequels in 1985, including such Tuture hox-oflice hits as
The Senility of Billy Jack (“Billy Jack in an old-age home,
wearing corrective moceasins”) and Planet of the Gentiles
(“the story of a Jewish astronaut [rom New York who Iands
on what he thinks is another planet. Iowa™). Whatever may
be lost in the written translation is certainly there in Gabe's
short, terse, uninerested delivery, and the audience is devas-
tated. But then, Gabe’s been fracturing aundiences all over
the country, bringing in record crowds in Vegas and hosting
TV specials. His first album, Holes and Mellow Rolls, is a
runaway success and ABC is starring him in a pllol based on
one ol his comic sketches. Raised in Brooklyn, in the shadow
ol Ebbets Field, Kaplan wanted 1o be a professional ballplayer
and kicked around the minor leagues until a shoulder injury
ended his bascball career. Working as a hl.]]lloy in the New
Jersey version of the Borscht Belt, Iu: spent evenings listening
to the comics’ stock jokes and decided that he could do better.
Back in New York. he began doing one-nighters at talent
showcases such as the Cafe Wha, then graduated 1o the
burlesque circuit. (“The only reason I got jobs was that I
owned a car and could drive the strippers to work.”) Afler
hitting such towns as Shreveport and Wichita with Jewish
jokes that usually bombed, Gabe changed his act, injecting
some original marterial, such as his “Geriatric Dating Game”
routine (“the prize is a free trip to Johannesburg, where Dr.
Christiaan Barnard will perform the organ transplant of
your choice”). Alter his second appearance on the Carson
show in 1974, Johnny asked him up to the platform to talk
and Kaplan was made. His success surprises him: “I was never
a funny kid. I was always quiet and introverted. 1 still am.”
The Kaplan motto must be “Speak softly and carry a big shtick.”

MICHAEL MAUNEY
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GOOD DOCTOR (o tinued from page s1)

in his previous life remained  with
him. Finally, under hypnoanalysis, the
man was reassured that, far from being
a coward at the last stand, he had actual-
ly used good sense to save his life in a
hopeless situation: suddenly he became
potent—for the first time since the battle.

Cures like that one help explain the
broadening appeal of hypnotherapy,
which scems to reach into realms un-
touched by conventional therapisis. And
when practiced by the Bryvan method. it
can also be very lucrative. Under his
ingenious tape system. Bryan can earn
S500 an hour when all five treatment
rooms are in use. The physician, who
makes S250,000 a year and “spends every
bit of it” to keep himsell and the ALH.
happy. stops periodically to tout his auto-
mated hypnotherapy system to the Banif
audience: “I've never had a single resi-
dent come out ol the institute and make
less than S100.000 the first vear with the
Bryan method.” Already, the first wave
of Brvan disciples is moving out ol his
Los Angeles headqguarters and setting up
offices across America, where the miracle
of tape allows them o treat five patients
at a time. Bryan sees this as the begin-
ning of a medical revolution that will
supplant much of conventional psychia-
try and psvchotherapy. “Our system s
faster, it's cheaper and it works.” he says.
“I'm so confident of my results T'm will-
ing to do what no psvchiatrist is willing
10 do—charge o Hat lee.”

When one of the doctors asks how they
should set their fees. Brvan enunciates
his personal rule of thumb: “You should
charge the highest Tee you can without
fecling guilty about it There are, ol
course, certiin exceptions. For example,
he never charges a lee 1o other physicians
or their families. And already he has

offered to reat a “hate fucker™ here at
Banll for free. This particular physician.
who has been discussing his problem with
Bryan between sessions. suddenly finds
his case being incorporated into the
number-306 lecture. The ALH. leader
tells his class: “Now, I'm not going to
mention any names, but 1 want vou all
1o know that we have one hate fucker
here with us today, These guvs love their
wives and have had an active sexual past.
But somehow they get the idea that sex is
disgusting and rurn into hate Tuckers.”
Just then, there is a knock at the door
and Brenda, who is very slim, very blonde
andd very pale, walks in 1o join Bryan at
the podium. The physician decides 10
aive his voice a rest and let Brenda ke
over the reading of the case studies. She
begins with the story of Mr. E E. a
{0-year-old  hospital administrator  who
insists the best prece ol ass he ever had
was with a Spanish goar. Bryvan is ob-
viously delighted with the way Brenda.
who was a Cincinnati doctor's assistant
when he met her at a number-101 course
in Piusburgh, takes control of the session,
Following a briel courtship. Brenda left
her Ohio job. ook a position with the in-
stitute and began raveling with Bryan.
At fivse she resisted the rotund physician’s
manriage proposals. In one desperate
plea for her hand, on the hrst night of a
number-100 course in OkLthoma City,
he asked. “"What do I have 1o do. Brenda,
bleed for vou:" She brushed aside his
rhetoric, but the very next day, Bryvan
collapsed, started spitting up blood and
wits rushed 1o the hospital, where ulcers
were dingnosed. Brenda agreed 1o manry
him (as soon as he could get a divorce)
and the ulcers cleared up in a few weeks.
That evening, Brvan and Brenda are

only too happy to teach his sex-develop-
ment  techniques 1o the cass in a
partitioned-oft  section ol the  Alberta
dining room. While Banfl Springs guests
dine noisily on the other side of the plas-
tic room divider, Bryan and Brenda sit
down to demonstrate a variety of rech-
niques  designed  to produce multiple
orgasms. Bryvan lies back while Brenda
sits on his thighs and leis him use his
hands to rock her by her thighs. Unfor-
tunately, Brenda's long dress interferes
with his effort to teach the best route to
multiple orgasms: “You had to wear that
dress tonight. didn’t vou? You should
have worn your shorts.” Finally. the phy-
sician gets @ good grip and goes 1o work
jerking his paramour back and forth:
“Look at the speed you can ger with
this; iUl veally surprise you girls. Most
ol vou don’t fuck this Fast now, 1 bet.”

After  demonstrating  several  other
high-speed techniques. Bryan and Brenda
turn to psychological methods aimed at
helping along multiple orgasms. “You
have to get them up to their cdimax and
then talk them into having another one
before 1they come down. One method is
to tell them. You can't stop lucking,
no matter how hard vou wy,” and they
come all over the place. Or, with an
inhibited eirl, vou can sav. ‘It's the
goad girls who can keep coming. Come
on, good girl, give it to me, give it to me,
give it to me, vou can do it good.”

Then Brenda takes her turn to chant
a few of her favorite preclimax chants
that twrn Bryan on: “Show me what a
real [uck you are, shoot vour gun into
me. Come on, baby, you're onstage and
everyone is waiting for vou to come.”
Everyone scribbles notes fTuriously as
Brenda shouts another of her [avorites
mto the mike: "Come on. man, vou are
all man, you are a big man. Everyone
is w;llching, everyone else out there
wishes he was saewing me. The whole
world wants me, but you've got me.” By
the time Brenda finishes, a hush has
come over the noisy diners on the other
side ol the partdion. They have all put
down their prime rib and torned toward
the room divider, waiting for more ol
this unexpected andio enterviimment.

Thanks to lcclmiqucs such as these,
Bryan has been able to personally help
many women along the road toward
achieving their sexual potential, Like-
wise, he has found his sexual experiences
with 11,999 women to be most educa-
tional: "1 enjoy variety and 1 like 10 get
1o know people on a deep emotional
level. One way of geting to know people
is through intercourse.” Unfortunaely,
this warmhearted attitude has oareated
some difhculties lor Bryan. In the spring
of 1969, the Calilornia Board of Medical
Examiners found him guilty of unpro-
fessional conduct 1n four cases in which
he had sexually molested women  pa-
tients. He was given five years” probation



with the understanding that he would
have an adult woman present whenever
he was treating lemales. Alter fulfilling
the terms ol probation, the physician has
had his license fully restored.

Alter the Banff Springs course, things
between Brenda and Bryan began going
downhill. The relationship that had
scemed oo good to be true was. Com-
pletely exhausted by the good doctor’s
whirlwind schedule, she checked into a
hospital. After consultation, it was de-
cided that preservation of Brenda's health
dictated her leaving the doctor and the
institute. The young woman returned to
her family in the Midwest, where she con-
tinued to recuperate. Bryvan finds it piin-
ful to speak of the breakup: “This girl
was the love of my life. T just don’t know
what I.am going to do without her.”

Bryan—who has, among other things,
been a drommer with the Tommy Dor-
sev band, llown commercial planes. di-
rected medical-survival training for the
Air Force in northern Nevada, where his
patients mcuded emplovees ol several
local hordellos. hypnotized the Boston
Strangler and served as wechnical advisor
for The Manchurian Candidate—{eels no
remorse about his affair with Brenda or
any ol his past ones: 1 don’t regret any
prece of ass I've ever had or any affair.
You shouldn’t he afraid ol extramarital
intercourse. God is watching you and if
He doesn’t approve ol who vou are screw-
ing. He can change it right now. God
saved Lot. even though He knew he was
screwing his daunghter. Don’t worry, no
one can separate you from the love ol
God, no matter who you fuck. Il you
start denving vour sex potential or the
extramarital love vou need, your whole
body will suffer.”

By the last day of the Banfl number-
506 course. Bryan's students scem nearly
as tired as he is. Many of them have
been up hall the night, practicing his
new techniques. Some have technical
questions about the three basic [ellatio
methods he has been weaching on large
red-candy penises: the silken swirl, the
butterfly flick and the Hoover. When one
doctor’s wile indicites that she simply
can’t stand the e ol swallowing semen,
the prolessor encourages her 1o give it a
trv: I tastes like potato chips, only a
little stickier.” By now, Bryan himself
is beginning to show signs ol exhaustion,
He is having a hard time keeping his
eves open and his voice is going fast
The thought of repeating number 506
[or a new class at Grossinger's in a few
days only adds 10 his weariness. Despite
the [act that he uses sell-hypnosis to ward
olf illuess, Bryan has had a stroke, hepa-
titis, bleeding ulcers, rectal surgery, a
gall-bladder operation and an intestinal
bypass in the past four years. Although
the last operation succeeded in bringing
his weight down from over 300 pounds to
a more realistic 250, it also hurt his liver.

As a result, he went back into the hospital
to have his intestines hooked back up.

Bryan's stalf and his Iriends have been
suggesting that perhaps it were time he
slowed down a bit. But the world's lead-
ing medical hypnotist can’t stop himsel(
from working too hard. He must con-
tinue teaching oo mitny courses, treating
00 many patients. writing too  many
articles and training too many hypno-
therapists. As long as there is an undiag-
nosed casec of The Snapping Pussy
Syndrome. as long as there is a person
guilt-ridden by an extramarital affair. as
long as there is a single kleptomaniac out
there stealing toilet paper. Bryan will
not be able 1o rest. He will hvpnotize
crocodiles. put medical-hypnosis courses
to music. publish articles on “Suicide as
a Means of Sexual Gratification  in
Young Females™ or do anvthing else
necessary to bring the eves of the medical
world to his new form of therapy. He
won't be satisfied unul a whole legion ol
hypuotherapists comes  forth from  the
A.LH. Sunset Strip headquarters. fans
out over America and wipes out the
problems that traditional therapists, psy-
chiatrists and psychologists have failed
to solve. “I'm fortunate to lave enough
ego to think I know more than Freud.
Adler, Jung and all those old guys,” says
Bryvan. “I'm not knocking them: I'm
just practicing 20th Century medicine
the way it should he practiced. I'm sure
about 2150 some new guy will come up
with a better idea, and then everyone will
say. “That Brvan sure was crazy.”

As the A.LH. leader raises what's left
of his voice 1o conclude his final lecture,
the entire class rises to give him a stand-
ing ovation. After picking up their num-
ber-506 diplomas, many of the students
rush forward to thank him. Among the
most grateful is a young doctor’s wile
who has heen greatly relieved by Bryan's
reassurances that there is no harm in
her seven-year-old daughter's experiment-
ing with a vibrator. The woman who was
alraid to swallow semen also thanks the
doctor for helping her overcome her in-
hibition. And even the hard-nosed hate
fucker comes forward o promise he will
reconsider the ervor of his ways. This
delights Bryan: “T know. if you really
try. you can stop hate fucking and learn
ta start really loving your wile.”

The hate fucker nods and says, “You
know, there’s something I've been want-
ing 1o tell you.”

“What's thaez"

“Well, you know how sick to vour
stomach you got the other day.”

Y est

“Well, you know that lime juice they
put in daiquiris 1s very swong. 1t can
cause pastritis.”

Dr. William Jennings Bryvan, Jr., M.1D.,
J.D. Ph.D., LL.D. FALH. FACMH.,
slaps his blond head, then cups his
hands to his mouth and shouts across
the room in a raspy voice: “Hey, Bren.
da. you know what gave us all the
trouble? It was the lime juice. Can you
believe thaz”

“Mouth-to-mouth resuscitation is out. . . . Perhaps a
dog biscuit would help.”
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teardropshaped  fenders.  An  original
(there were only 500 Auburn two-seaters
made that year) is worth up to $50,000.
And Elegant owner Del Amy has one
in his showroom. He says: “In good times,
it makes sense to buy a classic car. In bad
times, it is an absolute necessity.”

Some Elegant distributors in  cities
such as Boston, Fort Lauderdale and San
Antonio sell complete Auburn models for
S20.000 or so. And Eleganu is finding busi-
ness so good, this yvear it's also going to
make an Auburn Phacton (foursecater)
that will sell for S30.000 complete. A
Jersey City auto-parts-store owner drove
his wile and parents in a truck to Indian-
apolis to pick up one in person. “He was
as excited as if his wife had given birth
to a baby,” recalls Wood.

The success of the Auburn may be a
last. desperate gasp of the well to do.
Time magazine has noted that the only
private indoor tennis club in Boston has
closed its crowded membership  rolls
this year, that expensive gems are selling
better than ever at posh jewelry stores
and that sales and attendance at a recent
boat show in New York were considerably
higher than last vear’s. The show’s di-
rector said: “These people don't care
about money.”

Paul Karow, general manager of the In-
dian Head Mountain ski resort in upper
Michigan, says skiers focking 1o the
slopes  either “refuse to believe the
cconomy or they have a doomsday syn-
drome: They think that they'll be in the
bread lines next vear,”

Some folks who would otherwise be
forlorn are losing themselves in nostalgia.
Demand for old jukeboxes (Seeburgs,
Packards. Rockolas and Waurlitzers) has
skyrocketed. Walter Romanek, a Chicago
attorney who bought a 1937 Wurlitzer for
S85, says: “It’s a yearning for something
you don’t have or something you have a
remembrance of. I recall all the jukeboxes
of my youth; the summer resorts in Can-
ada had all those jukeboxes. The leeling
of solidity appeals 10 me. It's the feeling
that they're so heavy, and heavy was
sood. With Wurlitzer, it’s a mass feeling.
It's a self-contained cathedral. It reminds
me of good times and [ellowship.”

Mink neckties, which were “in” during
the Thirties, are coming back. So are
men’s hats for women, long cigaretie
holders—and which was a hot
business four decades ago. In hard times,
fire losses go up sharply, and so do the
number of fires that are set intentionally
1o collect insurance. Arsonists apparently
are doing better than ever: in recent years,
the crime has been growing at the rate of
12 percent a vear, but arson, sav police,
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cuted of any felony. “Bad times are good
lor the arsonists,” asserts Business Week
magazine. Two 70-year-old ladies were
recently arrested in New York and
charged with running a mammoth “arson
for profit” ring for Queens apartment
owners.

Like nostalgia, pure escape—despite
the harm it may do to the cscapee—isn’t
doing too badly, cither. Bar owners say
their business—particularly in  tequila,
which gives a cheap high—is picking up
as unemployment rises. Alcohol, it ap-
pears, is one ol the last luxurics 10 go
during economic hardship. A survey by a
big New York City bank (Citycorp) found
that among people earning more than
520,000 a year, only I4 percent had
changed drinking habis, while 34 percent
had canceled wavel plans and 36 percent
had put oft buying a new car. The bank
didn't ask about it, but cigarette sales also
are spiraling upward, giving tobacco-
industry profits a big boost: nobodv has
really figured out why, but one Wall
Street tobacco-industry analyst who began
smoking again  himsell after a lavoff
higures it's because people who kicked the
habit “now need a smoke to forget about
their worries.”

There’s another trend in the current
bad-times boom that's worth mentioning,
That's prudent shopping. Modells, a
ten-store rewail  chain that sells  jeans,
work clothes and casual shoes in the
New York area, is “looking forward to
our biggest year,” says William Modell,
grandson of the founder. Modells has no
fancy hxtures, lets customers serve them-
selves and cuts profit margins 15 o 20
percent below other retailers. “We make
money on volume and are a depression-
prool business.” says Modell.

Lean times are bringing fat profits for
can manulacturers, because more people
are cating stew and hash. And radio ad-
vertising is booming, because it is less
expensive than TV commercials. “We're
getting margarine and tooth-paste spots
for the first time.” observes Hal Gore,
executive  vice-president of  Sudbrink
Broadcasting. which runs nine radio sta-
tions in six large cities. Sudbrink’s sales
and profts are up 20 percent from last
vear’s. “And it looks like the sky's the
limit,” says Gore. “We're a cheap trade-
down from TV and advertisers get more
for their money.” A minute spot on Sud-
brink’s FM station, WLYF, in Miami,
for example, costs only S50: a 30-second
TV spot in Miami costs I times that
amount.

Discount drugstores that seem to sell
everything but drugs are making money.
Fay's Drug Stores. an Last Coast chain,
is having a banner vear by pulling people
into its 38 stores with low-priced items.

Fay's sells rice, macaroni. spagheui and
spagheni sauce and other staples at cost.
so shoppers jam the stores. And once
inside, customers also are buying drugs.
greeting cards, glassware and even fire
place equipment and lawn furnicure.

People are wrying o reduce their fuel
bills. And in one case, at least, they also
are protecting themselves against the day
when utilities may go broke or power
failures may become widespread. There's
a run on Franklin stoves, those [ree-
standing hreplaces that can heat a home
with almost any fuel—wood, charcoal,
you name it. Invented 200 vears ago b
Ben Franklin, who advised Americans
in his Poor Richard's Almanac that “a
penny saved 15 a penny carned,” the
stove also can be used for cooking. “It's
a survival tool” explains Samuel Me-
Cullough, general manager of a Brock-
ville, Onvario, firm that makes them.
McCullough's Selkirk Metalbestos hegan
making the stove last October and will
sell up o 10,000 by the end of 1975,
he estimates. Installed and vented. the
stove with Franklin's original scrollwork
costs 5500 to S600. It has authentic rustic
charm, but, more than that, it would
keep a family warm and eating well dur-
mg a leng-lasting power failure. Selkirk’s
profits are up 70 percent from 1974,
thanks largely o the Franklin stove.
“We're on a double shift. and il the
energy crunch contintes. we will go to
a third shift in the factory il we can find
enough workers,” notes McCullough.

So it's easy to sce how bad times can
bring good fortune t some folks. One
recent  instance  involves  eerie  coinci-
dence: Don Proudfic of Calendar Pro-
motions in Washington, lowa, ar a flea
market found a couple of 1930 calendars
sent to customers 46 years ago by the
Peters Cartridge Company of Cincinnati.
On the calendars is a vintage painting of
a big molmtain lion and a hunter staring
cach other down. Proudfit sent the cal-
endars to the Remington Arms Compiany
in  Bridgeport, Connecticut,  which
bought conwol of Peters Cartridge in
1934, a year alter the giant Du Pomt
chemical concern ok over Remington.
Last year, Remington conceived the idea
of printing a replica ol the calendar and
selling it for lour dollars, Calendar Pro-
motions has already shipped out 13.000
and has had to reprint the replica three
times. “We didn’t expea to sell more
than 5000, admits Poudht. “1ts a smash-
ing success. People are very [as
with the Thirties.”

A key factor m the calendar’s popu-
larity: The davs and numbers of 1975
coincide with those of 1930, 1s nostalgia
why the clendar is so popularz Or

déja vu?

inated




ADVENTURES OF SHERLOCK JONES

by Bird and nimbly worked over the
changes to Parker’s Mood. At the end of
a dazzling double-time passage, he un-
puckered his lips from the reed and
stared contemplatively at an object on
the mantel. an exotic Persian slipper with
an exotic Persian still in it. As she smiled
at him, I remembered that she had also
been a gift, a token of gratitude from
the Whitechapel Merchants® Association
for Jones's discovery that the garter belt,
panties and chemise left at the scenes of
the latest harlot murders belonged to
that kinkiest ol killers, Jack the Sturipper.
Then Jones whirled and said to our anx-
ious guest, “My lord, T have decided to
take the aise.”

“Bless you,” gushed the exultant mag-
nate. “You will not find me ungenerous.
If you were of the Hebraic faith, I would
have a tree planted for you in Isracl
Considering your background, in your
name a bomb will be planted in
Rhodesia.”

- - -

The following noon found us inside
Tappet-Spanner Ltd., being awaited by
the motor mogul whose brow furrows
had so deepened overnight with angst
that they could have held enough crops
to feed Bangladesh. “It's good you're
here, Jones. My nephews have started the
final phase and if that data leaks out,

(continued from page 90)

"

we're for it.” At the lord’s side was a
young Chinese woman who, although at-
tived in a prim, tailored business suit,
still revealed a sensational construction
that would have been the envy of the
Tishman organization. “Gentlemen, this
is my secretary, Miss Wu.”

“Fi-i-in-n-ne-lookin®  fox,” and in
Jones's voice, ghetto slaimmed a service
ace at Oxford, but Oxford lobbed back
elegantly:

“I say, Datson, hit of a smashing for-
tune cookie, ¢h, wor?”

“I know her type, Jones. That cookie
could cost you a fortune,” 1 riposted,
whereupon Jones said testily:

“I told you before, yellow fellow, I do
the shtick. Your gig is to worship me, im-
mortalize my every utterance and see that
my shirts and my rice aren’t too starchy.”

Stung by his imperiousness, I snapped,
“Here you may be the premier detective
Sherlock  Jones, but remember, in Ala-
bama, you were only Sam Spade.”

Jones found that sally intolerable,
cried, “Climb down off my back. Sony
boy, 'cause I'm gonna whup yo’,” and
crouched in the stance of the master of
openhanded combat in which he pos-
sessed a black belt, but, considering his
pigmentation, who could tell? But just
then, Miss Wu sensibly interposed her
willowy configuration between us and as

Jones and I drank in all that undulating
Yangtze protein, we lost the urge to fight,
remembering sagely that hands were cre-
ated for more delightful purposes than
splitting windpipes.

“May I pin on your security badges,
sirsz” she trilled in a sweet singsong.

As she got close to aflix mine, I whis-
pered into that peach-toned ear, “Since
we're both of the Asian persuasion, what
say to a late-date plate of moo goo gai
pan at Mr. Chow's and let the chopsticks
fall where they mayz”

Her smile remained painted on, but
she thrust the point of the badge past
my lapel deep into the flesh of my chest,
then pinned it to the plastic square, her
singsong mutating into an ugly hiss:
“This is for my grandmother, who was
raped at Nanking, Nipponese pig!” As a
devotee of the code of Bushido, 1 stoically
bore the agony. Later 1 might permit my-
sell the luxury of an uninterrupted. 20-
minute scream, but now was no time to
exhibit elteteness belore a mere woman,

Then Jones made lis lecherous bid.
with a sample of his sophisticated
repartee: “Hey, Momma. Midnight at
the oasis?”” Oddly, this precipitated a
trembling in her and she dropped the
badge slated for his lapel. She knelt to
retrieve it, but Jones, moving like white
lightning  (or its Swahili [facsimile),
swooped to the carpet and got it first.
Noticing a powdery substance on the toes
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of her plain pumps, Jones remained in
the knecling position, plucked a hanky
[rom the pocket of his Inverness cape,
wet it with his lips and gave her a spit-
shine in the old street-corner mode. I was
shocked at this display of Tomism from
a man so advanced in racial pride that
with his tea he preferred Huey Newtons
o Fig Newtons, but his rolling eyes
seemed 1o say to me in apologia, Forgive
me, but it’s hard to break the habits of a
Iifetime. Indeed, the rhythmic slapping
of the hanky inspired him to sing a la
Bojangles:

“Oh, when a shine does vo' shoes,
Dey’s a melody in yo' heart.”

With a grand flourish, he pointed 1o
his  handiwork, two Dbrilliandy buffed
pumps, but as he started to rise, 1 saw
him pause at her pelvis, heard those
broad nostrils emit a long snufiling
sound, and when he did pull himself 10
his full height, T saw those carbon eves
ficker fractionally and almost heard the
clicking of that Bowmar Brain. But what-
ever Jones had filed in the Rolodex ol
his mind he was keeping to himself.

Miss Wu, unauthorized o enter the
inner compound, stayed behind as Lord
Tappet-Spanner led us in. We traversed
a long hallway leading to the MM-8
Luboratory, walking past a number of
small rooms that Jones meticulously ex-
amined with his magnifying glass. (A
basically worthless device, as 1 knew quite
well, but it always looked impressive on
his itemized bill 1o the client: “Use of
genuine  sleuth’s magnifying  glass—90
guineas.”) Veued were a bathroom with
shower, a doakroom holding the neph-
ews' coats, bowlers and bumbershoots and
the alorementioned microfilm room with
its special cameras. There was a fourth
door, but its knob did not yickd 10 Jones's
twisting.

“Oh,” said Lord Tappet-Spanner,
“that’s merely a uulity washroom, Jones.
Brooms, mops and that sort ol parapher-
nalia, but vou, of all people, should be
familiar with. . Oh,” and our host
coughed daintily. *“That was inexcusable
bad taste on my part. Fact is, I adore you
colored folk. Why, T have every record
that Al Jolson ever made.”

Jones ler that hit ol bigotry slide by,
but I had no doubt that it would be re-
venged in another excessive item on the
lovd's bill.

“This uliIily washroom,” the lord ex-
plained. “has two entrances, both on this
side and from my suite in the outer com-
pound. However, lor security purposes,
it has been bolied [rom the owside so no
one in here can enter ic.”

Then we reached the lab itself and
there, poring over charts and blueprins
of the almost-completed engine, which
hung from a chain in the center of the
room, were three patrician-looking young
men who wore white lab coats over their

164 dirk, dustspatiered trousers. “My lads,”

called out the magnate, “may I present
Dr. Datson and the famed Buker Street
detective, Mr. Sherlock Jones.”

“Pleasure, sirs,” said one of them, a
reedy, fairhaired chap with fluttering
hands. “I am Lord Windsor and this
distressing business has my stomach tied
in a knot. And you know how hard it is
to tie a Windsor knot.”

Jones's sinewy frame quivered, but he
said through denched teeth, "T'll over-
look that.”

The second young noble, who reeked
of ennui, lassitude and a beakerful of
accidie, olfered a limp hand. “ "J'doo. |
am the Earl of Marlborough and my life
is a drag. And you know how hard it is
to drag on a Marlborough.”

H it had been within Jones's power to
trn white with anger, he would have.
But though near the breaking point, he
said icily, “I'll also overlook that.”

“And I, sir,” bellowed number three,
an aggressive lellow with angry blue eyes,
“am the Duke of Wellington and 1 have
a beel. And you know how hard it is to
prepare——"

But  Jones’s lelt hook was already
sweeping up [rom the floor Sugar Ray
style, its fearsome trajectory impacting
on the voung duke’s jaw before the
gratuitous remark concerning beel Wel-
lington could slip out. Sent spinning like
a  Catherine wheel, he tumbled over
benches, lathes and punch presses and
ended up against the cinder-block wall
with a head-cracking thump. He arose,
shook his head and remarked offhand-
edly, “Curiously refreshing.”

It being lunchtime, the nephews in-
vited us to join in their simple but nour-
ishing repast, a gigantic garlic pizza that
they hotted up with a welder’s toreh and
cut into the eight wraditional slices. We
washed down these pungent wedges with
glasses of icecold selizer from a large
siphon.  After the meal, the [lastidious
noblemen sought to expunge the linger-
ing odor of the just-devoured Sicilian
Frisbee. Windsor produced a spray con-
uriner, using it liberally on his tongue.
“Hate the bloody stuff,” he said. smiling
wanly., “but T use it twice a day.” Marl-
borough shook a few golden drops from
a tiny bullet-shaped bottle onto the back
of his hand and held it to his lips. From
a red packer, Wellington placed some
particles between his expensively capped
canines, triggering  Jones's nostrils into
another snifling spasm.

"I perceive, my dear duke, that vou
tend 1o be a bit of a wraditionalist. You're
still using Sen Sen.”

The duke’s brows arched with surprise.
“Yes, matter ol [act. T discovered the stulf
in a shop on Poriobello Road and have
been using it for months now. Would you
care for some?” And when Jones nodded,
Wellington shook some into Jones's palm,
which soon held a dozen or so tiny black
squares. “How did you idenufly them?”

“It so happens,” Jooes said, “that I

have published the definitive monograph
on the forty-nine best-known breath puri-
fiers and I dare say this proboscis ol mine
could distinguish from ten yards off the
difference between the brutal candor of a
Listerine and the subder bouquet of
Biniaca. Hence, 1 would be a poor ex-
pert, indeed, not to be able o identify
the  characweristic  licorice-cum-parfum
tang ol Sen Sen, the daddy of them all.”

“All very interesting, this display of
nasal virtuosity,” said an impatient Lord
TappetSpanner, “but, damn it, Jones.
time is of the essence.”

»," said Sherlock Jones, a new hard-
ness in his demeanor, “in this case, the
essence is of the essence.” He pivoted on
his high heels and stalked out of the lab.

Silence in the room. . . . [, oo, mute.
Had Jones found the crack in the case?
Il so. who was the traitor? Windsor>
Marlborough? Wellington? Tappet-Span-
ner himself? Devoid of my colleague's
incflable powers ol deduction, I did not
even attempt in my own mind to guess
the guilty party. But with a lew moments
to kill, there was one thing I could do,
let Ioose the saream I'd been stifling ever
since Miss Wu had pierced my flesh with
the pin, and 1 did, long and loudly, but
the sound died in my throat when the
door to the utility washroom opened [rom
the outer compound. Through it walked
Sherlock Jones with Miss Wu in tow, on
her downcast face a look of shame.

S0, said Lord Tappet-Spanner, “it
was my Chinese sceretary. I should have
kll()\\'l] I)L’“(!I' Illllll 1o accuse II'I)' own
dear, cean-cut Anglo-Saxon kin when it
wis the old Yellow Peril behind the plot
all the time.”

“Yes,” wept the lovely maiden,
pguilty.”
~ “But only of loving not wisely but 100
well.” said Jones, with uncharacteristic
gentleness. “My dear, you were the un-
wilting ¢spionage convevance of yown
I)-'Il'il mour.

“No. no.” she gasped. and her hands
flew theatrically to her hreasts.

“Splendid notion,” mused Jones, and
his hands flew to her breasts, and so did
mine, and so did the lord’s, and the three
of us spent a marvelous few moments
kneading 1hose insuperable Chinese love
apples until Jones barked, “Enough!
BRack to the casel”

Now tension returned 1o every face as
my [iend began his peroration. “Miss
Wu, when first we met, I was exceedingly
curious as to why an otherwise well-
dressed, impeccable amanuensis should
have an unsightly laver of powder on the
toes of her shoes, and so, urilizing my
racial heritage as a cover, 1 did my ob-
sequious shoeshine bit . . . for which,
incidentally, vou will receive a bill foy
twenty guinc;ls. ‘cause, Momma, dere’s
been some changes goin® down in the
Shinola scene. No more of that two-bit
shit. Having identified the powder, I be-
came even more curious when, as I arose,

“I am



I detected the heady scent ol licorice.
Initially. T presumed it 1o be the latest
feminine-hygiene spray and inwardly 1
cheered. I've been terribly bored by
women lately. They all seem to smell like
a strawberry patch.”

“What has all this 1o do with the stolen
plans, man?" roared Tappet-Spanner.
“These two facts seemed relatively in-
significant until vou. Duke of Welling-
ton. used that distinctive licorice-flavored
Sen Sen, which wld me immediately that
you were meeting Miss Wu clandestinely
in the wtility washroom, where vou. sir,
were getting down to the real niuty-clitty
and paving lip service to the [un-fur
place for the purpose of espionage.”

I admit. Mr. Jones, that Miss Wu and
I have. uh. been intimae in the past. but
such meetings could have ocanred any-
where. You have no prool.” the duke
said with disdain, “that ties me physically
to the washroom.”

“The dust on your knees,” said Jones.

Wellington's mocking laugh rang out.
“I have you there, you impetuous, over-
rated wog! All of us in this Llab have dust
on our trousers, due to the very nature
of our work.”

“Behold!”  Jones commanded. as he
snatched up the siphon. depressed the
lever and sent a fizzing spray of cold
seltzer across the knees of all three
nephews.

Windsor and AMarlborough jumped up
and whooped, “Jolly [un, ¢hz” but Wel-
lingron’s nasty laugh faded as the dust on
his knees made a startling mutation [rom
white to foaming blue.

“Yes,” thundered Jones in triumph,
“your dust is the same telltale hue as on
this.” and he whipped out the hanky he
had llicked across Miss Wu's shoes. Ol
course. it is axiomatic that virtually all
wtility-washroom floors are littered with
pitches of the ever-popular cleansing
agent Ajax, and when Ajax is moistened,
it turns . . . blue!”

“You'll never take me alive!™ screamed
the duke, dashing for the door, but a
charge of chocolate surged by him and
belore  Wellington  reached  the  exit,
there. barring it, was Sherlock Jones, his
lorchinger idly running down the length
ol his deadly sepia snickersnee.

“So you'll take me alive,” he said.
- - -
Bick in our sitting room, a siill

inaedulous Lord Tappet-Spanner pon-
dered. “Who would have thought that
my own nephew would sell out o the
oppo? Why? ll(‘ had it all—money, title,
stature,

“Because,”  Jones said, “they knew
Wellington was a famntic collector ol
vare objeats and, in exchange for his
bewrayal, they ollered him something he
could not resisti—a zoological wonder: a
muatant sttin ol lemming that at the
height ol the swade season rushes 10 the
sea, stops, thinks, ‘I'm supposed to drown
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mysell because of some insane tradition?”
and dashes back to the salery of the land.”

“But, Jones, old [ellow,” T interrupted,
“you still haven't explained how Wel-
lington got the MM-8 plans through
security.”

Jones waved his hand airily. “See il
vou cin lollow my train of thought.”

“Your Soul Train ol thought . . . or
your Coltrane of thought?” T said. prov-

ing mysell no slouch in the realm of
ethnic humor.

“Buddha will get you [or that one”
Jones said. wagging a finger. “When
Wellington was bribed by the rival firm,
he set into motion a diabolical scheme.
For some time, he had been carying on
with AMiss Wu and noticed that she was
driven into an erotic frenzy by oralism.
He had also secretly substituted a micro-
reduction lens in  the micofilm-room
cameri, allowing him o reduce each vial
compouent to the size ol a Sen Sen. Since
he made a point of constantly using those
littde black squares. who would have sus-
pecied one of them to be a microdot?
In their hasty wvsts in the washvoom,
which the poor lovesick maiden unbolted
from her side to permit him access. he
would drop to his knees, perform the old
Mao Tseongue technique,  depositing
the Sen Sen in that fine fox’s lair. She,
no security risk. could leave the [actory
unvetted. and Wellington, with no in-
criminating film on his person, could
sail through the X-ray apparitus, meet
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her later somewhere and remove the
miniaturized data in his own sweet way.
A rather unique case in one major aspect,
because in order for the criminal to suc-
cessfully do the job, he had o mufl i.”

“Il 1 ever write up this case, Jones”
I said, laughing gailv, 1 shall most cer-
tainly dub it "The Advemuure ol the
Chinese Box."™

But Jones had already wearied of the
affair and spotted an item in The Times.
“By Godirey Cambridge, 1 see Supersax
is in concert this evening at Albert Hall!
Coruscating  pvrotechnics.  incredible
tempi,  dazzling  conceprualization.  In
other words, they gonna lay some heavy
shit on us.”

“Good show, Jones,”
quickly. “OI course,
vou.”

“Not tonight, old fellow. 1 have al-
ready made an engagement with Miss
Wu . . . on a strictly professional bag
vou understand. I suspect that she may
be concealing on her person the plans
for the entire MIRV missile system that
will be the bulwurk of NATO delense
for the next decade.”

I said, and rose
I shall accompany

“The entire system? Jones, that's
impossible.”
“Perhaps,” he grinned. “but this dude

gonna have a real ball checkin® her out.”
He bounded down the stairs and soon
his slim figure was lost in the swirling
log ol Baker Street.

JDIFRNNY GUTTS

(continued from page 80)
him: “You, oo, Jackie. I saw vou cross
the white line. You're getting a ticket
also.”

Mafalda, a sledge hammer in his hand,
trusting his cousin 0 remove the tires,
license plates and inspection tags from
the Ford, hurried toward the pumps.
“Fuck is goin” on®” he shouted.

“People  are  endangering  life  and
property.”  the motorcycle  policeman
said. “No more lelt turns off the opposite

Lane. We'll be watching, Malalda, That's
He ripped off the tickets
and gave them o the drivers.

“That’s hafla my gas business.” Malalda
wailed. “What is this? For fourtcen vears,
people been makin® that left turn into
my station.”

“They won't anymore. I citch you
taking any customers who make that
turn. il be your [ault lor running an
attractive nuisance.”

“Sergeants’  dub,

a violuion."”

rightz"  Malalda

shouted. “Tell Healey and Loogan Tuck
ofl.”

The motoreyede belched and  blasted
AW

Later. a prowl car came by, circled the
block and wrote four more tckets for
customers who had wurned lelt across
the white line.

“I 1old you,
Guts said.

Mr. Mafalda” Johnny
“Those guys will break vour
chops. Mavbe vou should just give them
the Christmas present.”

“Butt out, kid. State Senator Sid Mer-
melstein's gonna fix it for me. You give
‘em the Christmas present in November,
theyre back two weeks belore Christmas
for a bigger one.”

When it tarned dark and business was
slow, Malalda sent Johnny Guis and
Curtis out 1o get rid of the old Ford.
Malalda’s cousin Rilfo had bought it six
months ago. insured it and removed all
the usable parts. Then he and Maflalda
had wrecked it

Johnny Guis was to leave it on a de-
serted street corner and tag it with an
official Sanitation Deparunent  sticker.
Mafalda bought the stickers for ten dol-
lars each from a nephew in the depart-
ment. Once tageed, the unidentifiable
ruinous Ford, worthless 1o anyone. would
be owed to a city dump. In three days,
Riffo would report the thelt o the
police. He would get a formal statement
ol thelt. Then he would cll the osur-
ance company and wait lor his check.

“How much does he think he’ll ger:
Johnny Guts asked.

“Riflo never seude Tor
hundrad.”

“Six hundred? That piece of junk isn't
worth hity bucks.”

“That why insurance premiums go up,
man. Rillo and Malalda work this all
the time. Buy an ole heap. insure it,
wreek it, nobody ever find it.”

less than six



Returning to the station, they came
across a Puerto Rican couple in a stalled
Chrysler with the hood up. They were
franticc. The woman kept screaming
about a baby she had lelt somewhere.
The man asked Johnny Guis to help
them.

Johnny Guts looked at the dashboard.
The man was trying to start the car in
drive. Then he looked at the engine,
jiggled a lew hoses, belts and connections
and mspected the battery and the oil.

“Looks bad. pal,” he said. “Maybe the
generator’s out.”

“Please, you tow me?”

“Sure.”

A patrol car whipped out of a side
strect, It was dark and very cold. A finger
summoned Johnny Guts.

“Got # license to tow, kid? A medal-
lionz"

“Sure, officer.”

“Yer a [uckin® liar and so is Mafalda.
Also, you got no directionals. Your front
lelt headlight is out. You got no flasher.
You ain't even got no towing license. 1
don’t see no medallion onna hood. Untie
that shit wagon and go hack to Mafalda.
I'm writin® up the violations. Take these
papers hack to Mafalda. Some scumbags
never learn their lesson.”

Johmmy Guis and Jefferson unhooked
the Chrysler and left the sobhing Puerto
Rican couple. Before leaving. Johnny
Gus walked over and moved the gear-
shilt from drive o park. “Try it now,”
he said. “You can't start in drive.”

“You oo kindhearted.” Jefferson said.
“You want to be like Mafalda, yvou get
that spick come in tomorra and sell him a
new generator.”

“T ain't Mafalda”

“Not yet you ain't.”

])(‘pri\'cd ol his towing service, Ma-
[alda got Stare Senator Sid Mermelstein
on the phone. A few dayvs later. R & M
Service Suntion boasted a new  sign:
OFFICIAL STATE INSPECTION,

“Man, that good for twemy grand a
year in repairs,” Jefferson laughed. He
imd Johnoy were at the pumps. There
was a hint of snow in the air.

“"How does he do itz Johmny Guts
asked.

“He
rabhbi.”

Malalda came by with a generator
from a "64 Cadillac in his hands. He ook
Johnny Guis away [rom the pumps and
showed it to him. “Know what this is?
I want vou should rebuild iv Later.”

“A generator. They don’t use them no
morc. Not lor maybe cight years.”

“Know how to rebuild one:”

“We didnt go that [far in
training.”

“Fuck tech wvaining. You tell the cus-
tomer you're gonna rebuild a generator.
So you put in three new brushes, see?
Then you wipe the whole thing with a
gas rag. then %

“Spray it with black paint.”

got  connections. Got him a

tech

“Charge is twenty-five dollars for labor
and parts. This afternoon, do it and put
it back in the Cad.”

Back pumping gas, Johnny asked
Jefferson, “"What do generator brushes
costz”

“Filteen cents each, man. You put in
forty-five cemis” repairs on a gen'rator,
charge the man twenty-five bucks. That is
called inflation.”

They both laughed. A black Nova
pulled into the bay. A young man in a
piale-blue windbreaker got out. “Brake
inspection:” he asked. “This an official
stationz"

Johnny Guts could see Mafalda aking
the man into a corner. then accepting
money from him. He wemt into the
glassed-in ofhce 1o ger the inspection tag.
As he was gluing the tag 1o the wind-
shield, the man ook owt his badge.

ity police.”

A prowl car pulled in. Two uniformed
men got out.

“Violation ol state ordinance twenty-
three slash  fiftcen A, subparagraph

twelve,” the plainclothesman said. *So-
liciting of bribes from a police officer,
failure to enforce inspection rules.”

The cops were smiling. One of them
had a clipboard under his arm.

Mafalda said, 1 ain’t payin® no Christ-
mas gilts until it’s Christmas. Besides, you
guys ain’t even [rom this precinet.”

Johnny Guis shook his head. “Curtis,
they're breakin® his chops.”

Curtis opened a hood and reached for
the oil di|mi(k_ “Yeah, but he break
everyone else. So it all even up.”

- - -

Malalda pleaded but could not get the
inspection license back. State Senator Sid
Mermelstein could not help him. Nor did
a towing medallion ever arrive. Mafalda
began o drink and wander off afternoons
to his girllviend’s apartment over the
Blue Paradise Bar & Grill. She was a
barmaid.

He came back rom her pad one day in
December when the weather had turned
biting cold. It was below 25 degrees
by evening. Mafalda ordered Jefferson

“And I'm going to slar
you in the kind of wholesome film that the entire

family will enjoy. . ..

”
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and Johnny Guts to start puslum, dry gas.

“Buck anna hall a pint can,” he told
them. “Tell "em it's goronteed to start up
the engine. no matter how cold.”

“Does it help?” Johnny Guis asked
Curtis. Johnny brought out a case of
pint cans and set it up on the island.

“It don’t he'p nothing but Malalda’s
profis.”

In an hour. they had sold two cases
of dry gas. Johnny went into the garage
and discovered they had run our. He re-
turned to the rash cans and retrieved the
empty cans and the press-on caps. Then
he remrancged them in the case and
pouwred regular gasoline into each can.
His hands shivering from the cold, he
pressed the caps back on.

Mafalda saw him selling dry gas again.
He came out of the garage. \\Iwn he had
been cracking a water pump so that a
customer would need a repair job in a
week. “Fuck are you doing?” he asked.
“1 thought we was out of dry gas.”

Johnny Gus held a {reezing hand
his mouth. His breath formed icy clouds.
“I'm sellin® white gasoline. Costs us six
cents a pint. We're gertin® a buck fifty
for 1t.”

“Who said you could?”

“Why not? Curtis says the dry
don’t do nothin’. They want dry gas.
might as well give them gasoline, right,
hoss? It can't hure.”

MaFilda ran a scabbed hand across
his chin. He was not too sure about the
skinny blond kid with the long nose.
Only Maflalda was supposed to invent
hustles. But since losing the tow wruck.
and since the state had canceled his -
spection license. he needed every buck.
His wife, who had moved to Waltham,
Massachuseuts, after finding him screwing
his girllriend in the back of their new
Monte Carlo. was sending threatening
lenters and ralking to a I.m ver.

“OK.” _\[.lf.lltl.l said. “But -.t ty
sight when you rehll the cans.”

“Yes, sir,” Johnny Guis said. He spun
around to welcome a new customer and
held up a can. "Dry gas, sirz Really
keeps the engine runnin’ in cold weather.
Only a buck anna half.”

- - -

Business got worse, in spite ol all the
hustles. Malalda started leaving earlicer,
letting Johnny Guts or Strunz Riffo man-
age the station overnight.

“No [uckin® around with the receipts,
cither,” Malalda warned Johnny Guis. “1
got eyes inna backa my head. Gas sales ave
registered on each pump. The first thing
I do inna morning is check them against
reccipts. I'm gonna count every canna oil
and grease every time and it'll be vour
ass you try to steal on me.”

“Mpr. Mafalda, I'd never do that. You
gimme my first job.”

“That goes [or the coon, 100.”

“Curtis? He's honest.”

The first night they were alone at the

gas

ouLi

168 stition, Johnny Guis mspected the glass

plates on the gas pumps. They could be
deached with a sarewdriver. Business
was slow. Rillo had lelt to bet the wot-
ters with Filty Cents Frank.

“What you doin’, manz” Curtis asked.

"I ain’t sure. There must be some way
we can screw Malaldal™”

Johnny Guis studied the row of figures
that recorded the day’s sale on the pump.
They were at the bottom of the white
metal sheet, much smaller than the he-
ures that showed the price of gas, the
amount pumped for each sale and the
sale price. He took a small screwdriver
from the leather sheath on his belr and
started to work on two screws that held
the otal sale hgure in place. The digits
came ofl neatly in one black sirip. They
could be easily relastenced.

“Johuny Guts. vou too much for me.”
Curns said. Some teenage Kids in o beat-
up Rambler had pulled in.

“I's casy, Curtis,” Johnny Guis siid.
“We take the numbers off. Then we
pump, say, lorty ImcL-a' worth, twenty
bucks for cach of us. Then we put the
numbers back on. I ])ul the glass hack
on. Who knows the difference:”

“Man. you move 1oo fase.”

“Malalda checks the cash and the cred-
it slips against the numbers on the pump
tomorra . morning,  right?  They hafta
check out. But you and me pumped forty
bucks” wortha gas for cash and it never
registered.”

“Yeah.” Jelferson was servicing the ja-
lopy. “Except maybe he stick the tank
someday.”

Johmny Gus and Jeflerson began 1o
steal 540 every night by removing the
numbers lor an hour or so. After a week,
Mafalda became suspicious during a visit
from the gasoline wuck. The main tank
took somewhar more than his towals indi-
cated it should. As Jefferson had pre-
dicted. he began to stick the tank every
morning. “1 can’t figure it out.”™ Malalda
said. “I'm down a coupla hundred gal-
lons more than I should be.” He glared
at Johnny Guis, went back o the office
and laboriously checked his books, Every-
thing was in order, down to the last 50
cents. But the tanks were short.

“Know what 1 think, My,
Johnny Guus asked.

“No once asked you."”

“I'm tryin‘a be a help. I think you got
a leak under that there fank.”

Mafalda's Lice scemed to sprout a new
lump. “Jesus, that must be it. A leak.
Il cost me a {ortune o open ‘em up.”
He was in wouble, Johnny Guts knew.
The reduction in highway business be-
cause of the cops, the loss of the medal-
lion and the inspection station.

“Maybe Il seal itsel” Johnny Guis
said. That night. he and Curtis pocketed
another S20 each before screwing the
numbers back on.

Malalda:"

“Theyre bustin® my hump.” Malalda
was saying to Filty Cents Frank. He was

changing a tire for the policy banker.
Johnny Gues could overhear the conver-
sation. He was pouring cheap drum oil
mto name-brand cans. When a customer
requested a popular oil. Johnny Gus
would hide the rack with his back and
ram the oil spout into the already opened
can filled with cheap ail. They could sell
20 cents’ worth of oil for S1.75

“You shoulda paid the cops off,” Filiy
Cents Frank said hoarsely. “So what? A
lousy Chrisumas presentz”

"It was a matter of principle. Those
assholes wouldn’t stop. Them and their
fuckin® sergeams” club™ He pried the
old tive ofl the rim. “Could you put in a
word for me:”

Fifty Cemts Frank flicked ashes from
his dollar Havana into the wrash bin.
“Sorry. Malalda. There's cops and there’s
us. | can’t shit in my own kitchen. know
what I mean: But mavhe you could help
me. so both ol us come out ahead.”

Johnny Guis made it his business to
walk by. He filled dryv-gas cans with gaso-
line, poured cheap .mlllu.-uc into Pres-
tone containers. Fifty Cents Frank was
offering Malalda the chance to take poli-
¢y bews for him. It was an unuosual side
line for a gas station, bhut Maflda was
in trouble.

“I'm a runner:” Malalda asked hesi-
vanely.

“All vou gotta do is take bers. Send
one ol the kids over with it every dav.
You get a quarter onna dollar. It adds
up. But don’t oy holdin® the money
voursell.”

The R & M Service Station became a

popular gathering place for policy play-
crs. Blacks and Puerto Ricans began
dropping by to place bets. Iolmm Guus
and Curtis  Jelferson were  trained o
write slips and to ask each customer po-
litely, “You want the Brooklyn number
or the Harlem number:”
s sales were still down. Customers
were harassed by the police. A few people
hegan 10 complain about shoddy repair-
work. A man who had asked for a new
oil flter discovered that Mafalda  had
wiped off the old one and shoved it back
in. The motorist recognized the original
Alter because of a rust stain. He came
back raging and threatened to cll the
Better Business Burceau, Mafalda put the
blame on Johnny Guts.

“It's  this dumb kil NMafalda ex-
plained. I tole him not to do that no
more. Give the gennulnum a new hlter.”

Luckily, the policy business prospered.
But as gas sales dropped. Mafalda began,
in spite of Filty Cents Frank’s warning,
1o keep hall the cash. banking the bews
himscell.

A week into the new year, a Pucrto
Rican grocer named Vasquez hit the
Brooklyn number on a two-dollar bet.
This meant that he had won S1000. It
was one ol the policy slips Malalda had
banked himscll, When Vasquez showed
up drunk, shuffling through the snow
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doing a merengue, Malalda had to make
CXCuses.

“The main bank is closed,” Mafalda
said. “I'll get it next week.”

“When nex wikz™

“Thursday, Friday.”

“Man, vou jerkin® me off? You s’pose
to pay ri‘away. Where my grand:”

Johmny Guts and Curtis  Jeflerson
watched the Puerto Rican leave.

“Boss up to his ass in wouble,” Curtis
said. “That spick ain’t wkin’ no for a
answer.”

“Malalda don't have no grand layin’
around. The last two cars we wrecked,
he didn't even get his cut yet. And we're
outa them abandoned-car tags.”

Vasquez returned every night, cursing,
crying, demanding his S1000. One night,
Mafalda threatened him with a tire iron.
The Puerto Rican pulled a switchblade.
They faced cach other, snarling, until
Johnny Guts intervened.

“Hey, Mr. Vasquez. Mr. Mafalda is
good for it. He's gonna see the big guy
tonight. What good will it do il you cut
him? You'll never get vour money.”

Vasquez shricked, "He is jerkin® me
ofl. Nobody jerk off Carlos Vasquez. Not
here, not in San Juan.”

“Sure, sure.” Johnny Guts put an arm
around him and led him, bawling, 1o the
street.

The next alterncon, Johnny Guts,
mufiling his voice, called Vasquer' gro-
cery store. “Vasquez? This is a [riend.
Mafalda banked that bet himsell. He's
fuckin® the policy banker. He's just a
runner. You'll never see that dough.”
Then he hung up.

At dusk, with a light snow swirling and
making the greasy concrete slippery, Vas-
quez appeared across the street. He was
wititing for the light to change. He car-
ried i hrown-paper bundle.

“Call the cops,” Malalda said to John-
ny Guis.

Johnny ran to the office phone and
dialed the precinct. Vasquez was crossing
the street. He was hatless, coatless, walk-
ing like a man under hvpnosis.

“Police? You gotta come quick. Ma-
[alda’s place. The R & M Service Sta-
tion. There’s some spick here is gonna
lean on the boss.”

“Where'd you say?”

*Jesus, oflicer,” Johnny Guts pleaded.
“The R & M station. Two blocks away.
There's a spick here looking for trouble.”

“Didn’t quite get the name. Bad
connection.”

“I said the R & M station. Ralph Ma-
Lalda’s place.”

“Repeat that, please? Ralph who?”

“You know. He gave to the captain’s
birthday party!”

Vasquez was  strolling  through  the
thickening snow, past Curtis, who avert-
ed his head and busied himself with a
snow-caked windshield. Mafalda picked
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“Please, officer,” Johnny Guts begged
on the phone.

The policeman was shouting to some-
one. “You know anything about the cap-
tain’s birthday party? A guy named
Mafalda®"

*Oflicer: i

Vasquez was removing the paper bag
from a sawed-off shotgun. Mafalda, stub-
born, stupidly courageous, raised the tire
iromn.

“What's vour name, Jackie?” the po-
liceman asked.

“John Guzro. They call me Johnny
Guts. Oh, Jesus.”

The blast lifted Malalda off his [cet,
slammed him backward into the island
against the premium pump. He crumpled
slowly onto the hose, his ass resting in
the rubber cradle, his head falling be-
tween his knces. Vasquez returned the
shotgun to the bag. Without looking
back, he crossed the street.

- - -

Mafalda’s wile, Mildred, came down
from Waltham. After paying Riffo 350
to beat up her husband's girlfriend and
warning her not 1o come 1o the hospital,
she visited the heavily leaded gasstation
owner.

The doctors tald her that Malalda
would hive but would be in a wheelchair
all his life, if not flat on his back. He
could never work again and he would be
returning to the hospital for several
years to have lead pellets removed from
his groin, legs and feet.

Johnny Guis put up a sign (CLOSED BE-
CAUSE OF PERSONAL TRAGEDY IN FAMILY)
and went to see Filty Cents Frank in his
office in back of a candy store.

"That cocksucker is lucky the Porto
got 10 him first.” Fifty Cents Frank said.
“Keepin® receipts. wryin’ to be the bank-
er. I'da done worster to him than a load
of shot in the balls. He'd be fucking
loating in the river.”

“I know, Mr. Filardi.” Johnmny Guts
said. Il it's OK with vou, we won't be
able to run policy no more. I don’t know
what's gonna happen to the station.”

“It's a good business,” Fifty Cents
Frank said. “I hate to see a legitimate
business go to waste,”

“So do 1. It's what makes our country
strong.”

Was this skinny blond kid rying some
hustle? The banker knew about the fake
repairs—the spray paint on the transmis-
sions, the padded bills, the I5-cent
brushes i the generators, the bananas
stuffed down motors.

“Whaddya wane”

"l need a stake. I wanma buy the
R & M.

A stake? You know the troubles 1 got
raising risk capital?” He leaned across
the desk, over his stacks of ledgers. fold-
ers and files. "The spicks and niggers are
ruinin’ my business. Inna old days, there
was jurisdiction. I worked so mucha the
city. Angie Totch worked another. Fat

Nunzi worked another. We knew where
we belonged. But these spicks and niggers
are animals. They sell policy anywhere,
they buy anywhere, they roam around
the city like wild men. Who can run pol-
icy that way?”

“That’'s why people respect vou”
Johnny Guts said. “You always observed
the rules. That’s what got Mr. Mafalda
in trouble. He broke the rules. He banked
bets himself. Before that, he refused to
grease the cops. Look what it got him."

Fifty Cems Frank paued his yellow
forchead with a greensilk handkerchiel.
His shadowed cyes were [ull ol sorrow.
“I dunno. Nothin's good no more. It's
the new clement. Look at what 1 used
to do for the zips off the boat [rom Na-
ples and Genoa. You wanna work? You
keep a loan. I give "em wwo-filty 1o start,
they pay me fifty bucks a week. So long
as they keep the loan and pay the vig,
they work. Not today. You know what’s
ruinin’ me today:"

“No. sir.”

“Greeks. Fuckin® ship jumpers. You
think they'd come to a reliable person
like me to find a job? Nal. Their Greek
goombahs put "em on. Dishwashers, fruit
stores, bootblacks. What do they know
about keepin® a loan so they can work
and make real money:”

“I see your problems, Mr. Filardi.”

Fifty Cents Frank’s cves were glinting
black rocks. “So you wanna buy Ma-
falda’s gas station? It useta be a gold
mine. Is 1t for sale”

“I spoke to his wile's lawyer. Ma-
falda lefe her broke, It's what they call
a distress sale.”

“What does she wantz”

“They're askin® ninety-five thousand,
but the lawyer savs he'll come down.
figure I can get it for sixty thousand if
I sneak him a fase grand.”

“But you don’t have a pot to piss in.
Youre a kid who pumps gas. Where
you gonna get that kinda dough?”

“1 talked to Mrs. Malalda. Mildred.
She's real nice. I tole her she could keep
a third interest. twenty grand. Then you
could buy a third imerest, pay her
twenty thousand. It's worth more, Mr.
Filardi, like vou said, a gold mine. Then
I'd put up the last twenty thou and
there'd be three owners.”

“Where you gonna get twenny grand:""

“I'll get a loan from you. It's like
you're investing in your own success. You
and Mrs. Mafalda and me split the prof-
its three ways and share expenses. 1 do
alla work, alla thinking. 1 got some good
angles on used cars and rentals. All yon
gotta do is sit back and get your check
every month.”

“Listen, kid, you know what I charge?
Six on five. For every five hundred bucks
you borrow, you pay back six. So the
vigorish on twenny grand is four grand.”

“A month®”

“A week.”

Johmny Guts's pale eyes widened. He
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“Oh-oh—looks like the Jolly Green Giant's been apeekin’
at the X-rated drive-in movie again!”

van a finger along his hooked nose. “Four
grand a week, wow.” In its best years,
Lefore Malalda ruined things, R & Al
had grossed close 1o S200.000. But i
would mean that every dollar he carned
would go to pay the vig. There'd he
nothing lelt for himscll, lor Mrs. Aa-
falda, for Fifty Cents Frank’s share of
the earnings.

He spoke in his most appealing man-
ner, “But Mr. Fildi, this is different.
You're a pariner in a legitimate busi-
ness. Ie's like vou're cutting in on your
own profits il vou cirge me so much vig,
I mean, in a vear or so, I can make that
place pay big. And vou're a part owner.”

“Rules are rules. The vig is always
six for five”

“"But not when you lend money to
voursell.”

Filty Cents Frank scowled at Johnny
Guis. “You wrvin'a jerk me ofl?”

“Noosir, Al T want is o chance. Look,
it's better Tor vou il 1 pay the vig off. 1
zot more profits—lor vou. We can grow
together, There's Lind in back of the
place we could buyv. We could put up a
cut-rate lirc-:md—ﬁp:lre—p;lrts place, a
whole block. The markup on that stuff
is terrific. We could name it for you.
Filardi's Tire Town.”

The loan shark’s horrid face tried to
stille a smile, The purple lips cracked.
“Sor Whaddya want? Special treatment?”

“Cut the vig to one third."”

“You crazyz I don’t even talk 1o guys

172 with ideas like that. Vig is six on five.”

“Bur My, Filardi, it's your own money.
It's vour own formune. Ivs like we're
stockholders in a big corporation that
gotta grow. Lemme pay vou one third
the vig, one thousand. three hundred and
thirty-three a week. ll have to bust my
hump o nuke any money the st hve,
six years, but I know I cin do ic”

“Filteen hundred o week.”

Johnuy Gurs hesitiied. He would be
paving S78.000 in vigorish alone. hut if
he could stay open 21 hours a dav. buy
and sell vsed cirs. hire Cartis Jeflerson's
nephews at nonunion rates. he might
swing it

“You got a deal. Mro Filardi. You'll
never vegret it There's nothin® ke a
legitimate business.”

Sshook hands, Johnoy Guts stared
oment at the biggest pinkie ring
in the world, then left 1o arrange with
the Lawver for the reopening ol the serv-
e station.

In a week’s tme, with husiness pick-
ing up. Johnoy Guis got credic for the
gunpoint capuure of Vasquez, the gun-
nan who had felled Malalda, He goo
a tip from Curtis, in rn tipped the
precinet and led the cops to Visquez’
hiding place in a bodega. Johnny Guts
wits personally congratalated by Captain
James Hanrauy and State Semrtor Sid
Mermelstein.

Aler the TV cameras had left the po-
lice station, Johnny Gurs invited himself
to State Senator Sid Mermelstein's office,
where he convinced the ofhicial that he

deserved to have the towing medallion
returned, as well as the license as an in-
spection station. Mermelstein was  im-
pressed  with  the sincere, courageous
young man, so publicspirited and po-
lite, so obviously concerned about the
wellire of his old friend Ralph Malalda,
from whose groin 1two dozen more pellets
had been removed that morning.

In March. Sergeant Loogan and Ser-
geant Healey rveturned. Ounce  again,
Johnny Guis saw the finger beckoning.
He was busy with an architeet. discussing
a new fagade lor the station. A gleaming
red sign was going up over the garage:
CITY LINE sERVICE. And in small leiters:
Joux r. Guzzo. rrorr. Curtis Jefferson
and  his awin nephews, Morland  and
Oran, were pumping gas. A new mechan-
ic., a genius named Manny, was at work
constantly. Cars were backed up around
the corner. Johnny Guts alwavs had lree
prizes of some kind. Today he was giving
away  childven's Little Golden Books,
which he had hought for a penny a copy
from a bhankrupt jobber.

“Guzzo=” Loogan asked.

SRES SR

“Healey. you see what I see? It is the
scumbag.”

“The littdle scombag.™

“Hi. Sergeant.”

“T hear you're a big friend of Captain
Hanrany's cver since they collared the
spick who shot the big scumbag.”

“The cipain and 1 respect
other.”

“Yeah” Loogan said. “but we repre-
sent the sergeans” association.” He lifted
the siume clipboard Johnny Gus had seen
in November, when they had come 1o
ask Matalda for a conwibution,

“Captain Hanratty savs #

“Fuck Captain Hanraty. You're down
for forty hucks. Guzzo. For the sergeants’
Saint Patrick’s Day party for orphans.
You're lucky it ain't sixry.”

“Torty bucks? That seems a lot.”

Curtis Jefferson was shaking his head,
thinking. ole Johnny Guis was smart,
but the pigs would alwiys win,

“Pay up, scumbag. You got a medal-
lion for ihe row truck? You got any fire
violations?”

Johnny reached inside his starched blue
overalls and took out a sheaf of pink
cardboard tickets. “I got a grear idea,
Sergeant. You say my contribution is
forty bucks:"

“Veah.”

“It so happens we're tendering a ban-
quet in honor of our mutuxl friend
Ralph Malalda, on his release from the
hospital next week, Lemme suggest that
instead of me giving you forty bucks. 1
give vou two free tickets 1o this lovely
aflair. Theyre twenny bucks each, so
we're even.”

Loogan’s icy gray cyes read the elegant
printing on the ticket:

each
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“Take these,” Loogan said, “and shove
them up that nigger’s ass, in small pieces.”
He tore the tickets to bits and tossed them
in Jolhnny Gus's face. “Wc'll ke forry
dollars now or vou'll end up like Madalda,
broke and without balls.”

“Whatever you say, officer.” Johnny
took an enormous roll from his pocket.
“Here yare, officer.” He gave Loogan
two 20s.

“You're gettin® smart, scumbag.”

Healey laughed. “Loogan, he ain't a
scumbag anvmore. He's one of the boys.”

A shambling [at man in a gray topcoat
and hat came out of the repair bay. He
had been pretending to be a customer
studying the motor in a Cougar. He car-
ried a small camera. As he approached the
police car, he fashed a silver badge.
“Olsen. Special-investigations unit from
the Chiefl Inspector’s Office.”

“Fuckin’ shoofly,” Loogan said.

“It’s legit, Olsen,” Healey said. “It’s
for the orphans.”

“Tell the chief inspector. You're both
under departmental arrest. Thanks, Guz-
zo. Any other cop tries to shake you
down, call me.”

“Thank you, sir."”

Olsen climbed into the prowl car.
“You're both suspcnd(:d, pending a hear-
ing. Don’t say anything. It might be
held against vou.”

The car sped off.

Curtis Jelferson waved at them. “Mer-
ry Christmas, motherfuckers.”

. . -

That night, Johnny Guzzo closed the
station for six hours. The contractor who
was reflurbishing the garage put up a
plywood fence. Manny, the mechanic, ar-
rived with several elaborate scis ol
wrenches and gauges.

He, Johnny Guts and Curtis Jeflerson
began to dismantle the pumps

“What this for, boss:" Cur sked.

“A slight adjustment inna  gears,”
Johnny Guis said. “From now on, we
pump three lourths of a gallon for every
gallon that registers. This way, I get
Fifty Cents Frank off my back in four
years instead of five. This is between us,
Curtis.”

“It between us.” Curtis laughed. “You
Johnny Guts, all righe.”
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| ;_,]E'g (continued from page 78)

mixed in together, man, tourists and
family groups along with the junkies, and
it was beautiful; sure, there’d be a beef
here and there, but that's only natural.”
Now, though, they mostly go to sce their
old school chums, who are scattered
about the islands. That's because the fes-
tival has gotten too organized and com-

mercialized: *“They've got these booths
now, which you've got to reserve and pay
for; but it used 10 be that people would
just go there and camp out.” Anyway,
some of Laura’s best moments with mu-
sic seem to come when she's alone in
the house: “If I'm wrying to clean the
place or something, I just put on some

§
}

“It's no use. You'll have to let your hair grow.”

sides—real loud, man—and rock on out.
Somehow, when you've gol to dance, you
never get that loose.” As you might
imagine, Laura’s not the world’s most
efficient housekeeper: “I'm always start-
ing to crochet, knit or embroider things,
but I never finish anything, so the stuff
is all over the house. If voun saw it, you'd
caack up. Oh, 1 did finish a set of
pillows—but it was easy; they were just
big squares that I stuffed with foam rub-
ber and sewed up.”

Laura comes naturally by both her
athletic ability and her enterprising, un-
conventional  spirit. Her father is a
former top professional wrestler who—as
Lord James Blears—plied his bone-
crunching trade all over the States and
the Pacific. He taught all his kids to swim
at an early age—Laura learned when
she was about one and a hall—and after
they moved to Hawaii (when she was six),
the youngsters started  spending  most
of their time on the then-undeveloped
beach. Laura, something of a tomboy,
also plaved bascball. football and other
iraditionally male sports. In school, she
competed as part of the girls' swimming
team. And. in 1970, she won the title of
Hawaii's number-one amateur [emale
surfer. That same year, she won hrst
place in the women’s world-wide ama-
teur competition sponsored by Smirnoft
(incidentally, Laura’s brother Jimmy also
holds a world surfing title, so there’s no
question but that Lord James had the
right idea when he pushed his kids into
the water). In 1973—after she'd won yet
another crown, in the women's division
of the 1972 Aakaha International Surl-
ing Championships—Laura, by invita-
tion of the Smirnolf people, became the
first female surler to take on the men,
their world professional championships
(let’s hear it from the equality crowd).
And while she didn’t win her heat, she
did beat out one of her male rivals, who's
probably still trying to forget about it. A
year later, the sex barrier having been
broken. Smirnoll mmvited six female surl-
ers: they would take part in different
heats but would be competing with one
another, and the girl with the best score
would win S1000—the first prize money
ever awarded a distafl surfer—plus the
unofhicial world title. Ol course, you
already know who won. Being the world's
first, best and only professional lady
surfer, though, is anything but a full-
time job, and when we called Laura to
ask if she'd like to be photographed lor
our magazine, we reached her on the job
at one of the two restumants functioning
in her particular neck of the Hawaiian
backwoods. Her answer was “‘Sure”—
partly because it sounded like fun, part-
Iy because Laura, who doesn't appear to
have any hangups anyway, wanted o
remind the world that lady athletes
are, indeed, ladies, even if they perform
as jocks. We think she’s made her point.
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JIMMY THE GREEK'S CRASH COURSE

(continued from page 114)
he always sees one of the dealer’'s frse
two cards.

The last point is cucial. It's the one
that catalyzes all the others. Except.
maturally, for the blackjack payoll.

Thats simply a [unction of the rules
of the game. The advantage—ihat the
player gets three o two lor blackjack.
while the dealer simply is paid cven
money [rom the players—is worth some-
what more than two percent. Subtracting
that from the house’s original edge ol
ncarly seven percent leaves the house
with an advantage ol about four and a
half percent.

That's the figwre that you have 1o
overcome in order 1o win at blackjack.

OK. If you have a hard 17 or bewer
in the first wwo cards, vou stand. No
matter what the dealer his showing, vou
do not draw another cud.

But suppose vou have a stiff—a two-
card hand that s more than 11 and less
than 17 and that may bust it yvou draw
a card?

The guy sitting to your right may sav.
“Always hit a sull.” And the guy sining
1o vour lelt may say, “Never hiva suft.”

3oth ol them are wrong. You hit a
sufl. or not, depending on what card the
dealer shows,

If you have a suff and the dealer shows
a strong card—7, 8, 9, 10 or ace—vou
hit vour hand once. If vou have a sulf
and the dealer shows a bad card—2. 5, 1.
5. 6—you stand. Except il you have a 12
and the dealer shows a 2 or a 3, hit your
hand once.

Il vou have a solt hand—one that
allows you to hit without lcar of going
bust—you hit until the sim ol the hand
is governed by the rules above.

Everything I've said so far assumes that
vou have cither a strong hand—17, 18,
19 20, 21—or a sull. Amd because a
strong hand plavs iisell. most ol what
I've said has been directed at making the
best of a bad hand. 1Us the equivalent of
plaving delense in foothall. But. as in
that game, there wre times when vou are
on olfense. And positive decisions can be
made in two ways: through card strategy
and through betting,

Let's consider card strategy. There are
two distinct tactics here: doubling down
and splitting a pair.

When von have a wwo-card total of 11,
always  double down. Alivays. If the
dealer shows an ace, vou'll discover soon
enough whether he has blackjack. 11 not,
you double down. I you have a two-card
total of ten, always double down except
when the dealer shows a 10 or an ace.

Il your two-card total is nine, double
down unless the dealer shows a strong
cird—T7, 8,9, 10 or ace.

All double-down situations require you
to double your bet, and allow you to

“Charles loves your little idea. Il’s just
that he’s very shy.”

receive only one cnd. However, the
percentages are such that. depending on
the cird that the dealer shows, you are
bewing from strength. Because you are
permited only one card, you cannot go
bust and the dealer mayv. The best
double-down situation is when you have
11 and the dealer shows a 6.

The advantage of the double is, I
hope. obvious. You know what your hand
is. You can get a good idea of whar the
dealer’s hand s, Contast this with the
mandatory blind bet—the normal one in
which vou bet belore you see your own
cards or one of the dealer’s.

The second part of offensive blackjack
strategy is splitting pairs. Correctly done,
this suategy will provide about 25 per
cent greaer productivity than doubling
down. However, such situwitions arise only
about two percent of the thme. compared
with the approximately eight percent in-
cidence of hands that permit vou 10
double down. So the profut potential 10
the player from doubling down and
splitting pairs is about the same.

Splitting also brings us to one of the
most common errors. A lot of otherwise
reasonably  sane  people  will, upon
noticing that the dealer shows a 6 or
another poor card. check their own hands,
discover a hard 20 and split their cards.

This is dead wrong. A player's 20
versus a dealer’s 6 1s as close to a lock
as you can get—short of a blickjuck.

Splitting a hard 20 does not give you twa
hall locks. Sure, it can be done, and
maybe voull ger covered with an ace or
a l0. But don’t bet on it.

When you're dealt a 20, stand on it
Period.

Acually, the reason for splitting is to
twrn asull had ingo a bereer hand.

Of course, vou split a pair of aces. Re-
gardless of what the dealer shows. Always,

The best advertisement for splitting a
pair is when vou hold two 8 and the
dealer shows a 7. 1f vou treat the hand as
16, the dealer has a strong edge. You must
hit vour stifl. But not happily, because the
probabilinies are, approximately, .27 to
win. .06 to tie and .67 to lose.

But if you split the pair of 8s, you now
have a sliecht edge on the dealer. What
vou're looking for, of course, is an ace. a
10, a 9 or a 3—in which case, you will,
il the casino rules permit, double down.

There's no certaimy here. But  the
probability is that vou have converted a
loser to a winner. Again, not a sure loser
but a likely one. And not a sure winner
but a likely one.

Because 16 is the worst of all stiffs.
always split a pair ol 8s.

3y way of review. then. always split
aces. Never split 10s. Always splic 8s.

Split 9s except when the dealer shows
7, 10 or ace. (Your 18 is a lock against
the dealer’s 17; but it is doubly disad
vantageous as a split against a possible

(continued on page 175)
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

GIVING ART A WHIRL
Wham-O Manulacturing Company, that madcap manufacturer responsi-
ble for the Frisbee and Hula Hoop, has done it again; this time it's
created a $300, 307 x 30” Magic Window that's comprised of millions of
Microdium crystals sealed under glass. You bolt the gizmo to your wall
(Magic Window weighs in at 46 pounds), turn it on its Lazy Susan
attachment and—uvotla!—the scene shifts right before your eyes. Write to
them at 835 East EI Monte Street, San Gabriel, California, for where to
buy. Magic Window also looks great when you're standing on your head.

PAIR OF KINGS

No, the forthcoming Allied Artists/Columbia release The Man Who
Would Be King, starring Sean Connery and Michael Caine, is not the
memoirs of the late J. Edgar Hoover. It's a wild Rudyard Kipling tale of
two 19th Century ex—British army sergeants who, by sheer wit, tenacity,
courage and luck set themselves up as kings in the primitive

country of Kafiristan, a remote section of Alghanistan. John

Huston is directing, Shakira Baksh (Mrs. Michael Caine) is the beautiful

Cux;mnc and Christopher Plummer plays Kipling. Jolly good show!

MUSCLE BEACHHEAD
Well, fellas, it's summer again and that
unsightly blob of protoplasm you optimis-
tically call a body must once again make
its awe-inspiring debut on the beach. Need
some [ast muscles? Why not try the Dyno-
Trainer, the first exercising device with
a flywheel rotor, which means the harder
you pull, the stronger you get? Imported
from Germany, the Dyno-Trainer is avail-
able from The Thoylo Corp. (64 Palisade
Avenue, Garfield, New Jersey) [or only
$42.70, postpaid. You have to supply your
own sand to kick in a weakling’s face.

GETTING YOUR ROCKETS OFF
Those of vou with money to burn this

July fourth—or any time, for that matter—
may wish to contact Barry Rothman (P. O.
Box 167, Downingtown, Pennsylvania), one
of the last Irce-lance fireworks designers

in America. Rothman specializes in
[ulfilling pyrotechnic fantasies; his latest
creation is an X-rated display, but he'll
gladly light up anything from bar mitzvahs
to funerals. Prices begin at $500, not
including travel expenses, and from there,
bunky, the sky’s the limit.
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DOWN TO THE SEA IN TUBS
Take a guy wearing a pirate outhit, add 2
flotilla of over 250 bathtubs equipped with
sails and engines and what have you got?

A typical top-secret naval mancuver? Nope,
it’s the annual 34-mile Bathtub Race that
will shove off this July 20th across the
Strait of Georgia between Nanaimo and
Vancouver, British Columbia. The event
attracts tub {reaks from as far away as New
Zcaland; if you wish 1o enter, write to them
at Box 565, Nanaimo, British Columbia.
Oh, yes; don't forget to take a stopper,

SPIRIT OF '75

Before Benedict Arnold turned traitor,

he led an expedition against British-held
Quebec in September 1775. Now, thanks to
Gordon Clapp Travel Services—98 Central
Street, Bangor, Maine—hardy volunteers
(for $430 a person) can spend 15 days
retracing Arnold’s route, starting with a
sail aboard the 65-foot schooner Rachel
and Ebenezer up the Kennebec and con-
tinuing across the Maine woods by foot,
canoe and motor coach. On the last day. of
course, you're all lined up and shot.

ADJUST IN TIME

Some racket, tennis. First you buy
a wooden madel because that's
what Rod Laver, Stan Smith, Chris
Evert and Billic Jean King like.
Then, just when you're getting
into the swing of things, the coach
talks you into an aluminum one.
So here’s the latest: Peter
Latham's Hart Adjustable, manu-
factured by the ski people, that
comes with a handy little tool

that enables you to increase or
decrease string tension in a matter
ol seconds, depending on weather,
plaving conditions and your
opponent’s game. It's currently
available at pro shops and
sporting-goods stores for about
$100. At that price, you may
think twice before beating

it on the ground.

THE BLEUS
There is something truly distinc-
tive about French farmers, more
distinctive, even, than the afier-
effects of having shoveled compost
all afternoon. What is that certain
je ne sais quoiz Why, the French
farmer’s work jacket, of course.
Called Le Bleu and available in
both his and hers sizes, it's now
imported by an interesting shop
called The Booted Sheepherder,
297 Main Swreet, Frances-
town, New Hampshire. The all-
cotton Bleu is ideal for camping,
hiking or gardening, comes in
sure-to-fade French blue only and
sells for §17.95, postpaid. (Be
surc to mention your size.) Now
all you need is a shovel and a
pile of compost. Remember to
stay downwind from your friends.

OLD POLITICIANS
NEVER DIE

Maybe we no longer have Nixon
to kick around, but we still have
his cherished image on lots of
memorabilia. For one, there’s a
1975 Nixon Presidential calendar
offered by the John Baumgarth
Co.—3001 North Avenue, Mel-
rose Park, Ilinois—for $3; it shows
a beaming R.MUN. surrounded
by his honored predecessors. And
there are the Nixon-Agnew cam-
paign buttons, from both '68 and
'72, that you can get for 52.95
(plus 50 cents postage) from Joy
Products, 24 West 45th Street,
New York City. Their value
should go up, thanks to Tricky
Dick’s very special spot in history;
and who knows, he just might try
to make one more comeback.
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JIMMY THE GREEK'S CRASH COURSE

20 or the flexible hand that includes an
ace.)

Split 7s except when the dealer shows
9, 10 or ace.

Split 6s except when the dealer shows
8, 9, 10 or ace.

Never split 55, Because the count of
ten 15 a basic building block. And, as
indicated carlier, you may want to double
down.

Split a pair of 45 only il the dealer
shows a 5.

Split 3s and 2s unless the dealer shows
8,9, 10 or ace.

All of the preceding advice assumes
that you have a hard hand. But if your
two cards include an ace, your approach
has to be slightly different.

Don’t settle for a solt total of less
than 18. If you have a soft 19 or 20, stand.
It you have a solt 18, hit only if the
dealer shows a 9 or a 10. Always hit a
soft 17. (There are some situations in
whiclu it is statistically advisable to double
down. but 1 think you have enongh o
remember already.)

We now come to that situation in
which the dealer has an ace showing. He
will then peck at his down card and. in
a voice studiously devoid of emotion,
ask il you want insurance. This is an
invitation to bet half your original wager
on the likelihood that the dealer has a
ten-point-value card in the hole. Insur-
ance pays two to ong, so the offer scems
attractive.  Particularly if you have a
strong hand. Especially il you already
have blackjack. Just ask any player.

Oh, yeah?

Assume that you're playing with a 52-
card deck. Further assume that you do
not sec the cards of any other players
and that you don't even look at your
own cards.

What are the chances of the dealer’s
having a blackjack? -

The dealer's down card is drawn m
random from the 51 other cards. (You
know he has an ace; it's up.) Of the cards
that are out, 16 are ten-point cards, 35 are
not. The odds are 35 o 16 against the
dealer’s down card’s being a 10. But your
payoff is only 32 to l6—two to one. So
you're paying about six percent for in-
surance. At that price, the premiums are
too high. LEven if you check your own
cards and find that neither one is a 10,
there’s still a house edge of about two
percent.

If you have blackjack, insurance is an
even worse bet. The dealer will have
blackjack only about one third of the
time. And since you cannot lose this
hand, only push it, two thirds of the
time you will be giving away your edge.

Of course. il you are a card counter and
vou know that toward the end ol the
deal nothing but 10s remain, then vou've

178 ot a sure thing. But il you were a

(continued from page 175)

counter, and a good one, you wouldn’t
be reading this.

All the percentages given here are
slightly changed when blackjack is played
with two or more decks. But these e
stll sensible rules that can save you
maoney and [)I'()lllllg )‘Ulll' enrertainment.

Remember; you're playing for the fun
ol it

About the size of your bet: That's up
to you. If you can afford to bet S100 a
hand or S100 a roll, that's fine. But
wlitever your unit of betting is, stick o
it. Except as indicated below, And il you
lose, get up and walk away.

Your unit of betting—iwo bucks or a
grand—is the basis of your money man-
:lg'(!lllt.'lllA

You may, if you are keeping wack of
cards, have a general sense that toward
the end of a deal. the deck s rich in
ten-point cards. This [avors the player,
and you may want to incaease your bet.
I said may, because 1 don't have much
[aith in the average player’s ability 1o
keep track of the cards. But if you can
still be generally aware of what is in the
deck. while not actually counting the ones
that have been played. thar knowledge
will help you with both insurance bets
and gencral betting. Obviously, if a lot
ol 10s have shown up, the chances of
the dealer’s having one are lessened.

About betting: Even though there are
cerian situations i some  cGisino  games
that are relativelv  favorable lor the
player, the chances are that the longer
you play any casino game, the more the
house edge will cut into you.

Remembering that, and thar this is
entertainment combined with the possi-
bility of winning, I recommend the
following:

If your unit of betting is two dollars,
head for the table with 50 bucks. That's
enough to let you play 25 hands. Plenty
ol action. But when that's gone, leave.

The basic error that most guys make at
casino games is that they try to force a
hot streak. When they lose, they bet
heavier in an attempt to get even.

That's the reverse of what should be
done, of what you must do. Bet light
when you are losing: bet heavy when vou
are winning.

If, Tet’s say, alter a hall hour. you have
doubled your money-—your 50 bucks is
now up to S100—increase your unit of bet
by 50 percent. That is, increase your unit
bet to three bucks.

But as soon as you stut to lose, de-
crease your betting to the original level.

No one can advise yvou on how to
start. Maybe youw'll begin by winning.
Maybe you won't. Either way, have a
firm monetary policy, not only in 1erms
ol vour unit ol betting but also for the
conservation ol vour money.,

Il you win, set yoursell a realistic limit

for your profits already in hand and don’t
dig into them. Il you're ahead 50 bucks
and your unit ol betting is two bucks,
tuck 20 away; and il vou lose 30 more,
quil.

You will have quit a winner. which is.
in Vegas, a mighty select company.

Finally, a word about shills. They are
not, contrary to general opinion, de-
signed to lure vou into anything. The
casinos know that a lot of gamblers don’t
like to play head 1o head with a dealer,
so shills provide the social framework for
a game. Some shills are men, others me
women. Invariably. the shills at baccarat
seem to be women.

At any rate, if vou want to know if
there are any shills ar your table, ask the
dealer. Nevada law requires that he tell
you which ot the players are house
players—a far more decorous term than
shills, by the way.

CRAPS

The velocity of this game is part ol 1ts
attraction. That quality is also part of
is danger. IU's easy to become caught up
in the pace of waps. And a gambler
should never get caught up in anything—
even when he's playing for entertainment.

The basic attractions of craps are the
speed ol the game and the opportunity to
bet on various numbers during every roll
of the dice. And. unlike blackjack, which
is played in relutive silence. craps is
noisy. That can be colorful or it can be
distracting.

The sprawling craps table offers mul-
tiple opportunitiecs to bet. Prominently
featured in the layvour is “the field,”
which is what the houseman is referring
to when he intones, “The held, play the
ficld, pays two to one.”

Avoid it like the plague. Also shun the
high-pavolt bets usually featured in the
center of the table—Any Craps, eight [or
one, hard-way bets. Anvone who bets, say,
ten the hard way should be Ied gently
from the table, given a glass ol warm
milk and cookies and sent 1o hed.

Craps does offer some good bets. The
Pass Line pays even money when you bet
with the shooter. The percentage against
you is about 1.4 percent. Most important,
the Pass Line bet entitles you to bet an
amount cqual to vour original bet that
the shooter will roll a specified number
before he either makes his point or rolls a
seven. This is called Taking the Odds; to
wit:

POINT ODDs PAID
4 or 10 201
hor 9 10?2
6 or 8 6 to 5

These are the »ght odds. There's no
house edge whatsoever. The only limita-
tion here is that the amount ol your
Odds bet cannot be more than that of the
Pass Line bet.

Or you can bet against the shooter,
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on the Don't Pass Line. The house per-
centage here is a few hundredths of a
percentage point less than the edge on
the Pass Line. but the difference is so
small as 1o be practically meaningless. A
bet on the Don’t Pass Line allows you to
Lay the Odds, the reverse of Taking the
Odds, but also a fine bet, because the odds,
and therefore the payoff. are correct.
Your het here is also allowed to be no
larger than your Don't Pass bet.

POINT ODDS PAID
4 or 10 1 o 2
5or 9 21103
6or 8 5t 6

A similar sitvation unfolds when the
shooter has made his first roll and now
has a point. Then, Come and Don't
Come, each with the opportunity to Tiuke
or Lay the Odds, are available.

Il vou get lucky at craps. always in-
crease the size ol your bet, using the
house's money. Parlay your bets, two or
three times, and then drag hall or ar
least your orviginal investment. Maybe.

There are a lot of mayhes in a casino.
The best prool of that is that lor 1971,
the casinos in Las Vegas alone reported
a gross income from games and tables
of more than $684,000,000. In other
words, that's how much we lost.

Casino people don't think in terms of
winning or losing. Or at least not of
losing. Their vocabulary features words
such as drop and percent. The drop is
how much money is bet, generally figured

L 1BERATION
’ i i\

“Sorry, bul transvestiles can only be associale

on a daily basis, and the percent is what
the house makes and expects to make.

Again, note that it doesn’t expect to
lose.

But how much does it expect to win?
It varies. According to the game, but
not really according to the players. At
blackjack and craps. most casino people
figure that they should average berween
19 and 22 percent—22 being a mite high,
19 a bit low. What that means is that they
expect vou, the guy next to you or both
ol vou to lose 20 cents out ol every dollar
you ber.

And so [ar, they haven't been wrong.
Surc. some guyvs win. and sometimes they
win a bundle. But the percent grinds
along. day alter day. And. as I've said,
the house cdge in most games isn't thar
high. and sometimes it's virtually nil.
So the weakness must be in the players.

But that potential weakness vanishes
il vou gamble lor entertainment.

A guy who loves craps is just like any
other gambler. Only more so. They tell
the story of the clderly gentleman who
had just made his point when he suddenly
grabbed at his chest and then collapsed
onto the floor. For a moment, the crowd
at the table froze. In the ensuing silence,
the voice of the houseman rang clearly
as he announced, “New shooter comin’
out.”

ROULETTE

Roulette is a pleasant, relaxed and
highly comfortable way to lose  vour
money. The basic American wheel has

0
members.

48 possibilities, numbers 1 through 36,
0 and ¢, The odds are 35 10 1 on an
individual number, which means that the
house edge is a flat 5.26 percent.

That ain’t good. and it gets worse.

There’s one five-number ber you can
make—0, 00, 1, 2 and 3. The house edge
on this is 7.8Y percent.

The only way to beat the wheel is to
bet—whether numbers, colors, odd or
even or columns—and parlay your win-
nings and quit. Or bet a number a few
times, hit it and quit. Forget systems.
Tlere is no such thing, but it can still be
fun to play the wheel.

If this sounds paradoxical, remember
that we are considering roulette as en-
tertainment. If the Dlackjack and craps
tubles are jammed. why not wander over
to the roulette wheel?

It's always relatively quier and peace-
ful. You have a seat. The wheelman is
pleasant. There’s no rush. There's even
a pleasant inheritance from Europe ol,
well, style.

And there is always the chance that you
might hit a number—which will pay you
70 bucks for a two-dollar bet, S175 for a
five-buck her.

The relaxed pace ol the game is one
ol its principal atractions, but you can
hit. When my wile and 1 went 1o Europe,
we went to the casino in Rhodes and I
bet her birthdav—26. It hit. And I bet
the kids™ birthciys and a couple ol them
It

It can happen. But even if it doesn’t,
roulette is a gracious way to spend an
cvening or an hour. For short money.
the long odds are attractive. Sometimes.

A while ago, a Saudi Arabian prince
wis in 1own. They gave him a high
limit of S300 any way he could get
around the number. During the evening,
he got S710,000 behind—yetr he got even
and out!

How?

Mostly by catching a number three
times in a row. And by starring the
numbers. \Which means. for example, if

you're playing 17. you bhet S300 on 17,
S300 on 16-17, S300 on 17-18, and so on.
It can happen, but don’t bet on it.

BACCARAT

Don’t be put off by the lush separate
quarters in which baccarat is played. The
velver rope. the housemen in evening
dress quite properly suggest a special
tone to this aristocratic game. But vou're
maost welcome o play.

The edge in baccarat is low: about one
and a quarter percent on the bank, one
and a half percent on the players. But
winning hets on the bank hands pay the
house a five percent commission. This
evens things up, because. under its rules,
the bank hand will win more than the
plavers. 1 don't like baccarat, although
you may like it just fine.

I have two things against the game.
First, the minimum bet often is 20 bucks—
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whiclt probably keeps out some people
who can’t afford the stakes, bur it also
attracts some people who can't afford
il ])lll l)lil)", :lll}'\\'il)’.

Second, the players do nothing. You
have no option, no decision to make. You
exert no control over the plaving. the
winning or the losing.

Thar simplifies the game—in the sense
that somebody who has never heard of
baccarat can walk in and the housemen
will see that he gets the same break as
a guy who's been playing lor years. Fine.
But I don’t like games in which I can't
have some opporuunity to outthink the
house.

TUHE SLOTS, KENO, ET AL,

Don’t sneer at slot machines. They are
the single most profitable form of gam-
bling in Las Vegas. Although not for vou.

Of the 684L.000.000 bucks that Vegas
casinos  grossed in 1971, more than
S170,000,000 came [rom slots. That's a
hell of a lot of nickels, dimes and quarters.

For pure entertainment, nothing beats
the slots—il only because they certainly
amn't be considered gambling. No oue
knows for sure what the house percent-
age is, but some reasonable estimares can
be offered.

It is lightest at the big casinos. The
casino people know that a low percent-
age—meaning relatively large payofls—
will attract volume, and that's the name
of their game. So expect casino slots 1o
keep between 8 and 12 percent of every-
thing you deposit with them.

Slot ol s bemng a breed apart, nimny
of them want o burn their dough ac
twice the normal raie, so they play two
machines at once. In vecognition ol this.
rumor has it that a high-paving slot will
squat between  two  miserly machines.
set perhaps to keep 15 percent of what
you drop in them. But that’s only rumor.

It does seem to be true that the slots
in gas stations and other retail places are
rougher, kecpillg as much as 10 percent.
Those at the aivport aren’t that bad, but
they aren’t good. cither,

So il you're going to play the slots, or
if your wile is, play at the casinos. And
don't sneer at them. They cmn be lTun.
For a while.

But I can’t see standing in lont of a
machine hour after hour alter hour. [
mean, lots ol people do it, but 1 don't
understand it.

On the other hand, at some point
during your visit, invest a buck in a
dollar slot or four halves in a 50-cent
slot. You might be the one to hit

But then stof.

The machine doesn’t owe you any-
thing. And there is no mechanical cer-
tainty that because you sce 100 people

182 put moncy into a machine, it's overdue.

When those wheels spin around. it's a
[resh start every time.

Tell vour wile or loved one to invest
ten nickels in o slot or an equivalent
unit ol speculation. If the machine
doesn’t cough up something. she should
try another onc. Because, as 1 said. some
machines do scem 1o pay beter than
others.

And at least once, throw a couple of
bucks into one of the big slots. A couple
of months ago, a guy did that with three
silver dollars in the three-line, four-reel
progressive slor at the MGA Grand. And
he hit—tor S62,500.

So it can happen. But don't chase
it. It doesn’t pay. Except. ol course, as
entertinment.

If you believe in mirades, head lor
the keno lounge. You'll be bucking a
basic house edge ol only 25 percent. True,
there is always the chance that you may
hit for the 525000 jackpot. But it is
remote. o put it Kindly.

You ger even money on a 5-Spot win
and your chances are 1 in 20. An 8-Spot
ticket is a L-in-74.000 shot. And to hit
the 10-5pot, you're bucking odds ol I
in 49.000.000.

Play keno because the keno runner
has nice legs. O play because the seats
in the keno lounge are comlortable, the
drinks are [ree or your favorite numer-
ologist told you that this is your lucky
day.

Don’t play 10 win. But invest—cor-
rection,  speculiie—with  a couple  of
bucks, just to see what happens.

PORER

Ever since the World Series of Poker
hegan 1o be plaved in Las Vegas, there’s
been a slow but steady increase in the
visihility of house-run poker games.

They are generally stud, five, six or
seven ands. The stakes cover the spec
trum from nickel ante, 50 cents to open,
threedollar-maximum  bet, to quarter
ante, two bucks 1o open, live-buck maxi-
mum, and on up to an occasional, and
rather stratospheric game at the Tropi-
cana ar 5100 and S800 a card.

Most games are table stakes, and for
the big ones, you better have hve grand
or more to put on the table. But, at
every level, the players are probably
better than the ones back home. Local
people have more time to play, whether
they're salesmen or prolessional gamblers,
because the games go on and on.

The house cut is limited to a percent-
age ol the ante or a percentage of the pot.
This may seem trivial, but it inexorably
adds up to the house's prolit.

Shills are usually present in the smaller
games and often an ofi-duty dealer, or
mavbe a dealer who's on his break, will
sit in.

That's probably the ultimate mibute.
You don’t see stickmen from the crap

tables rolling or blackjack dealers trying
to heat a compadre. Only at poker, which
says it all about the fascination of the
game.

I don’t have any inside tips to offer.
Poker has to be played for stakes that are
significint to you without being latal il
you lose. There's no point to plaving in
a small game il vour bank roll is a couple
ol grand. Purists will dispute this, claim-
ing that the logic, the insight, the in-
herent excitement ol poker are the sime
at all stakes.

Maybe so. But the bluff is basic o
poker. as is the principle that you make
guys pay il they chase. Both are sensitive
to the willingness, and therefore the
ability of a player to pay. And if o guy’s
wallet 15 choking on C-nowes. he isn't
soing 1o run from a two-dollar raise.

Shills and local nonpro players tend to
play a tight game. A table of seven players
is usually cut to three, maybe four plav-
ers alier the first cards are dealt.

A lriend recemily played in a simall
game i the Tropicana. Tt was pushing
four in the moring and his luck had
been soso. Then came the hand. At
seven-card stud, he was dealt the jack,
queen, king of spades. Then cime a
couple of small cards and the 10 of spades.
His seventh was the ace ol spades.

It was the first ume in his life he had
bought a roval straight flush. Unfortu-
nately, nobody called his bet and there
was no reason 10 show his hand.

With forgivable pride. he turned his
cards over. pointing to his wondrous
hand. Instantly, two players chorused,
“Nobody paid 10 see!” His chagrin at
the gaffe was relieved when the dealer
said, with appropriate awe, that he had
never seen a hand like it in en years of
dealing.

As it happens. T am nuts about poker.
But about the only times I get to play
are those four, five or six times a year
when my wife and I have an argument.
In the wake of a domestic squabble, some
guys go out and get drunk. some go on
the prowl for other women. I play poker,
in the biggest game I can find. Some-
umes I come home excited and sometimes
I come home chagrined. That's poker.

Again, unless you are an excellem
poker player. don’t try the game in Vegas.
And never, never play in a game you
can't afford. Because, of all the casino
games, poker will exhaust the under-
capitabized  player by far the lastest.
There’s just no way around the disad-
vantage of valuing the money you bet
more than the other players do. You'll
start scared and end skinned.

Gambling is a part of the soul of Vegas.
But gambling is only part of the enter-
tainment, of the total appeal of Vegas.
Enjoy the golf, the tennis. the great food
and plush hotels. Enjoy your stay.

Gamble—but just for the fun of it
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PLAYBOY INTERV]EW (continued from page 68)

on a system of property, of exploiter and
exploitee. So that if I gave up what I earn,
it wouldn't really improve anyone else’s
situation as much as it would deteriorate
mine. There’s no middle ground. 1f you
have money, you're an exploiter; il you
don't, you're exploited. Were in a fish
tank in which there are only fish who
cat and others who are caten. I that's
the only choice I'm oftered, then I hope
1o be a fish that eats. We have to drain
the tank and get into a newer, higher
swstem altogether.

PLAYBOY: You certainly have the money
now to afford beautiful things, and
vou've bought plemty ol them. You also
seem to have a craving for gadgets and
expensive toys. like the S50,000 Mercedes
vou own. What kind of things do you
like to spend money on?

COPPOLA: I've spent money on my house
because 1 need space and because [ want
1o enjoy my family. I've found that there
are some things money can buy that
truly make life more pleasant and give
vou more time to do the things that are
really important. such as your work.
When I was very young, I thought I
needed a lot of things. but I've discov-

ered that the more I have, the less |
need. I've had terrific sports cars in my
day, so now I drive a Honda car—not to
be cute or anything like that but beciuse
I really like it. An XKE pulls up along-
side and the guy looks at me in my licde
Honda. Nothing happens. I'm not jeal-
ous, because T've had that other car. 1
know I could have one and I don’t need
it anymore. There’s something about pos-
sessions, living wealth, that really has 1o
do with wying 10 prove something to
yourself. My lilestyle is going to pget
simpler and simpler with the coming
vears.

PLAYBOY: What about that Mercedes?
coppoLA: 1 didn't buy it. It was a gift.
and I hardly ever use it. I also own a
private jet. When I bought it. it was
because I had once thought, “Wow,
wouldn’t it be crazy to have a private
jet!” I do a lot of things and live in
the same fantasy spirit that I write in. It's
all make-believe to me. It's a fairy tale and
I get to do all the things [ can imagine.
But I find that as T actually do them, I
don’t need them anymore. Il I keep the
private jet, it will be because I've found it
uselul. Even when I began buving things,

“Frankly, Willard, I just [elt like being
i a different bag tonight.”

I'd take whatever I'd hought out of the
box and ofien I'd realize immediately
that T really didn't need it or want it
I gave a lot ol things away to people as
presents, things I'd bonght for myself the
day belore.

PLAYBOY: What does make you happy,
besides your work?

coPPOLA: What brings me the greatest
joy is the company ol nice people and
to be able 1o go through all the rituals
with them, to eat dinner with them.
cook with them, talk with them. I'm very
European in that respect.

PLAYBOY: Do you have a lot ol people
around all the ume?

COPPOLA: No. My wile is a very private
person. which is probably why I'm siill
married to her, because I'm a big con-
sumer of things and people, but I know
I can’t consume her. so I could never get
tired of her.

PLAYBOY: Is she a big influence on vour
life?

COPPOLA: No. I can’t say that. Every-
body's wile is a big influence. but I
don’t want to give the mistaken im-
pression that she's the quiet conceptual-
izer of mv life. T discuss things with her
and I think she's really bright and 1
respect her values a lot. She's not inter-
ested at all in money or material objects.
She’s interested in ideas. The best defini-
tion 1 can give you of myv wife is that
she’s an impossible person o buy a
present for, because there’s nothing she
wanis. You know what I once gave her
for Christmas? The kids were opening
their presents and I went into the other
room and made her a cappuccino, put it
in a box, wrapped it up. brought it out
and gave it o her. To this day, she
maintains it’s the best present she ever
got. because she really wanted that cup
of coffee. That's the way she is.
PLAYBOY: Generally speaking. whae Kind
of women do you like 1o have around
you?

coppoLA: I've always enjoved  being
around women older than mysell. My
wile is three vears older than I am. I'm
very attracted to intelligent women.
PLAYBOY: A lot of men in the movie in-
dustry use their power and their status as
celebrities to play around sexually. Have
vou cver been wempted along those lines?
COPPOLA: I'd like to point out that it's
not only the men who play around. as
you put it. I know a female casting ex-
ccutive who uses her position just as a
man  might. It's incredible how  this
woman operates. She uses her position
to keep five or six men going at one time
and she’s just as exploitive of her posi
tion as anv man might be. I'm convinced
that men and women are basically very
similar in many more respects than we've
been brought up to believe. We've heen
taught so-called masculine roles. just as
women have been programed into so
called feminine ones. But the lines aren't
so clearly drawn anymore, pardy because



of the women's movement. What I'm
talking about has nothing to do with
what people do in bed, necessarily. I
know a great many heterosexual women
who are very masculine in many ways,
and many heterosexual men who are very
feminine. T include mysell among the
Iatter and T always have.

PLAYBOY: Pardon us for mentioning it,
but you didn’t really answer our question
about playing around. Would you rather
not?

coppoLA: What can I say? I love women.
I can be walking down the street with my
wife, and I'll see a beautilul woman and
I'n pat my wile on the shoulder and say,
“Hey. look at her!” But to some extent,
the myth about famous movie directors’
being pursued by women is not quite ac-
curate. For one thing, there's so little
ume and so much work to be done. I
once asked one of my assistants, who’s
always with beautiful girls, how he met
so many ol them. He said, “Easy; I rell
them I'm going to introduce them to you.”
But he never does. And it would seem to
me that although the life of a swinging
bachelor might have some temporary ap-
peal, it would be something that would
run out preuy fast. I'm happy living
with my wile and I enjoy the format of
the traditional family. And T love Kids.
If I had my way, I'd have ten of them.
I've always been like that. One of mv
happiest summers wias being a camp
counselor. Even as a kid, 1 liked littler
kids.

PLAYBOY: Were you happy as a kid?
COPPOLA: My childhood was very warm,
very tempestuous, [ull of controversy and
a lot of passion and shouting. My father,
who is an enormously talented man, was
the focus of all our lives, the three chil-
dren and my mother. Our lives centered
on what we all felt was the tragedy of
his carcer. He was a very [rustrated man,
because, though he plaved first flute for
the NBC Symphony under Toscanini. he
fele that his own music never really
emerged. T worked for Western Union
one summer when [ was 14 and, for some
unknown reason—I  still don't know
I wrote up a phony telegram to
my father telling him he'd landed a job
writing the musical score for such and
such a film. I signed it with the name of
the guy who was in charge of music at
Paramount Pictures. My father was over-
joved and yelled, “It’s my break! It’s my
break!” And I had to tell him it wasn't
wue. He was heartbroken. Is that a
terrible story?

Well. at least you know why I was so
delirious when he shared the Oscar for
best musical score with Nino Rota. Much
of what is called source music—the com-

why

“Say ‘Ah-h-h.”

positions  played by marching  bands,
performed on stage, and so on—in both
Godfathers is his, and 1 used him not be-
cause he's my father but because he's an
excellent composer.

pLAYBOY: When you were younger, did
vou dream of success on a scale like this?
COPPOLA: I always dreamed, T always fan-
tasized. While I was in college, I'd tell
people T was going to be a famous direc-
tor, I was going to be rich. People who
knew me then tell me they [elt it would
happen. But I never really believed it
would happen, not like this.

PLAYBOY: \Would you say the success has
come casily to you, or did you have to
tike risks?

CopPPOLA: I've heen taking small chances
all along. I've always been a good gam-
bler and I've never been afraid to take a
chance. 1 don’t think the risks I've taken
have been that dramatic, but even so,
there have been times when I've stuck
my neck out and almost had my head
chopped off. But ultimately, I've been

rewarded. I've been weated very well by
Hollywood. And I've been treated very
well by this country. The main reason
I've been weated well is that I have
tiken risks, and people have some respect
for that.

Of course, when you gamble, some-
times you lose. It goes in streaks. When
the streak goes your way, you build on it
as [ast as you can, utilizing their money,
not yours. You try to catch your streak
in anything.

PLAYBOY: Onc last question: You have
said you'd never make a Godfather 111
But is the story ol Michacl Corleone
really over?

CopPPOLA: Nine times out of ten, people
who say they're never going to do some-
thing wind up doing it. Right now, I
don’t want to make another sequel. But
maybe 30 years from now, when I and all
the actors have gotten really old, then it
might be [un to take another look.
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height above the field.) Sudden changes in
pressure produce sudden changes in the
reading. This is adjusted for periodically,
but iU’s a messy, inadequate system that
has not kepr pace with the technology ol
modern [light. Also, neither ol those de-
vices tells you what's ahead but only
what’s under you—what vou've already
passed over or run into. The Air Force
B-52 bomber is equipped with a system
employed when the Air Force practices
dropping atom bombs. You ger that giant
plane down to a few feet oft the ground,
under radar—remember Di. Strangelove?
Then you cut in vour terrain-following
device and set your altitude to where you
want it. The system will adjust the plane
to every bump and valley: ic's like going
several hundred miles an hour in a jeep.
Some people leel that a modified system
hike that could save a lot of lives on
commercial coriers. (I you're wondering
how they drop the big one. that's classi-
fied. But one wav it possibly could be
done is the so-called toss method. They
stand the planc onits il switch all cighe
engines to rock " roll. kick that nuke
out of the belly hatch and climb like
hell—about 8500 feet a minute.)

An even less expensive system called
a ground-proximity warning system  that
costs about 8000 could have warned the
Eastern captain, It flashes a ved light on
the console that reads purL ve and a re-
cording shouts “Pull up!”™ As it turned
out, the Eastern plane touched the swamp
and disintegrated. One hundred and one
people died.

When the NTSB investigates a crash,
two devices help: the cockpit voice re-
corder mentioned earlier and a Digital
Flight Data Recorder (D.F.D.R that
happened in the above case to be in the
L1011 (now called a “swamp buggy” by
AT.Cs, much to the chagrin ol some
pilots). The D.F.D.R. retains a compre
hensive history ol esoteric technical data
during flight. such as engine thrust, air
speed, altitude, heading. vertical accel-
cration, roll angle. pitch artitude and
angle ol attack. These two machines
(unlike the rest of the plane) are built o
survive crashes. The NTSB report on
stern flight 401 ran to 46 pages and is
a public document, including graphs,
photos and recommendations  lor im-
provements that might prevent [utue
accidents of that kind, A Pan Am 707
had a similar experience wear Bali in
April 1974—he fourth of Pan Am’s 7075
to go down in nine months. That plane
rammed a mountain. The FAA ordered
a world-wide investigation ol Pan Am’s
operations and  the  company  ovdered
all 140 of its planes 1o be equipped with
ground-proximity warning systems, though
cven this device cannot tell the pilot
what's ahead of him but only what's di-

186 recly below, as it works with infor-

mation generated by the radio altimeters.
And, in fact, until the recent aash near
Washington's Dulles Airport, in which
a Boeing 727 flew into a mountain, the
FAA still retused to order the systen. in-
stitlled on all airliners. In that particular
crash, in December 1974, TWA {light 514,
going 235 miles per hour and weighing
136.000 pounds, hit one ridge in a series
referred to as Mount Weather and disin-
tegrated so thoroughly that post-mortems
could not be done on the flight-deck crew.
Ninety-two persons were killed. The crew
had an altimeter and a map ol the area
that required the plane o stay at 3400
feet. But when the AUT.C. wold them they
were clear for approach to their runway,
thev thoughe thar meant they could
descend 1o 1800 feet. A few weeks before
this happened, a United pilot almost did
the same thing. He was lucky enough to
have had clear weather: He saw the moun-
tain in time o pull up. He reported the
incident to his company. Charles Beat-
lev, mavor of Alexandria, Virginia. and
a United DC-S8 pilot. had the same expe-
rience. No one is certain vet exactly whose
[ault the Mount Weather crash was, The
TWA magazine Flite Facts published an
article prior to the accident that seemed
to encourage pilots to do what that cap-
tain did—make the assumption that if
he was cleared for approach, he was
cleared 1o descend below the minimum
altitude. Wherever the blame lies. every-
one agrees that a ground-proxnmnity warn-
ing system would have given the crew a
much better chance of surviving, cven
with the faulty communication,
e e« .

What kills you il you are in a plane
crash? Often it is the seats. Most airplane
seats are made to withstand the force of
nine gs. The human body can stand 55
gs. So il a plane decelerates suddenly, the
seats break loose at their moorings and
everybody goes sliding forward, perhaps
still strapped in, though seat bels that
don’t have metal-to-metal buckles have a
tendency to slip and let vou go. In March
1972, most of the 45 passengers in the
Mohawk plane that crashed in Albany.
New York, were propelled through the
planc into the forward cirgo compart-
ment and 14 of them were crushed 1o
death.

In October 1974, a Trans-Australia
Bocing 727 had seats torn loose by heavy
chop encountered at 35,000 feet. Eleven
persons were injured. In certain cases,
a few passengers have been lucky enough
10 be thrown clear ol the wreckage and
Lind in such a way that they survive.

But vou don‘t need a miracle like that
to survive a crash. Many times a disabled
airplanc will go down with the pilot
more or less in control. Some people may
be injured—some may even be killed—
but many will survive impact, just as they

would in an auto accident. And then
those who survive are laced with the prob-
lem of getting out.

In June 1971, an Allegheny Convair
3107140 crashed in New Haven, Connect-
icut. All but two passengers survived the
impact. but while they were on  the
oround, tyving to get out ol the wreckage,
27 burned 10 death  because  several
hundred gallons of aviation-grade kero-
sene exploded. The NTSB asked for a
system to prevent fuel fires. The FAA did
nothing.

A lucl-explosion-protection  system
keeps fuel from burning undl it is in the
engines. There are several methods used
in military airaralt. One simple method
is 1o inject an inert gas into the vent lines
and the air space above the unburned [uel
in the anks. Without oxyeen, the [uel
can't burn. There is also a honeycomb
that can be put into tanks 1o contain {uel
in small isolated pockets. With that
system, vou can shoot a fuel tank with
incendiary racer bullets and it won’t ex-
plode. These methods are  expensive
(about 570,000 for a 717) but expense
doesn’t frighten the airlines when it
comes to inlight [rills. such as movies,
meals and stereo music.

Even if a survivor 1sn't burned. he
may die from poison gases given ofl by
burning scat cushions. plastics. drapes,
and so on. Cvanide and other gases pro-
duced when these materials burn can
incapacitate you in a lot less than 90
seconds—the minimum time required by
the FAA 1o evicuate a {ully loaded 747.
In 1961, a DC-8 aashed at Denver.
Everyone survived the impact, but 16
were killed by carbon monoxide when
the plane burned. Forty-nine died the
same way in Rome in 1964 and 13 art
Salt Lake City in 1965. Near Midway
Airport in 1972, the United 737 men-
tioned carlier came down on a residen-
tinl area and seven of the fatalivies
resulted from cyanide poisoning. Cyanide
can be given off by burning wool. cotton,
paper and plastics. but the N'TSB didn't
say where it came from. In [lact, some
people maintain that the cyanide was put
there to assassinate the Watergaterelated
figures who died inside the plane, be-
cause—among  other things—FBlL men
were on the scene so last they appeared
to have expected the crash. But the N'TSB
explains the cause of the accident as fol
lows: “Captain’s failure to exercise pos-
iive flight management.”

In a North Central-Delta crash at
O'Hare in 1972, in which a plane taking
off hit another on the ground. nine of the
ten dead were killed by toxic gases.
Others were burned. The NTSB report
said  that survival would have been
more likely had the North Cenural flight
crew stayed on board 1o help evacuate the
passengers. One invalid who couldn’t get
up without help was simply lelt strapped
in his seat, where he died. Most members
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of the flight crew are supposed to stay on
the plane until it is evacuated. And most
do. In the famous mid-air collision over
New York, a pilot lost his life going into
the burning wreckage to save someone.

Only the FAA can make such things
as fireproof interiors mandatory, and it
has the problem of simultaneously try-
ing to promote a very profitable airline
industry and safe flying—things that are
beginning to seem mutually exclusive.
Recently, a House investigations sub-
committee chaired by Representative
Harley O. Staggers conducted an  ex-
haustive investigation ol the FAA and
decided, according to the report, that it
is notoriously slow in taking action on
matters that “may literally endanger
human life.” The report says the FAA
is oversolicitous of the airline industry:
“The attempt 1o balance dollars against
lives benefits no one.”

Also, the FAA doesn’t scem to know
how to order us priorities. It spent most
ol 1973 researching mid-air collisions,
which constitute only two percent of all
accidents. There was no money spent to
learn about “controlled flight into ter-
riain” crashes (such as the Miami disaster),
responsible for 56 percent of the total.
The House subcommittee also ariticized

the FAA for allowing industry represent-
atives to participate in the process that
leads to FAA mandates for air salety, a
situation that seems to carry the strong
possibility of blatant conlflicts of interest.
Safety costs money. Furthermore, safety
precautions bring to everyone’s attention
the possibility that something might go
wrong. The airlines don’t want nervous
passengers. So the instructions steward-
esses give include only the barest mini-
mum of safety procedures. For example,
do you know which exits have slides? How
soon you'd need oxygen if the cabin lost
pressure, or what you'd feel if you needed
supplementary oxygen: How you should
evacuate a plane that hits the ground:
And do you know how to open the door?
Most people don’t. In 1971, in the Alle-
gheny Convair 540/440 that went down at
New Haven, 15 of the dead were found
near a rear service door. Investigators as-
sumed that when the lights went out—
which they do when a plane crashes—the
people couldn’t read the instructions for
opening the door and died in the smoke
and fire. The stewardess who should have
opened the door was injured and couldn’t
help. (Normally, two stewardesses are
required on this type of plane, but Alle-
gheny was granted an exemption from

“I'd like the Service Department, please!”

this rule.) The passengers should have
read the instruction card before take-off,
but the installation of high-quality emer-
gency lighting systems to lead passengers
to proper exits could have saved lives.
There are emergency lights, but they ap-
parently didn’t do the job in that case. An
observer reccnll)' inspected the emergency
lighting in a 727 and found it Il‘l.ld(‘(]u.llt‘
even for reading a newspaper. Imagine
what it would be like in heavy smoke.

There are some wholly unnecessary—
and unreported—dangers in commercial
flight. More than 90 percent of commer-
cial airliners, according to an Air Line
Pilots Association (A.L.P.A) study, car-
ried hazardous materials until recently.
In November 1975, a Pan Am cargo 707
carashed at Boston because bottles of
nitric acid, improperly labeled and set
on their sides in a pile of sawdust,
leaked, caused a fire and hlled the cock-
pit with smoke. The aew members had
not been told about the nitric acid; they
thought the smoke in the cockpit was
caused by an electrical fire and since the
plane was operating all right, they
passed several airports on the way to
Boston, because they wanted to reach
their  own service crews. The smoke
goggles [ailed to keep smoke out of the
crew’s eyes and they couldn’t see to fly the
plane. The smoke-venting system didn’t
work well enough to clear the cockpit
in time. The plane landed 262 feet short
ol the runway.

In 1971, a Delta plane contaminated
with radioactive molybdenum 99 carried
97 passengers over a period of days.
In April 1974, as many as 213 on two
Delia flights may have been exposed to
radioactivity from improperly shielded
iridium 192, Airliners may also be carry-
ing germ and virus cultures, or explosives.
If you fly regularly, you've probably spent
time sitting above some of these things.
And what the TAA has done about this
problem is so grossly inadequate that
pilots have had to threaten to boycott
flights carrving dangerous substances.

James Sparling, salety officer of the
Aircralt Mechanics  Traternal  Associa-
tion (A.M.F.A)), representing 8000 men,
calls the FAA “the worst of all Govern-
ment agencics when it comes to public
safetv.” He desaribed situations in which
mechanics “may be biting their knuckles
a little bit when the airplane departs.”

James  Eckols. a captain and an
A LA representative, says of the FAA,
“Theyre the world's worst. You keep
turning over rocks and vou don’t find
just worms. You find tarantulas. And the
finger always ends up pointing at the
FAA. They don’t just commit adultery
with the airlines, they commit incest.”

The general rule is that the FAA won't
issue an “airworthiness directive” (which
has the force of law) until something
terrible happens, such as the Dulles




crash. And even then. nothing may be
done. An airworthiness directive is a
mandate from the FAA that describes
what legal qualifications a vehicle must
have to lly. Before leaving the ground,
every cralt made or flown in this country
has to be certificated by the FAA as an air-
worthy machine. Basically. that means
that it will flv. But then, some vehicles
considered 1o be airworthy by the FAA
have failed to stay in the air. Consider
the Turkish Airlines (THY) DC-10 in
which 346 people lost their lives near
Paris. That crash was preceded in June
1972 by a “deal” (as certain horrible
situations  are  nonchalantly  called by
AT.Cs) over Windsor, Omntario, in
which a cargo door blew off an American
Airlines DC-10 that had just taken off
from Dewroit Metro Airport. The plane
lost pressure, causing the cabin floor 10
buckle. thereby jamming control cables
in the floor-support beams, This stopped
the number-two  (center) engine  and
caused the rudder to mallunciion. The
caew had no idea what was wrong. All
they knew was that they were in big
wouble. But they responded with cool
prolessionalism and no one died when
the badly disabled plane made an emer-
geney landing at Detroit

The NTSB recommended a modifica-
tion to enswre that the door couldn’t
close without being properly locked. The
Los Angeles ofhce ol the FAA wanted
to issue an airworthiness directive
that point, but manufacturers are made
uneasy by such a ruling, because it sug-
gests that their product is delective, Also,
they have 1o spend money 10 comply.
The DC-10 is {ar from being an inlerior
airplane. It handles well and incorporates
some of the most sophisticated acrospace
technology o date. And it would be
foolish to think that McDonnell Douglas
would purposcly design a bad plane. But
the machine is so incredibly comples that
1t was inevitable that problems would de-
velop. The two worst problems were with
the cabin floor and with the now-limous
cugo door. In May 1970, the DC-10
prototype tuselage was finished and ready
lor i1s “pressure  vessel test.”  The
engineers closed the doorvs and started
pumping air into the plane. simuliating
the pressurizing process that would take
place as the plane rose into the air. They
kept pumping aiv until something blew,
Well below  the minimum  pressure,
the cargo door blew ofl this prototype
DC-10, causing the lloor o collapse. To
prevent the [ront part of the floor from
collapsing, engineers added venting doors
that would open in the event of de-
pressurization. But the rear pare of the
lloor was not strong enough to allow for
such vemts. No one vet knows whose [ault
the problem was. The subsequent events
and the reasons lor the failure of cither
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Playboy Book Club Offers Rare

148 DOI.PHINS

and Phllippe Dlnlé
{Pub. Price 512 95)

Extraordinary adventures

emong most amazing
mammals of the sea
105 color photographs
{Counts as two books)

958 GOLF MY WAY
Jack Nicklaus

with Ken Bowden
{Pub. Price $9.95)

A-Z guide to improved
golfing—Iilustrated

143 HOLLYWOOD
BABYLON

Kenneth Anger

(Pub. Price $14 95)
lifustrated exposé of 50
years of sex, sadism,
decadence

{Counts as two books)

809 PLAYBOY'S
HOST & BAR BOOK
Thomas Mario
(Pub. Price $14.95)

For the superhost—llustrated

fCounts as two books)
144 THE PRESIDENT'S
DOCTOR

William Woolfolk
{Pub. Price $8.95)
Tense, prophetic novel
of treachery, intrigue
in White House

131 MORE JOY

Alex Comfort

{Pub. Price $12 95)
Daring, beautiful;
picks up where The
Joy of Sex Jeft off
(Counts as two books)

114 WHO DID WHAT
Gerald Howat, ed.
(Pub, Price 512 95)
Biographical dictionary

of 5000 men and women,

(Counts as two books)

129 THE LAST
TESTAMENT OFO

and Richard Hemmer
{Pub. Price $10.00)
Top gangster relives
raw, shocking lile

134 THE BERMUDA
TRIANGLE MYSTERY
—SOLVED

Lawrence David Kusche
(Pub. Price $10.00)
Unraveling the secret

of disappearing

ships and planes

136 HELTER SKELTER
Vincent Bugllosi

with Curt Gentry

{Pub. Price $10.00)
True story of the
Manson murders.

115 OIL

Jonathen Black
{Pub. Price $8.95)
Compelling novel of
international intrigue

969 SUPER
HANDYMAN'S
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF
HOME REPAIR HINTS
Al Carrelt

(Pub. Price $7.95}
Laber-saving, money-
saving ideas

141 JOE, YOU COULDA
MADE US PROUD

Joe Pepitone

with Bemr Stainback
(Pub. Price $8.95)
Frankest accounts of
sex, fights, breakdowns
—ant! inside baseball

142 THE EROTIC
IMAGINATION

William J. Slattery
(Pub. Price $7.95)
Far-out sexual fantasies
of the adult male

A :rowgraplﬂc History

Alberl‘a Leventhal
{Pub. Price $16.95)

All the wars the camera
has ever seen

{Counts as two books)

975 SEXUAL BEHAVIOR
IN THE 1870s

Morton Hunt

(Pub. Price $10.95)
Where America is at—
sexually; most extensive
report since Kinsey

107 PLAYBOY'S BOOK
OF WINE

Peter A. Gillette and
Paul Gillette

{Pub. Price $17.95)
Most handsome. honest,
informative guide;

over 200 color photos
{Counts as two books)

145 SPORTIN' LADIES
Herb Michelson

(Pub. Price §7.95),
Explicit, startling
exploits of women who
spread joy in clubhouses

146 VIRILITY 8
Mex Gunther
Pub. Price $8.95)
asic ways males
assert and display
their mankood

147 BOATING WITHOUT
GOING BROKE

Walter J. Sheldon

{Pub. Price $7.95)
All-inclusive guide for
middie-income mariner

870 THE PLAYBOY
GOURMET

Thomas Mario

{Pub. Price $15.95)
Delighting the sensuous
palate—Ilustrated
{Counts as two books)

140 “WHAT THE HELL
IS JUSTICE?"”

Paul Holfman
[Pub. Price $8.95)
Exciting, revealing, true;
the life and trials of
a criminal fawyer

997 ‘l‘I-IE GOLDEN SEA
Joseph E

(Pub. Pncr 31 ] 951
Complete story of man's
underwater adventures;:
64 pages in full color
(Counts as two books)

968 DR. STILLMAN'S
14-DAY SHAPE-UP
PROGRAM

Dr. Irwin M. Stillman
and Samm 5. Baker
(Pub. Price $7.95)
New slimming diet,
wimming exercises

120 THE TWENTIETH
ANNIVERSARY PLAYBOY
CARTOON ALEUM

Hugh M. Hefner, ed.
{Pub. Price $19.85)

825 cartoons, 420 in

color; deluxe volume
{Counts as two books)

993 THE MOVIE BOOK
Stevan H. Scheuer
{Pub. Price $19.95)
Huge, authoritative,
candid, comprehensive
history: over 300 photos
{Counts as two books)

130 THE WAY THINGS
WORK BOOK OF THE
COMPUTER

{Pub. Price $8.95)
liustrated encyclopedia
of information science

138 PARTHIAN SHOT
Loyd Litlle

(Pub. Price $8.95)
Novel does for Vietnam
whal Catch 22 did for
World War If

117 THE PIN-UP
Ralph Stein

(Pub. Price $17.95)
From 1852 to now, the
female form divine—in
sparkfing text and 200
extraordinary photos
(Counts as two books)

880 GREAT EROTIC
SCENES FROM
LITERATURE

Robert Reisner, ed.
{Pub. Price $9.95)
Entertaining. editying,
enlightening

915 HOW TO BE FUNNY
IN YOUR OWN LIFETIME
Bill Adler

{Pub. Price §7.95)

Over 1000 jokes

877 PLAYBOY'S
BOOK OF GAMES
Edwin Silberstang
Pub. Price $9.95)
landbook for the
sophisticated gambler

901 TOTAL ORGASM
Jack Lee Rosenberg
Hiustrations by
Joseph Jagqua

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Hustrated guide to
sexual tulfiliment

137 THE SPECULATOR'S
HANDBOOK

David Smyth and
Laurance F. Stuniz

(Pub. Price $13.95)
Authoritative guide to
unusual investments
{Counts as two books)

963 YOU CAN PROFIT
FROM A MONETARY
ﬁRISISa

arry Browne
{Pub. Price $8.95)
Survival kit for economic
storms; bestseller

B63 THE ART OF
SENSUAL MASSAGE
Inkeles, Todris & Foothorap
(Pub. Price $9.95)

Explicit photographic guide

135 WOLF MOUNTAIN
Peter Lars Sandberg
(Pub. Price §8.95)
Novel pulsing with
adventure, suspense,
desire. rape, courage

139 THE MALE
CHAUVINIST'S COOKBOOK
Cory Kilvert

{Pub. Price $10.00)

350 recipes tell the ways
to a woman's heart

784 THE SEX BOOK
Goldstein, Haeberle

& McBride

{Pub. Price $12.50)
Pictorial encyclopedia.

967 THE COMPLETE BOOK
OF CAR MAINTENANCE
AND REPAIR

John D. Hirsch

(Pub, Price $12.50

For the amateur who

wants lo save money
(Counts as two books)

996 BANCO and PAPILLON
Henri Charrigre

{Combined Pub. Price $9.90)
The most hair-raising
escape story ever

{Both books count as a
single selection)

991 THE DOGS OF WAR
Frederick Forsyth

{Pub. Price $7.95)
Bestselling novel of
suspense. intrigue

904 MY SECRET GARDEN
Women's Sexual Fantasies
Nancy Friday

{Pub. Pnice $7.95)
Personal, candid,

erotic interviews
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Reading €ntertainment for Men
Introductory offer:Choose any 4 book- for only $2.95

(value up to $43.45) when you agree to become a member of Playboy Book Club. ‘Deluxe volumer count as two books

Just as PLAYBOY is different from all other magazines,
Playboy Book Club is different from all other book clubs.
It is a book club designed by our editors to match your
tastes, your life-style, your point of view.

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 avail-
able 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 cbligation
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 PLAYBOY, you belong in
Playboy Book Club. Fill in the application today—and
embark with us on a reading adventure that knows no
boundaries.

Surprise Bonus: Our editors have selected a lively

(R LT P T
LT B

PLAYBOY BOOK CLUB ABO4-0T7
Lemoyne, Pa. 17043

Please envoll me as a member in the Playboy Book Club and send me
the books whose numbers | have listed below, billing me only $2.95 |
understand that some deluxe volumes count! as two selections. This
special ofler 15 himiled to those who enroll now and agree to buy four
additional books dunng the enrollment year at the Playboy Book Club
membership price.

[—— | ][ I J

I understand that for $295 | may choose books worth as much as
$43.45 and that vou will also send me a hardcover book, miMiIMum value £6.95,
as my free surprise bonus 10r prompt action.

I understand thal you will send me Playboy's Chorce. the pubhcation
descnbing the Selections and Atlernates, al three to four week intervals,
together with a dated Member's Instruclion Card which | may mail back,
by the date shown on the card. 10 reject the Selecthon or to choose any
ol the Alternates | understand that if | wish 1o recewe the Selection, 1
do nothing and it will be mailed to me automatically AFTER the date
shown on the card. | understand that Playboy’'s Chorce is mailed in ime
to allow me at teast 10 days to decide if | want the coming Selechion
If. because of late mail delivery of Playboy's Choice, | should ever re-
cewe a Selection without having had the 10-day consideration penod.
that Selecthon may be returned at Club expense for full credit

My only cbhigation as a member i1s to accept four Seiections or
Alternates duning the coming year from the many titles offered My
membership s cancelable any tme afler buying these four books A
modest postage and handhng charge is added to all shipments,

NAME
hardcover book of enduring interest ($6.95 minimum — {Piease Print)
value) which will be sent to you FREE as an introduc- =
tory gift if you act promptly CITY STATE zIp
Publishers’ prices quoted are U.S. prices; Canadian prices may be slightly higher SIGNATURE PHONE NO.
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McDonnell Douglas or the FAA to do
anything about the problems are so
complicated that John Godson devoted
all of his book The Rise and Fall of the
DC-10 to the subject. But the danger was
clear to at least one man long before
the crash occurred near Paris. An engineer
named F. D. Applegate wrote a memo
(no one knows who saw it), saying, “It
scems to me inevitable that in the 20
years ahead of us, DC-10 cargo doors will
come open and cargo compartments will
experience decompression for other rea-
sons, and I would expect this o usually
result in the loss of the airplanc.”
Whether or not this memo ever came to
the attention of the FAA, no airworthi-
ness directive was issued alter the Wind-
sor deal.

Instead, McDonnell Douglas appealed
to John H. Shaffer, FAA administrator,
and they reached what an FAA oflicial
called a gentlemen’s agreement, by
which McDonnell Douglas would issue a
service bulletin, calling for voluntary
compliance. The necessary changes were
not made on the THY DC-10. Though an
official report has not yet been released,
experts agree that the door blew off, and
the worst disaster in aviation history re-
sulted. It wasn’t until a year later
that the FAA decided to require modifica-
tions. The system will be designed to
keep the floor safe from buckling even if
the plane has a 20-square-loot hole in
it. The door that blew ofl. however,
measured 22 square feet.

The full story of the blame for the
Paris crash will not be told for yeurs to
come. At the McDonnell Douglas annual
meeting in St. Louis in April 1974, its
president, Sanford McDonnell, said the
company was distressed by the incident.
But, he added, it was inexcusable that the
French baggage handler in Paris, who was
responsible for closing the cugo door,
couldn’t read English, the language in
which the instructions were printed.

McDonnell may have been a linle upser
with the way maintenance crews some-
times handle aircralt. But, in general,
what you hear is that thevre meticulous,
well trained and conscientious. And the
AAMLFAL s vight now agitating for dloser
FAA auention to air-carrier mainte-
nance—because it is perfectly legal in the
U.S. 1o send up an airplane that sy
working properly. For instance, there are
four hydraulic systems in a 747, If one of
them isn’t working, the plane can take oft
anyway. This is the thrust of the Mini.
mum LEguipment List (M.E.L.) concept,
on which mechanics operate, not alto-
sether enthusiastically. There are two
lights on a wing tip. The plane can fly
with one burned out. If one thrust re-
verser is broken, the aircraft can go with
the other. Trijets have at least three elec
wrical generating systems. They can oper-
ate with only two working, as one United
727 did over San Mateo Bay on January
18. 1969. It then had a fire and shut down

an engine. Then another generator [ailed.
leaving the plane with no elearicity,
{lving in the middle of the night, through
clouds and over deep water. On top of
this—it was theorized—since there were
no lights, the Hight engineer, reaching lor
a switch, accidentally cut his battery
power. At that point, he probably didn't
know why he was geuing no power and,
while he was wrying to hgure it out, the
airplane went into the water and 38
people died. The plane had gone through
42 flight hours and 28 stations with the
number-three generator broken and no
one—unot even the pilot who died as a
result of the failure—demanded that it
be repaired. The reason? 1t's hard to say,
but pilots who slow down schedules
imioy airlines, which are losing mouey
while a plane is out of service.

Mechanics write Flight Standards Me
chanical Reliability Reports, which are
very hard for someone outside the indus-
uy to come by because they we very
unsettling. Some examples from 1972, oby-
tained by Ralph Nader after litigation:
“Unscheduled  landing  [because  the
plane] lost all hydraulic fluid and utility
pressure during cruise about three hours
after take-off . . . found leaking hose . . .
in number-three  pylon  and  [ailed
number-two and number-three  engine-
driven pumps and number-one auxiliary
pump leaking.” “Returned due to num-
ber-lour-engine stall on wake-olf . . . re-
placed engine.” “Number-two engine had
series ol stalls in dimb, then flame-our.
Restarted and stalling contnued. Shut
down engine and returned.” (According
to a captain interviewed on the subject,
the pilot should never have wried to restart
the engine.) “Pilot l'cpurl.ud on take-off,
lost  hydraulic pressure and  quantity.
Dumped fuel, returned.” “Alter take-oft
from Las Vegas, two picces of wheel rim,
first picce 11 inches and second picce 18
mches long, and the numbersix ure was
found on the runway . . . the aew was
alerted and the Aght continued.”

So what can you do to protect yourseli?
Not much. As one captain put it, “If we
did everything we could to make the plane
otally safe, it would weigh 900000
pounds and carry lour passengers and a
aew ol five. They'd have a very wonder-
[ul and sale flight and a ticket would cost
a million dollars.” So take some minimal
precautions of your own.

Il you are in an aircrale and  see
something that makes vou think the
flight may be in danger, get off the plane.
No one can stop you as long as the pline
has not been cleared for take-off. If you
do decide to take the flight, the safest place
to sit is by a door or an emergency cxit,
and on smaller jets as far as possible from
the engines (in case they explode. burn or
blow off). On the jumbo jets (747, DC-
10 and L-1011—learn to know the equip-
ment vou fly), sit over the wings, the
most stable area during wrbulence. You

cin get knocked around pretty badly when
the plane encounters heavy chop or wrbu-
lence. Also, do keep your seat belt fas-
tened. A United pilot recently joked that
he kept his on because he worried about
getting sucked out il his window broke. He
muay have been thinking about G. F. Gard-
ner, who was sucked out into the night
when a DC-10s General Eleciric CF-6 en-
gine blew apart and shattered his window.
(The engine in question had been re-
moved lor repairs four times prior to
the incident.) The man had his seat bel
on, but it was loose and he slipped our.
The Hightdeck crew has shoulder har-
nesses as well as metal-to-metal seat-belt
buckles that would probably keep them
in their seats in a decompression situa-
tion. But even if your seat belt won't keep
you {from getting sucked out the window,
it may keep vou from banging vour head.
An aircralt hitting certain kinds of down-
drafts can drop at a rate of 2000 1o 3000
feet a minuwte—Tfast enough to send people
through the roof and break their necks.
(And the next time you've approaching it
gate in a plane that's landed, consider
what an American captain said about seat
behis: “I've got three thousand pounds of
hydraulic pressure in my planc. If some
asshole is standing up while I'm taxiing
and I wuch the brakes. he's gonna go
flving through the cabin.™)

If you consider drinking while in
flight, remember that in an emergency,
it will slow you down. At lower air pres-
sures, the effects of alcohol are mag-
nified. An FAA brochure warns, “Two
martinis become four at altitude.” So
when vou've had a few drinks and feel
pleasantly warm, if the cabin loses pres-
sure, vou may find yoursell blind drunk
and unable to do anything. Most crew
members are not even allowed to enter
a tavern in uniform. Federal regulations
prohibit anvone who has had a drink
from entering the cockpit and  any-
one who is imtoxicated lrom entering a
plane. Pilots have a saying, “Twelve
hours from boule to throule.” As badly
as you might need those two vodka tonics,
abstaining could improve your chances
of surviving a crash.

But even if you're stonesober, you
may be in for a surprise if something
goes wiong. On National Airlines flight
27 on November 3, 1973, when Gavdner
was sucked out of that McDonnell
Douglas DC-10, the plane  naturally
lost all its pressure. At 39.000 feet, the
necessary supply of air was gone in a few
scconds. At that altitude, you can go for
about 20 seconds without supplementary
oxygen before becoming incapacitated.
There arc emergency oxyeen masks that
the stewardess demonstrates at the be-
ginning of cach flight. What most people
don’t know is that this system doesn’t
necessarily work. When the number-three
fan assembly on Natonal's DC-10 num-
ber N60 NA disintegrated, it blew nu-
merous holes in the body of the plane.
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Addice...and =
they undress!

Most amazing bar glasses
« ever! Colder the drink, more
= humid the air. . quicker
= Qirls shed their clothes. |
* Down to their full, natural

: beauly! They dress again | 4 ﬂL !
. each time moisture dries.
« Gitt set of 4 different
% glasses. $7.95, postpaid
. (2se1s$15.00). US.A. only.  pa11—Set of 4
-

2 H. FISHLOVE AND COMPANY

. 716N. Franklin, Chicago, IL 60610
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LOST IT ALL PLAYING
POLISH PINOCHLE!

THE GAME THATS SWEEPING
NATIONS, SEND §4 95 FOR OFFI-
CIAL NULE BOOK — OFFICIAL
INSTRUCTIONS BOOK - OFF1-
CIAL PLAYING CARDS — TFR
ENNIAL  POLISH  TPINOCHLE
PLAYER MEMELERSHIT CARD
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SEND TODAY $495 1o
POLISH PINOCHLE
P.O. Box 1303, Dept. PP.
Granite City, . 62040

© 1975

) MINIATURE TRANSMITTER
WIRELESS MICROPHONE

mmng world's smallesl. Improved solid
state design. Picks up and transmits mosl
sounds without wires thru FM radic up to
300 fr. Use as mike, music amp.. baby sitter,
burglar slarm, hot line, etc. For fun, home
business, Batt incl. Mcney back guar.
B/A, M/C cds., COD chk. Only $14.95 pius
sue Pt.:l and hdlg. AMC SALES, Dept. P,
928, Downey, Ca. 90241,
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21 of them
Seven different

kinds for just $5 50

There are differences between some
brands of condoms.

A busy drug store with self-service
or women clerks is hardly a comfort-
able place to compare contraceptive
brands. That's why thousands of peo-
ple order by mail from us.

Try some of the new contours in
condoms, the new superthin latexes,
the exotic new colors, and sensitive
new lubricants. You'll be happier be-
cause of it.

Your order shipped within 36 hours,

plain packaged for privacy. Money
fully refunded for any unused portion
if you aren't absolutely satisfied.

Sensitive Products Corp.

P.0. Box 562, Hopkins, Minn, 55343

O Enclosed — $5.50 for ‘21" Sam-
pler-Pak plus catalog.

[J Enclosed — $3.50 for '12' Sam-
pler-Pak plus catalog.

O Enclosed—25¢ for illustrated
catalog only.

Name,

Addre
City.

State.

knocking out several systems, While the
crew wis desperately trying 1o keep the
plane alolt and under conwrol, many of
the remaining 115 passengers were find-
ing thar they had no access 1o oxygen
and were losing consciousness, Alter a
loud explosion, the cabin filled with blue-
aray smoke. The head stewardess tele-
phoned the engineer and asked him to
uy to deploy the oxygen masks. Some
ol the masks appeared, bur  others
weren't available lor up to three min-
utes. And then a further problem existed.
Incredibly, that oxvgen systemn uses an
explosive “thermal decomposition™ (read:
lirey involving sodium chlorate o areate
oxygen inside a sealed container. This
heats the oxyvgen cylinder (located in the
headrests ol the seats) w0 547 degrees
Fahrenheit. To stare the reaction, the
passenger pulls a type ol ripcord. Be-
cuuse the mountings ol the cylinder are
so weak, some passengers pullctl the cord
and the bowdes came tumbling out imo
their laps. Not only were several pas-
sengers burned but one of the canisters
reportedly cuused a fire. All of this equip-
ment is perlealy legal, according 1o cur-
rent. FAA rules. Furthermore, _]nlm H.
Reed, chairman ol the N'TSB, wrote to
Alexander Butterhield (FAA administra-
tor at the time): “Portable oxygen equip-
ment [for the stewardesses] is contained
in closed cabinets near the cabin atend-
ants’ stations. The regulator assemblics
were covered with cellophane-type wrap-
ping, which was held by an elastic band.
K-S disposable oxygen masks and supply
wubing were scaled separately in plastic
bags and stored with, or near, the porta-
ble oxygen bottles. . . . The board ques-
tions the ‘immediate availability” ol such
cquipment when it must be unwrapped
and assembled belore i can be used, con-
sidering the reduced time of useful con-
sciousness at [lightdevel altitudes.™

Once final note on this episode: When
the acew skilllully landed the crippled
plane (the pilot had o dive the plane to
get to an altitude ar which the passengers
could breathe), two ol the pneumatic
shides didot work. This is a common 0Oc-
currence. Eight months Luter, the very
same aireralt was involved inoa near dis-
aster close 1o Tampit.

3ut for that matter, no airplane is a
miracle machine. They wre not, lor ex-
ample, necessarily able to handle every
kind of meteorological condition. You
should chivose vour own weather. The best
time to fly is during a high-pressure sys-
tem. on a very cear day. The FAX oper-
ates 385 Flight Service Stations avound the
By knowing somcthing about
mcteorology and calling one, vou can
find out il you should go up in the air,
The worst time to [ly is at night during
a blizzard or an elecrical storm. Light-
uing can sirike your plane. In one study.
133 suikes of commercial aircralt were
recorded in two years. Planes are like

[ ﬂlllllr} 2

big metal barns and though they have
lighining defiectors, Latal strikes occur: A
Pan Am 707 was struck over Marviand in
1965 and a [uel tank exploded. Eighty-
one prople died.

Be wary of certain airports. Pilots are.
Hong Kong and San Diego are univer-
sally hated. Coming into Hong Kong
(the only airport with a trafhc sign—it
tells pilots where to turn as they ily to-
ward a mountain), you're stuck between
the mountains and the ocean. A pilot
really has to slide the plane in there
with precision. You can sometimes tell
what people are having for dinner as
you pass the tall apartment buildings.
San Dicgo requires a very steep descent,
since final approach is direaly over the
city—and planes actually have to fly be-
tween rows ol aparument buildings. Other
bad airports include Washington Na-
tional, where various restrictions reqguire
planes to lollow the Potomac unul they
are very near the airport. Then they
have to execute an unuosually steep turn
in order 1o line up the runway. Any
mancuver is more dangerous at low
altitude, since there is less room Lo
correct a mistake.

Another horrible airport 1s Houston
Intercontinental. According to the FAA,
a fully loaded 747 needs over 11,000 leet
ol runwayv. Houston's longest is 9401 [eet.
The two runways are in bad repair. An
airplane going 150 knots on a rough sur-
face sustains structural damage that cin
literally cause it to fall apart in mid-air.
At present, one runway is closed lor
resurlacing and lengthening. This run-
way has a 77.5-loot unlighted obstruction
at one cnd (into which a DC-3 crashed
recently) and a 142-foot obstruction three
miles down the other side, in addition 1o
a high pine hedge. When this run
way opens with its new surface, pilots will
face another problem: It is easy to mistake
the  airport-access-expressway lights for
the lights of the runway. Somcone un-
[amiliar with the Lwvout could acciden-
tally land on the freeway, especially il
the runway lights happened to be out
Houston also allows smaller
take ofl and land on taxiways. The plines
that use the big runway have to taxi on
these roads, creating an incredible risk.
The FAA says this situation is not high

aireralt 1o

risk. That mecans that nothing  has
happened-—so far. A Turther problem is

that there are places on airport property
that couldn’t be reached by emergency
equipment if a crash occured.

But the worst airport of all is Los
Angeles International. The International
Federation ol Air Line Pilots Associations
has given L.A. a Class Three Black Suar
riting, the lowest possible rating for an
airport. Only a few others have a Class
Three Black Star and most of those are
in undeveloped Afvica. LLAs rating is the
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195 c¢go thing. We're the

result of noise regulations that olten re-
quire a plane to make occan approaches
with the wind at its hack. To understand
the gravity of this sin. vou must under-
stand flying. But sullice it to say that Ber-
noulli’s theorem and Newton's second law
of motion arec commonly used to explain
how planes stay in the air, and having
the wind at vour back discouages both
ol these effects and lorces the plane to
land at a much higher ground speed. So
miavbe vou should never go to LA by
plane. Pilots don’'t particulinly like 1o,
One apiain said withour qualification,
“Theyre going 10 kill people in LA™
There's a place on the worst approach
there called the black hole.

Without question, the best airport is
Dallas—Fort Worth (D.F.AW.).  Braniff
ciptain - William  Alford.  who  repre-
sents 56,000 pilots at the Imernational
Civil Aviation Organization in Monureal
each vear, calls it “as nearly perfect an
airport as there is todav.” Tt s hell on the
ground (perhaps vou've heard some of
the horror stories about that place. such
as the dollar-bill changers that gave 95
cents and the hot dogs that cost six bits),
but it's the fst airport ever designed
with the advice of ALP.A’s A\irport
LEvaluation Committce. All ol the com-
mon  problems of risky airports were
eliminated before D.F.W. was even built.
For example, according o FAA stand-
ards, a mile downrange, the maximum
height of an obstruction should be 120
leet. At D.F.W,, that distance has been
doubled.

Dulles Airport may be the second salest.
But the recent crash that killed 92 near
there has brought up some question about
that. And, as an American captain put
it, “Yeah, Dulles is great because nobody
ever goes there”

O'Hare s legendary in the business.
Last year it handled 681,000 operations.
The AT.Cs in the O'Hare ower are in
their mid-20s and are prone 10 ulcers,
nervous breakdowns and ill-fated mar-
riages. They have the look ol voung
athletes who like 1o go out and raise
some good old-fashioned hell now and
then. But on the job, they appear rigid,
tense, precise, wired. Big cookie jars hlled
with individually wrapped Gelusil tablews
sit out on the counters and vou see a lot
of the men wsing Chap Stick on lips
chewed raw and tender. They get paid no
more than an AT.C. in Miami or At
Lanta, mayhe up 1o S24.000. so they don't
o to O'Hare {or the money.

“It's like being on the best football
team in the league,” an O'Hare AT.C.
said recently in a bar near the airport.
“I's something you've got 1o love. We
all love our jobs, don’t we:”™ He gets
nods of assent from the other AT.Cs
around the table. He tlks like a speed
freak or a New York PR man. “It's an
biggest and we're

the best. There's no other place like this
in the world. Merst, here, he's picking
up his divorce papers tonight. T picked
up mine two yeiars ago and I'm only
twenty-seven. But this work is our first
love.”

Indeed, there is no place like it. A
visitor can watch from the tower as an
AT.C. squeczes off departures, slips in
arrivals, coaxes the pilot off the runway
just in time lor another departure. From
his cockpit, a pilot recendy remarked
that O'Hare was the only place in
the world where vou'd see that Kind
ol precision mancuvering. The con
woller eyeballs the araft three 1o six
miles out, judging  distance/velocityy
tme, hguring what the equipmeni—pilot
combination is and is not capable ol
doing. He must keep the planes au least
three miles apart in clear weather, hve
in bad weather (known as 1FR, lor in-
strument-light rules). And it is a very
doscorder drill. A few seconds lost and
cither somebody is off again, circling, or
you've got yoursell a deal. And it never
lets up. On the radar, you can see a rail-
roadlike line ol big jets (known as a daisy
chain) moving in lrom all the way back
1o the holding areas. In the lour quad-
vants ol the radar screen, the planes are
milling around in circles, holding, with
the pilots bitching about fuel, threaten-
ing to go to Dewroit or Milwaukee il they
aren’t put in line soon. On the gt'uuml,
they're lined up io the gates and sull
coming, In IFR weather, the A1.Cs are
allowed o work this position lor no
more than 90 minutes at a time, so de-
manding is the job.

“It's like you might have to do cighty,
uinety operations during that period of
time,” an A T.C. said, while controlling
ten or more planes, carrying on six con-
versitions at once, in addition 1w ex-
plaining his job. “Now, you look out
there and tell me if this looks like a
soddamned slowdown,” he said, relaring
1o iccusations by airlines that the AT.C.s
were dragging their feet. “In IFR weath-
er, maybe you can’t see twenty feet out
the window. You've got planes spaced
five miles apart all the way back and
they can't see cach other and you can’t
see them and you've got o be one hun-
dred percent right for an hour and a
hall. There are no mistakes. Lose con-
centration for just a second and vour
whole svstem  breaks down.” He was
exaggerating a bit about the exact wler-
ance and precision ol his work. but a deal
did almost occur while he was tlking.
“Did you see that truck drop the genera-
tor on our active runway just then:” He
pointed to where a wrijet (called a three
holer) was just touching down. It had
taken a full half minute to get the gen-
crator off the runway. “Well. that could
have been a deal. But 1 had a split sec-
ond, made a decision. pur my arrival into

another pattern and everything worked
out.” And while that near deal was in
progress, the AT.C. talked so fast and 10
so many planes that others in the tower
stopped 1o listen. When the verbal gym-
nastics ended. they applauded.

In contrast, the scene in the cockpit
is almost wranquil. Not long ago. a
United DC-10 came into O'Hare from
Denver on a1 Tuesday night in poor
weather. It was cloudy. foggy and inter
mittently raintng and snowing in Chicago.
As the plane cime imo the first hold-
ing area. the conuollers could be heard
talking a mile a minme. Meanwhile, the
pilot had set his plane 10 a radio-beacon
cowrse and an elearical signal at the
holding area. Once it was set. the planc
ran i race-track-like figure back and forl
from i1s holding point. automatically
turning, maintaining  altitude,  speed.
attitude. and so lorth. as the pilot turned
the knobs until the comroller directed
him to another holding point. The pilot
put his leet up and relaxed. At the
second holding point. he moved to a new
clectrical marker and did the same thing.
In cach holding area. the plmes were
stacked up 1000 fect apart and the con-
trollers kept dealing them ofl the bottom,
shifting the higher planes down 1000 lee
at a time and finally veaoring them into
an approach controller. At one point in
the third and hnal holding position. an
AT.C. found a second in his steady
stream of transmissions to remark, “Ain’t
it suange, a guy makin' S80,000 a vear
for going around in circles:” The DC-10
pilot was talking at the time and didn’t
hear it.

On the final vecoring and descent
landing. things pick up in the cockpit,
The plane has w be wimmed up (o
landing conhguration. Check lists have
10 be read. The crew has to prepare nsell
for the critical few moments ol the llight.
Then the pilot Tines up the plane in a
gun-sight type of instrument and as long
as he keeps the image ol his aircralt in the
cross hairs, he will come down right on the
end of the runway. There's another set ol
check lists to be read on the ground,
which the caew can do while the plane
is taxiing to the gate. And the [llight is
done. Meanwhile, the AT .C. is bringing
in another plane. and another. Once the
wraflic gets heavy, it just doesn’t let up.
Delay compounds delay.

Bur then. the AT.Cs admit. even they
aren’t perlect. So when vou demand per-
fection from a person, youre going Lo
see deals occasionally. Recently, there was
a crash of an Air Force plane near Seaule.
An A T.C. confused the call lewers of two
planes he had an the same altitude. He wold
the wrong one 1o descend and it flew into
a mountain, killing 16 on board. A few
months belore that crash, a controller
fell asleep at his position with a hog
(AT.Cs” name for a 747) moving head
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on toward a C5A Galaxy, the world's
largest aircraft, which had its first fatal
crash this year in Saigon while being used
to evacuate orphans. The two plancs
missed each other by about 30 feet. Near
collisions in mid-air are more common
than one would expect. The Aviation
Safety Institute counted 43 near collisions
in one three-month period. There is a de-
vice that could warn planes that are get-
ting woo close to each other, but the FAA
has not required airlines to install it. And
so responsibility for keeping the planes
apart is left up to the controllers, for the
most part.
- - -

Are some airlines bewter than others?
The FAA and the CAB (Civil Aeronau-
tics Board) say they've never studied the
matter. The airlines aren’t talking about
it. A pilot will favor the company he
works lor. Passengers have their own ways
ol choosing. One London aviation lawyer
said, “I have some clients who run im-
maculate ailines and I have certain
clients whose planes I wouldn’t get
aboard if you paid me in heavy gold.” He
would not mention names, of cowrse, and
we have no way of guessing who he's
talking about. In a recent talk with some
A.T.Cs, however, they all agreed which
one they prefer 1o fly: Continental.

“They really move their tail for you.”
onc O'Hare A.T.C. joked. “It's really
true, Of course, we're natwally a litde
prejudiced. If we tell them to do some-
thing. they do it, and fast. It's like a chal-
lenge to them. You can’t count on other
airlines to do what you want when you
necd it and not ouly does that slow down
waffic but it can get you imto a deal.
Sometimes you transmit something ur-
gent to a pilot—like, you've got two sec-
onds to get it done—and he'll say, *Huh?'
A Continental pilot will always hear you
the first time.” A captain from a competing
aitline poimted out, however, that if an
A.T.C. has worked himself into the posi-
tion of having only two scconds, he has
made a big mistake. It's true, though, that
a pilot may sometimes fail to respond to
calls. In October 1974, Northwest flight 27
went 25 mmles without answering the
A.T.C. in the O'Hare radar room. The
AT.C. finally bhad to radio another
Northwest plane to call the company,
which in turn called Northwest 27 and
told him 10 pay attention.

“If 1 have a Continental in [ront on
take-off,” the AT.C. goes on, “and
squecze an American off right behind
him, say I want the Continental to do a
one-eighty. I'd better warn him there’s a
slowpoke behind him, because I know
that Continental’s going to give me a
one-cighty and quick. We call that a
Continental turn. He might go all the
way around and get into a deal with
American. Or if I've got American up

198 first, I've got to tell Continental o turn,

because when he's going 230 knots,
Amecrican might still be pushing 200 and
Continental is going right up his tail.”

“Theyre cowboys,” another AT.C.
agreed. “That's what we call "em. They've
got the guts and the know-how to use
the airplane. They know its potential for
performance. Those airplanes—those big
three-holers—they can really fly like a
rocket. Hell, Hefner's plane—thae liule
DC-Y9—even that can go pretty good. And
he seems to get cowboy pilots who know
what they're doing. It one of those guys
comes off my runway, I know I can ask
him for anything and he'll give it 1o me.
A lot of airlines don't like making steep
banks. This is allegedly for passenger
comlort, meaning they don’t want to spill
Scotch. A Continental pilot will just
come over the cabin intercom and ex-
plain that he's making a little sharper
turn than normal, that it’s been author-
1zed by us, and then he'll lay thae sucker
on its wing—and never spill a drop ol
Scotch back 1n the cabin. That's the Con-
tinental turn. And if they get a liwde pri-
ority now and then, it's not because of
[avoritism but because when you've got
this much trafhic, il you see a liule slot
where you might get a plane ol or land
one, you've got to know the pilot can
handle it with no foul-ups. You see an
Allegheny waiting on the runway and
you want an immediate take-oft? He
could sit there lor a full 15 seconds
belore he starts moving. And that could
mean a deal. Immediate means now. A
lot of Comntinental pilots will jack the
cabin pressure up o 7000 feet while
they're still on the ground so your cars
won't pop when they climb. Because
these guys get wheels in the wells, stand
that mother on its ass and go. And they're
safe.”

On the other hand, an American Air-
lines 727 captain responded to  these
remarks in the following manner: “Bull-
shit. 1t's true that O'Hare A.T.Cs arc
the best in the world. 1 they told me to
Iy upside down, I might question it, but,
goddamn i, I'd fly upside down. But that
stuft about Conunental is bullshit. You
can't jack the pressure up to 7000 feet
on the ground. And il an AT.C. has got-
ten so critical that it has to be 15 seconds,
that conwroller is playing a little too
tight. They may be cowboys, but not
everybody thinks that’s such a good thing
1o be. The AT.Cs want speed, because it
makes them look good. They'll get you a
hundred feet off the ground and tell you
to make a turn. Then a passenger in the
cibin looks out the window and sees the
wing tip almost touching the ground and
he goes home and says to his wile, ‘Good
Lord, honey, we almost crashed this
morning'—and he doesn’t want to fly
with you anymore. Anybody can cowboy
an airplane. Our pilots have a lot of
pride in what we do. We don't usually

tell nonaviation people this, but we feel
like very special gifted people because
we're allowed to fly. We've got perfect
vision, split-second reflexes and when I'm
up there, 'm God. I amn totally respon-
sible for the lives of 91 people. And I'm
not going to hurt anybody. I've never
hurt anybody because of fooling around
with my aircraft. And I take pride in
that. We also 1ake pride in precision
flying. 1f an A.T.C. tells me to execute
a mancuver, I'm going to do it, because
it makes me look good, it makes my
company look good—it makes the whole
system look good. And that stuff about
not wanting to spill Scotch. First of
all, ac that point in flight, no Scotch
is being served. But secondly, I always wry
to imagine some little old grandmother
sitting in my cabin holding a basket of
cges. Then I fly the plane for her. I
give her the smoothest, soltest, most en-
joyable ride I can give. When I do a
turn, 1 want it so smooth and easy that
the passengers will hardly notice what
were doing. If I'm alone in a plane,
that's different. I've flown fighter planes,
helicopters, all kinds of equipment. And
any pilot worth a shit wants to fly hard
now and then. That's why 1 like going
into Washington National when the
weather’s good. You fly up the river and
then have to make that steep wurn. That's
flying. Of course, in bad weather, that
can get a litle hairy at National. But
the passenger is my main concern. Those
are my people and I'm going to take care
of them. I wouldn’t want to fly with a
cowboy. No way.” And as [ar as Ameri-
can’s being slow, an American Airlines
“Cotkpit Crew Operations Bricfing” (a
regularly distributed newsletter) stated:
“"When cleared to take the runway in
preparation for take-off . . . if for any
reason you won't be immediately ready
o ... take off . . . advise the tower. . ..
Your cooperation may save landing air-
craft’ from making a pull up and go
around,”

It might scem that it takes more nerve
to be a pilot than to be an AT.C. But
according 1o the A.T.C.s, barring a deal of
some kind, the pilot has only one thing
to worry about: operating his plane
salely—taking oft and flving. The A T.C.
has hundreds of planes coming and go-
ing, holding and waiting. (On this sub-
Ject, the American captain said: “Right. I
don’t carn the money I get—most of the
time, that is. I just sit back and relax.
But this"—he slapped his ass—"has thou-
sunds of hours of experience they're pay-
ing big money for. And when the vime
comes and the plane fucks up—as they
do—then I carn every goddamned penny
they've ever paid me, because that’s when
1 fly the plane and that's when I justify
all the money. An A T.C. earns his money
all the ume. But for those few minutes



“I've forgotlen everything now excepl her tits.”
é . £

139



PLAYBOY

200 more realistic

“Me furst!”

when I carn mine—my life is on the
line.”)

You may have spent some [rustrating
time sitting on the ground or “loitering”
(crding) over a city, wondering how the
hell things could get so screwed up. To
set the record straight, its the airlines’
(not the pilots” but the policy makers’)
fault that you're there, even though they
like to [oster the notion that the AT.Cis
or someone else should be blamed.
Weather can be at fault. But airlines like
to compete with one another by schedul-
ing lights o the same place at the same
time. If four companies Tave one flight
each leaving at 8:23 on a Friday for Los
Angcles, thare is absolutely no way they
are all going to take off on time. It is
physically impossible for four planes to
take off from the same airport at 8:23 on
a Friday. Aidines know this, ol course.
They also know that those cleverly ac-
curate-looking figures (9:21 instead of a
“around hall past nine”)

give the passengers a sense of precision
that's comforting. But the truth is that
rolling big airplanes out to a runway and
telling them when to fly is a process
[raught with complications that canuot he
scheduled. That is why plancs never scem
to be on time.

Another thing airlines fail to do is let
people know when a plane is going 1o
be Jate. On a recent llight from Den-
ver, the pilot could see at Dispaich in
Denver that he was going to hold over
O'Hare for “at least an hour.” On the
ground at O'Hare, the time on the sign at
the gate was moved up in five- and ten-
minute increments until it finally regis-
tered an hour and 15 minutes late when
the plane arrived. Those on the ground,
instead of anxiously hanging around a
crowded gate, watching the clock, might
have gone lor a drink il they’d known the
truth. A simple way to get the information
lor yourself is to find out how long the de-
lay has been with other flights that have

already landed. Everybody waits about
the same length of time. Even hot pilots.

Stay away [rom companies having
financial or managerial problems. It
can’t help their performance. Main-
tenance can be reduced and pilots pres-
sured to take chances in the name of
profit. Distracted managers might not
be watching operations closely enough.
A.LP.A. reported in 1974 that "Ozuk
Air Lines has in the past disciplined cap-
tains [for refusing] o fly aircraft they
deemed nonairworthy or to fly into
weather they deemed not suitable for
the flight involved.” One pilot was dis-
charged when he reflused to fly into tar-
bulence. Another pilot, who later did
fly into bad weather, had a [atal crash.

Never fly in a newly designed aircralt.
It takes a while to ger the bugs out of
them. When the Lockheed Elecira came
out, it had to operate at reduced speeds
because of wing problems. The 707 had
problems initially, though they were even-
tally worked out and this aaflt has now
cnried more passengers than any other
airliner in history (perhaps a reason 1o
fly 707s). L-1011s and 747s were some-
thing of a nightmare when they were
first put into service. This is one rea-
son A T.Cs started cilling the 747 a
hog, though pilots are still known 1o
get offended by this term, A recent
IEanNSImIsSsIOn:

“United four oh one,” said the AT.C,,
“please 1axi o runway 1wo two right and
await dearimce for take-oft vight behind
the United hog there” It was a slip ol
the tongue.

“Don’t you think.” the pilor asked
dryly, “that it’s a hide sirange 10 call a
wwenty-five-million-dollin: picce of ma-
chinery a hog="

“I can’t help it il the price ob pork
went up.”

But the original 747 did have its share
ol problems. It had JT-9D Pratt & Whit-
ney engines, a new-gencration gas tur
bine. And it had. as James Sparling
put it, “really disastrous, catastrophic
engine lailures. turbine wheel separa-
tions and {ragmentations, whipping ow
of fuel cells, draining Tuel in mid-Hight,
knocking out llight controls and knock-
ing out other engines . . . yvou wouldn’
get me on a 747 in the carly days.” In
October 1974, a 12-foot lap lell off a
KLM 747 on approach to O'Hare. The
plane landed av the airport. The flap
landed in a suburban front yard.

And il you're thinking of flying in a
DCY, one of the more popular airplanes
these days, consider this study done by
A.LP.A. The DCOHs fatality rate per
100,000 flight howrs is three times as
great as that of a 727, even though there
are only hall as many DC-Ys in operation.
DC9s were Tound to have twice as many
fatalities on departure when compared
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with the 727. And the DC-9 mid-air-col-
lision rate was four times that of the 727,
It has been suggested that a factor in
this striking difference is that the 727
has a three-man crew, while the DC9
has only a pilot and a copilot. Others
suggest that since the DC-9 makes shorter
runs, the greater number of take-offs and
Iandings makes it more prone to mishaps.
FAA spokesmen said the A.L.P.A. was just
trying to make DCYs look bad so they
could get more jobs for pilots. But une
pilot who flew DC-9s said the two men in
the cockpit were “busier than one-armed
paper hangers.”

After taking all of these precautions,
memorizing the location of the exits and
learning how to operate door locks and
staying cold sober lor the flisht—alter
choosing the best airport in the country
and finding out that the weather is good
all over the world, after making sure
vou're on the best airaraft made. on the
finest airline in the country, and your
own brother is llying it—what do vou do
if vou are involved in a crash? You get
out of the plane. The worst enemy of anv
airline employee who is trying to help
people get out is the hevo who stands up
and says, “All right, everybody keep calm.
don't panic, let's get organized.” Tor
what you want to do when the plane
stops is 1o get everyone out as [ast as pos
sible and in any way possible. Women
and children first? No way. Get every-
body out in whatever order they come.
Pregnant women? Throw them out. Crip-
ples? Shove them out, kick them out—if
you have to, knock them unconscious and
toss them out. But whatever you do,
don’t try to create an orderly procession,
bhecause order takes time and time means
a lot when you've lauded in a big pud-
dle of aviation-grade kerosene.

- - -

It has taken a long time for airlines to
eet where they ave. The first big advances
m aviation came with World War One,
when 125 billion dollars of Govern-
ment funds was poured into an Armed
Forces Air Mail service. The fust trans-
continental [light was made in 1923,

Under Herbert Hoover. private air-mail
routes were awarded by Postmaster Gen-
cral Walter Folger Brown. He was sup-
posed to give routes to the lowest bidders.
but instead, in a series of secret meetings
in 1930 known as the spoils conferences,
he and anline executives worked out the
routes. Boeing kept its Northwest route.
:\ Nt!l'l]l(’l']l route went 1o a C()'ll'll):lll}-'
called Transcontinental & Western Air,
Inc., now known as TWA. And a South-
crin route went to American Airways,

When  Roosevelt  took  office  and
Brown’s actions came to his attention,
the contracts were canceled. So the com-
panies changed their names and got their

g0z old routes back.

As the airlines became [ater, they he-
gan to find competition annoving. This
was when they formed the AT AL, today
the second largest lobby group in Wash-
ington. In 19358, their efforts resulted in
the establishment of the Civil Aeronau-
tics Board, creating a closed market. The
big four—United, TWA, American and
Lastern—still dominate the industry and
no new carriers have been added since
1938.

In the late Thirties, flying became the
glamor way 1o wavel. Anything newer,
bigaer, flashier was snatched up by air-
lines and still is today, as one can see from
the ongoing in-flight-frill competition and
the way the jet age began. In 1955, Juan
Trippe, head of Pan Am, ordered Bocing
707s, which were at the time a techno-
logical breakthrough comparable to the
introduction of computers. No one could
survive without jets. When the planes
were delivered in 1958, the recession had
struck, so the CAT granted an 18 percent
l[are increase over the next three years. By
the mid-Sixties, the airlines were in their
greatest hoom.

The second big order of new equip-
ment was also made by Trippe, who
hought a number of 747s. Again he was
first (and horribly premature) and again
the others had to answer the challenge. At
S525.000.000 a shot. everyone went into
massive debt to get the jumbo jets. Then
the 1970 recession took hold. Once more.
the CAB upped the ante. Between 1970
andd now, fares have gone up an additional
26.9 percent. Today, more fare increases
are in the wind.

There doesn’t seem to be much in the
way ol explanation for the behavior of
top airline exccutives, One  observer
simply concluded that the airlines ap-
pear to be hopelessly mismanaged by
nunic depressives who react to good
umes as if they will last forever and to
Datd times as il they were the end of the
world. One stock analyst whose specialty
is investments in airlines says that the
ivpe of characters who started commer-
cial aviation are responsible for this
hehavior. Hip-shooting, adventurous pio-
neers in the industry. exemplified by
men such as Robert F. Six, founder of
Continental Airlines, showed a kind of
Old American Wild West attitude in the
carly days about getting things done. But
that didn’t help much in making sound
decisions when they found themselves
heads of enormouns hureaucracies. The
problems became evident in the way air-
line stocks performed. If the general stock
market went up ten percent, airlines
would go up 30 percent. If the manket
dipped a Tiule, airline stocks would
plunge. The only airline that grew steadi-
lv over the years (through intelligent de-
cision making and cautious use of [rills)
was Delta (you may have noticed Delta

airplanes don't always look as brand-
spanking-new as others—unot getting that
new paint job was money in the bank).
Now, for the first time, even Delta isn't
doing as well as it used 1o and investors
[ear that the golden days of the ailine
industry are over. Not too far in the fu-
ture, we may sce the airlines in the same
fix the railroads are in today. “If you take
the saluries airline executives pay them-
selves,” says Robert Murphy. former CAB
member, “you'd think they had the ceam
of the cop there. They earn a quarter
million on up a year. They shouldn’t need
a twenty-thousand-a-year man at the CAB
to bail them out of their mistakes.”

Actually, according to Ruben B. Rob-
ertson of the Aviation Consumer Action
Project (ACAP)., the CAB [uncuions es-
sentially to grant wishes ol the airlines.
“It's like a Governmentsponsored trade
association,” he said. In June 1974, Rob-
ert Timm, then CAB direcor, flew with
his wile to Bermuda on a United Aircralt
Corporation jet. The tab was picked up
by United, a big plane manufacturer.
Among his other companions were Wil-
liam  Scawell, chairman of Pan Am:
Charles C. Tillinghast, TWA  chair-
man; Harding Lawrence, Braniff chair-
man; and Arthur Kelly, president ol
Western Airlines. Recently, Timm has
come under Congressional investigation
for such escapades. It turns out that he's
mitde a regular practice of accepting hree
services, meals, and so on, [rom airlines,
not only in this country but all over the
world. In April 1974, Timm took off on
a monthlong EFuropean tour of ten
countries, spending much of his time
with top airline executives. A CAB spokes-
man said there was nothing improper
about its director’s mecting with any
citizens.

Neither is there anything odd in the
curious connections hetween airlines and
Nixon. Timm himself. with no pro-
fessional aviation experience. was ap-
pointed by Nixon. Clark MacGregor,
former chairman of CRLEEP, 15 a vice-
president of United Airaralt  Corpo-
ration. Dwight Chapin went to work
for United for a while. He is now fighting
to stay out of jail because of his involve-
ment in Watergate. Herbert Kalmbach's
law firm was also hired by Usiited. Kalm-
bach got six months for indiscreet cam-
paign practices.

And recently, a bizarre incident involv-
ing the suicide of CAB ofhcial William
Gingery opened a whole new can ol
worms (or tarantulas, as Eckols would
say). Gingery leflt a note that impli-
cated Richard J. O'Melia, acting chair-
man at the time, in the obstruction of
investigations into possible illegal politi-
cal contributions by airlines. Senator
Ldward Kemnedy, who was heading a
Congressional subcommittee that was in-
vestigating CADB affairs, called O 'Melia,
who flatly denied the charges made in
Gingery's suicide note. O'Melia wrned



around and accused Timm of ordering
him to stop those investigations. Timm
denied O'Melia’s charge and no one yet
knows who is lving.

As a result of the note, the CAB's own
enforcement  bureau  filed  complaints
against American Airlines and Branif In-
ternational. Tt accused American  of
faking  entertainment  expenses  and
hiding the money—at least $275,000—
in a secret fund for the Nixon campaign.
Chairman George Spater had  already
pleaded guilty in 1973 to charges of
making illegal donations and was fined
S5000. Others accused by the CAB are
still working for American. Branifl was
even less discreet: According to the CAB,
it simply sold an unreported 5000 or
4000 airline tickers to generate nearly
51,000,000 for the campaign.

But, in spite of a few embarrassing il-
legal maneuvers and deaths, in spite of
the prediction thar airlines may be look-
ing at a rather bleak future in financial
terms, the Government and airline offi-
cials are going ahead [ull tilt, pulling in
and spending money as il nothing at all
were happening. In 1970, the Airport De-
velopment Aid Program Fund was estab-
lished, putting an eight percent tax on
cach airline ticket. There is a 1.9-billion-
dollar surplus. Since hijacking became
popular, a 34-cent tax on tickets has been
charged for and-hijacking measures. Jusi

over S100,000,000 was collected in the
1974 period, $25,000,000 more than was
spent on security.

No doubt, the way certain Senators
and ofhcials are treated when they fly en-
courages Washington’s friendly attitude
toward airlines.  Until recently, Alle-
gheny's service manual instructed  em-
ployees 10 recognize CAB members and
Congressmen “on sight and greet them by
mme.” Company officials were expected
to greet them, “provide any assistance that
the passenger may request. give priority
to unloading passengers’ flights”™ and ac-
company them to baggage-claim ireas wo
make sure everything was in order. This
Kind of treatment encourages good rela-
tonships and good news when an airline
needs a fare hike.

Though these practices have recently
come under investigation, it's no wonder
the airlines wanted special treatment for
VIPs: The way they treated ordinary
passengers wouldn’t do their image much
good on the Hill. Take, for example,

getting bumped. Airlines book beyond

their capacity and planes occasionally
leave ticket holders behind, The CAB
and the ACAP say that over 100,000 pas-
sengers a year are bumped. That's a lot
of nritated people.

In April 1972, one such person was
Ralph Nader, who was scheduled to
speak in Hardord, Connecticut, and was
left behind in Washington. Nader, of

cowrse, sued and the U.S. District Court
i Washington awarded S50.000 in dam
ages, calling Allegheny's act “wanton
and - willful misconduct.” If vou get
bumped. an aitline’s own tariffs generally
provide that vou be placed on another
flight that will delay you no maore than
two hours (four for international flights)
at vour destunation. If they don't do this,
You should be paid up to $200. depend-
ing on vour ticket's value, within 24
hours. But if you want to sue, don’t cash
the check. There's a waiver on the back.
The the airlines would like
CAB ofhcials, Senators, et al., 10 be ac
compitnied to baggage-claim areas can be
expliined by the wav airlines handle
baggage. U.S. airlines lose, damage or
misplace  3.000.000 pieces of luggage a
year. In one recent vear, the world’s air-
lines paid out more than $78.000.000 in
baggage claims. This sum is staggering,
considering that most limit their liability
to 5500 (though if the U.S. airlines paid
$500 for each piece they lost in a year,
they would dole out one and a half billion
dollars). World Airways is the onlv carrier
that doesn’t have a limit and hasn't de-
nied a daim. With that exception,
vour chances of getting even the S500
maximum are slim. The pavment s
for depreciated costs and there is a long
list of things that are not covered: hooks.
jewelry, cameras, [ragile items, silverware,

reason
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A prophylactic created to make you feel
like you're not wearing anything.
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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.
Sensitivity: 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
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.
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We believe they're going to change
your attitude about using prophylactics.

Available now atyourlocal pharmacy.

We are making available through your local pharmacist educational material on the value of prophylactics in the p ion of I di
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manuscripts, business papers, negotiable
securities, cash, artwork, antiques. . . .
The fact is that most valuable things
are not safe in your checked luggage. An
airline  captain  said. “Wherever pos-
sible, 1 take my baggage on board. When
I've got skis going, though, I live in
mortal fear.”

All liability on international flights is

computed by weight, about $9.07 a
pound. So you might consider carrving
bricks if you have anything of value in
your sulbcases.
With so much wrong with flving, it
scems remarkable that 54 percent of the
adult American population has flown—up
from 38 percent ten years ago. This
makes the airliners about as special as
superfast, airborne Grevhound buses.
_‘\Il(l OIC Ycason C\‘Cl‘yﬂ“e (Ul"illl".‘ﬁ to
push ahead with the airlines is that they
are tremendously good business (they're
not going broke yet). not only because
vou pay for them but because they pro-
vide more than 300.000 direct jobs and
countless thousands of incidental jobs, for
designers, insurance men, bureaucrats,
lawyers. airport bartenders. shoeshine
men,  janitors, architects,  ironworkers
ct al—and because they move all the
things we like to have: things like straw-
berries. snake antivenin. the Juilliard
String Quartet and the painting that illus-
wrates this article. Trafficking in stolen
tickets is big business. Banks are making
huge profits. having lent airlines millions
at high interest rates for jumbo jets.
D.FW. is the largest airport in  the
world—Manhattan would fit inside the
land it covers. That S700.,000,000 [lacility
will soon take second place to one near
Montreal. The International Air Trans-
port Association (AT A) says that by 1990
there will be planes capable of carrving
1000 people. or almost three times the
capacity ol today’s jumbo jers. The super-
sonic planes are coming back. By 1976,
vou should be able 1o coss the A
lantic—Washington to Paris—in about
three and a hall hours. This aircraft
lands at such a nose-high altitude that it is
equipped with a jointed nose that tiles
out of the way so the crew can see where
it's going. Ten miles in the sky, the plane
will go so fast that the windshield would
be destroyed il it weren't  specially
strengthened. The skin of the plane will
reach 120 degrees centigrade at speeds
approaching Mach 2.03, where two planes
closing on each other would have virtually
no chance to take evasive acaion. As if
that weren't far enough into the future,
some are looking lorward to “space-line”
flight, say, New York to Tokvo—liftoff,
space shuttle. re-entry and landing—all in
under an hour.

All of tlus may be very exciting to air-
line owners who hope to pull themselves
up once again by their bootstraps, but in

204 truth, we will be subsidizing the whole

venture, because more taxes and sur-
charges will surely be needed and as long
as the CAB has control, fares are guaran-
teed to keep going up, at the same time
they continue to confuse anvone who tries
to understand them. Jack Yohe, director
ol the CAB’s Ofhce of the Consumer Ad-
vocite, says that most agents don't even
want to know what proper fares are.
Consumer Reporis concluded that the
“structure ol international air lares is
so complicated that you stand a good
chance of wasting hundreds of dollars if
vou don’t spend some time honing up on
the possibilities.”

One way to get around this mess is to
work lor an airline. Then you and vour
family will become one of the “nonrev-
enue passengers.” The ALP.A. advises
members: “Don’t brag about your status
.. . especially to a passenger paying full
fave. Imagine his reaction if you are pay-
ing S15 for vour seat and he has to pay
$300 for his.”

International fares are not set by the
CAB but by the IATA, a cartel of most
scheduled international  amrlines  (lce-
landic is an exception, providing cheap
transatlantic wavel and maintaining an
auractive safety record). The TATA sers
its own rates and then submits them to
the CAB for approval. If precedent means
anything, the CAB is almost certain 1o
allow the rates requested. Recently, it
approved an incomprehensible package
of fares to Europe that has made those
trips more expensive than ever. The fol-
lowing day, it approved "no [ill” fares
on certain domestic routes that allow up
to 55 percent off. Yet some fares are as
much as 100 percent higher than neces-
sary wholly as a result of the CAB. This
represents some 3.5 billion wasted dollars.

These methods of handling business
discourage development of safety equip-
ment and procedures that will equal in
excellence the rest of aviation's technical
potential. Emphasis is placed on pro-
motional improvements, such as spend-
ing S250.000 cach for remodeling older
plmes to look like wide-bodied jets,
an alteration that does nothing at all
for the comfort or safety of the craft.
For that price, they could have in-
stalled a fucl-explosion protection system,
ground-proximity warning, stronger scat
moorings, new scat belts and a collision-
warning device—and had moncey left
over.

Barry Goldwater asked, "Is it going to
take the mid-air collision of a fully loaded
747 to wake us up . . . " Well, the Paris
crash was of a fully loaded jumbo jet.

Some airline critics would like 1o see
less Government control of the indusury,
which, they say, would cut fares in half
and improve safety. President Ford has
recently proposed legislation that would
limit the power of the CAB, encourage

price competition and permit new air-
lines to be formed and old companies to
fly new routes. As Lewis A. Engam, chair-
man of the FTC, said, “You may be
pleased when you find yourself next to
an empty seat, but how pleased would
vou be if yvou knew you were paying
for it Walter D. Scott, of the Oilice
of Management and Budget, calls the
CAB system “outdated, inequitable and
uneconomical . . . stifling competition,
discouraging innovation and fostering
inefficiency.” none of which could possi-
bly be good for safety. In a time when no
one can afford anything, Ford's proposed
bill may have to go through. That would
be a step in the right direction. But busi-
ness is good. And the Washington lobby
is awfully strong. The in-flight lobster
and sterco have so far auracted more
customers than the knowledge that air-
lines are doing all they can to get you
there salely at a reasonable price. So this
leaves you sitting at home, about to make
reservations for a three-week trip to the
Yucatin. It's cither the airlines or Am-
trak, Grevhound or Trailways—or the
family cir—and you can’t even have fun
going 90 mph in Nevada anymore. So
what can you do? There may be no hope
for improving commercial air wavel:
The Deparument of Transportation just
appointed a panel 1o siudy aviation
safery. It includes a university president
and two astronauts. It does not include
any airline pilots, AT.C.s or aviation
mechanics.

There are no encouraging answers. If
you have problems with an airline,
write to the president of the company.
Probably nothing will happen, but it
helps to get it out of your system. So does
writing to the President of the United
States. You can also write to Jack Yohe,
the CAB’s consumer-advocate officer. He's
a terrific guy, but he doesn’t have much
power. And there's always small-claims
court. if your case is right for it. But you
should probably write to the ACAP in
Washington. Your letter will help it
stockpile ammumnition for later use. The
airlines know the ACAP is a Nader or-
ganization. And not cven G.M. messes
with Nader. But if your complaint is a se-
rious one—say, vour wile or hushband was
Killed in a plane because of lax standards
or careless practices—then you don’t have
much recourse. The several hundred mil-
Tion dollars’ worth of lawsuits resulting
from the Paris aash will be in court
for years. As Joln Galipault, president
of the Aviation Salety Institute, says,
the airlines’ procedure when a crash oc
curs is to “notily the insurance under-
writers. notify the next of kin and go
about their business.” But the final insult
is that il you're killed, they don’t even
refund the price of vour ticket.
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Write to Playboy Reader Service for
answers to your shopping questions.
We will provide you with the name
of a retail store in or near your city
where you can buy any ofy 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.

Bell & Howell Card . ..
Datsun 280-Z Auto ... ..., 1B
IBL Elearopics ..................534-35
Konica Cameras ... ..., ... i AT
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Rollei Cameras ... ................. 33
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Triumph TR7 Auto ........
Vivitar Cameras .. ... ..oo.a..
Volkswagen Rabbit Auto

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. 7-75

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE

Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Ilinois GOGE T
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O 1 yr. for 510 (Save $6.00)
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PHILIP AGEE, EX-SPY AUTHOR OF THE CONTROVERSIAL EXPOSE
INSIDE THE COMPANY: CIA DIARY, TELLS WHY AMERICAN
INTELLIGENCE EFFORTS DROVE HIM OUT OF THE SYSTEM IN AN
EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“VENGEANCE UNDER THE LAW”—IN THEIR ZEAL FOR CON-
VICTIONS, FEDERAL PROSECUTORS CHIP AWAY AT THE VERY CON-
STITUTION THEY'RE SWORN TO UPHOLD—BY PETER SCHRAG

“BECH THIRD-WORLDS IT”—0UR PERIPATETIC AUTHOR, AS
A CULTURAL ENVOY, CROSSES PATHS WITH AFRICAN BUREAU-
CRATS, KOREAN PROSTITUTES, JAPANESE POETS AND A RICH
COMMUNIST FROM CARACAS—BY JOHN UPDIKE

“THE DEPARTMENT STORE"—IT'S AFTER HOURS AND A MAN-
NEQUIN HAS COME TO LIFE. BABES IN TOYLAND WAS NEVER LIKE
THIS. A FANTASY-FILLED PICTORIAL

““HEAD RAIDER”’—HOW DOES IT FEEL TO RUN THE COUNTRY'S
BEST (EXCEPT WHEN IT COUNTS) FOOTBALL TEAM? A PROFILE
OF OAKLAND'S AL DAVIS—BY WELLS TWOMBLY

“B-TOWER WEST WALL"—IT WAS SCALE THE SKYSCRAPER OR
SEE HIS SON MURDERED. A SUSPENSEFUL THRILLER FROM THE
AUTHOR OF CALLOWAY'S CLIMB—PETER LARS SANDBERG

“LOVE FOR RENT'’—SOME OF THOSE FEI'VIALE ESCORT SERV-
ICES TURN OUT TO BE EVERYTHING YOU MIGHT HAVE HOPED
FOR, YOU DIRTY OLD MAN—BY DONN PEARCE

“ALWAYS HOME" —A SUBURBAN COUPLE GETS MORE THAN IT
BARGAINED FOR IN A HOUSE WIRED FOR SOUND—BY DAVID ELY

“PLAYBOY’S PRO FOOTBALL PREVIEW" —ONCE MORE INTO
THE BREACH, OUR ANNUAL GRID GUESSES—BY ANSON MOUNT

“DR. BELL'S MONSTER’—THAT ACCURSED INVENTION, THE
TELEPHONE, HAS GOT OUR NUMBER. WRY OBSERVATIONS ON A
CONTEMPORARY PHENOMENON—BY CRAIG KARPEL

“LOOSE LIVING”—SHIRTS ARE EASING UP FOR SUMMER. TOP
FASHIONS—BY ROBERT L. GREEN
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RALPH HEATH

HOME: St. Petersburg, Florida

AGE: 28

PROFESSION: Zoologist

HOBBIES: Restoring antique cars, scuba diving,
flying, film making.

MOST MEMORABLE BOOX: “Silent Spring”
by Rachel Carson

LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Founded the
Suncoast Seabird Sanctuary where he cares for
thousands of sick and injured birds and works to
improve their ecological conditions.

QUOTE: “My goal is to save as many of our wild
birds as possible, because they do not deserve to
die—especially when most of their injuries and
illnesses are caused by acts directly or indirectly
related to man.”

PROFILE: Tireless. Extremely dedicated,
working eighteen hours a day without pay to
repair the damage suffered by birds and

their environment.

SCOTCH: Dewar's “White Label.”s

A Uthcnhc.There are more than a thousand ways
to blend whiskies in Scotland, but few are authentic enough
for Dewar's "White Label." The quality standards we set
down in 1846 have never varied. Into each drop go only
the finest whiskies from the Highlands, the Lowlands, the

Hebrides. Dewar’s never varies.
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