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WHILE OTHER CARS ARE BLOWING
THEIR OWN HORNS, ROAD TEST MAGAZINE
NAMED SUBARU “LINE OF THE YEAR?

W

4 Whedl
Drive Wagon

For the first time, Road Test has honored an
entire line of cars. That line is Subaru.
Here’s why:

A PRICE THAT ISN'T HIGHWAY ROBBERY.

The price of our 2 door sedan is $2899* Our
other models are slightly higher but just as
economical.

Because the price of every Subaru includes
front wheel drive. The SEEC-T engine that won
Road Test’s Fresh Air Award. And extras like power
front disc brakes, radial tires and a lot more.

CARS THAT CAN NURSE A DRINK.

Our cars make a little go a long way. According
to EPA test estimates, the manual transmission
Subaru sedans delivered 39 highway and 29 city
miles on a gallon of regular**

IN ADDITION TO ECONOMY, WE OFFER VARIETY.
Our line includes seven models. Many avail-
able with either 4 speed, 5 speed or automatic trans-
mission. And the only passenger car that’s at home
on the road and off the beaten

paths: the 4 Wheel Drive Wagon. SUB ARU

THE ECONOMY CAR FOR TODAY'S ECONOMY.

*Total POE~wol including dealer prep, inland transportation and laxes. Some exterior
ACCESSOries Pl are exira co.

Your milcage may vary becaus w weay vou drive. dnving condilions, the conditon of your
car and whalever oplional equipment you have. California muleage fynercs are 34 highway and
24 cily.




Put on a pair of COOL:RAYS,
you wont believe your eyes.

You won't believe how great you'll look in a pair of  every pair of Cool-Ray Sunglasses is polarized to give you
Cool-Ray® Sunglasses. Over 125 eye-catching styles and the glare-protection you simply can’t get with ordinary

colors! From new polarized Gradientand Mirrored lenses  sunglasses.

to sleek metal frames, they’re out of sight! Cool-Ray, with suggested retail prices from $2.50 to $12.
Theyre also specially designed to conform to your Theyre America’s No.1 sunglasses. It's easy to see why.

face, so they fit just as good as they look. What's more, COOL-RAY Sunglasses. You won't believe your eyes.
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THE LATEST Bernstein-Woodwird revelations tell us that Nixon
was having conversations with the portraits of his predecessors
in the White House. But Art Buchwald, also a patriotic Ameri-
can, was never lucky enough to rap with Thomas Jefferson:
“I've always admired pamtings of the Revolution, and I've
waondered since childhood why they didn’t say anything to me.”
Well, after we locked him in an office with a huge stack of
Revolutionary paintings and drawings, it was only a matter of
time belore he heard their voices—as reported in Art Buch-
wald’s Special Commemorative Bicentennial Souvenir Album.

You can also get a few star-spangled yoks from Poor Row-
land’s Almanack, a take-off on Ben Franklin’s classic by car-
toonist and prize-winning animator Rowland B. Wilson.

And, lest you think we haven’t taken a serious enough view
of America in this Bicentennial month, please note that we've
also lined up a lew torpedoes and depth charges.

Fire one: Political theorist Karl Hess, in an cxclusive Playboy
Interview conducted by Sem Merrill, tells why we'd be berter off
with no govermment at all.

Fire two: Songwriter/poet Gil Scott-Heron, in The Fire This
Time, gives a stae-ol-the-current-American-revolution  mes-
sage—and tells why the Constitution is still where iU's at (he's
supposed to be a radical). Our reporter is free-lance writer and
music critic Vernon Gibbs.

Fire three: The seventh and last part of Playboy’s History of
Assassination in America, by James McKinley, continues 1o t-xplm'c
the bloody side of our political heritage. At bottom left are the
staffers who bled (o make it possible—Assistant Art Director Roy
Moody and Researchers Tom Passavant, Karen Stevens, Chris Newman,
Bonnie Martini and Mary Zion. Senior Iditor Laurence Gonzales (not
shown) was their guiding spirit.

Fire four: Ron Kovic's memoir, Born on the Fowth of July,
tells how he went to Viemam as a gung-ho Marine and lelt
there paralyzed for lile. *“The best piece ol writing to come out
of Vietnam,” according to editor Gonzales, it will be released in
book form next month by McGraw-Hill. Same uitle.

Both of our fiction picces take some strange wurns, Dovid Ely's
ironic Last One Out, illustrated by David Beck, is about a man
posing as a lost World War Two survivor. A Feast of Snakes,
by the inimitable Harry Crews, is part ol his cighth novel (same
title), set for immediate release by Atheneum; it finds an ex—
football hero and an ex=baton queen getting their rocks ofl
in a reptilian sewing, The illustration is by Richard F. Newton.

Speaking of geuiting them ofl. check what Kristoffersen and
Miles are doing in Kyis and Sarah. a pictorial based on their
sexually explosive new movie. Accompanying it is The Soul of
Sarah—with Miles’s poetry, Bruce Williomson's text and Phillip
Dixon's photos. Incidentally. Kris and Sarah aren’t the only
showbiz names in the issue. fayne’s Girl inds Joyne Merie Mans-
field responding admirably to the camera ol Dwight Hooker (who,
as you see, will do anything lor a shot). Meanwhile, the Pitts-
burgh Steelers model some City Shoris.

And—in Excuse Me, Do You Know Who Lily Tomlin 1s?—
we've got a rare peek imto the multiple personalities of the
top-notch comedienne, as obscrved by lovise Bernikow, who,
besides fimishing a novel, is giving college lectures on suppressed
works by women writers.

Re the women’s lib movement: Assistant Managing Editor
G. Barry Golson finds—in So You Want to Be a Sex Object?—
that getting ogled by the fair sex can cause lots ol confusion.

Whar else? Well, Emanuel Greenberg speaks Irankly on how to
make the wiener a winner in Hot Dog!, with a Bicentennial-
flavored illusiration by Dennis Michcel Magdich. Then there are
the pleasure craft photographed by Alexas Urba and elaborated
upon by Brock Yates in The Playboy Boat Stable. And. speaking
of pleasure, check out Playmare Deborah Borkman—a lovely lady
who can be appreciated by old salt and young landlubber alike.
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You can get a great tan
with an electronic Minolta.

An electronic Minolta makes it easy to
capture the pictures that are everywhere.

Its unique shutter responds instantly and
automatically to the most subtle changes in
light. So instead of worrying about exposure
accuracy, you can concentrate on the picture.
Even if the sun suddenly slips behind a cloud.

The total information viewfinder gives
you total creative control. Whether the
camera is setting itself automatically or
you're making all the adjustments, the finder
shows exactly what's happening. You never
lose sight of even the fastest moving
subject.

A choice of models lets you select an
electronic Minolta reflex that fills your
needs. And fits your budget. Each accepts the
complete system of interchangeable
Rokkor-X and Celtic lenses,
ranging from “fisheye" wide-angle to
super-telephoto.

Five years from now, all fine 35mm reflex
cameras will offer the innovations these
electronic Minoltas give you today. See them
at your photo dealer or write for information to
Minolta Corporation, o
101 Williams Drive,
Ramsey, New Jersey
07446. In Canada:
Anglophoto Ltd., P.Q.

Until July 31, 1976, Minolta is offering big cash rebates on
accessory lenses and electronic 35mm SLR cameras. See your dealer for details.
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If music be the food of love,
it pays to have aLoudmouth.

—————————y

R

sERERAL(@D ELECTRIC

8 TRack PROORAM

PDWER
SOoOUND

THE LOUDMOUTF

PORTABLE 8-TRACK PLAYER

There's also automatic channel advance
and tone control. Treble Red, Bass Blue or
Gunmetal Gray. With adjustable shoulder/
carry strap. And if you want big sound, super
mobility, plus an FM/AM radio. ask to

see GE's SHOWOFF.

For tender moments. speak softly, but carry

a Loudmouth. General Electric engineered this
power sound 8-track cartridge player to give
you a nifty combination of big sound with super
mobility. You get a two-speaker system, a sing-
along/PA mike, an optional car/beat adapter.

GENERAL &3 ELECTRIC

Audo Ele : Products Deparlment, Syracuse, MY, 13201







© VOLKSWAGEN OF AMERICA

e elegant Vol]eswagcn. New for us, but not strange for us. All Vo"zswagens have

been elegant in their simplicity. Elegant in design. In concept. In function. Dasher

is all of these. With the added elegance of timeless styling. A striking interior. Rich ap-
pointments. Dasher is a cultivated car. In size. (Extravagant inside, conservative outside.) In
performance. (0-50 mph in 8.0 seconds.) In economy: 37 mpg highway, 24 mpg city. (1976 EPA
estimates with standard transmission. Actual mileage may vary with your type of driving,
driving habits, car's condition and optional equipment.) In serviceability. In features like
steel-belted radial tires, fucl injection and front-wheel drive. You may drive the graceful
sedan or the gracious station wagon. We offer these cars with great pride, to be owned with
great pride. Volkswagens before Dasher have been elegantly simple. Dasher is simply elegant.
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Cigarette

Market
Bombshell.

New ‘Enriched Flavor'discovery for 9 mg tar MERIT
achieves taste of cigarettes having 60% more tar:

“Low tar, good taste.’ 11 mg. to 15 mg. tar.
Others have made the claim. Philip Morris just Thousands of filter smokers were involved,

made the cigarette.

MERIT. Only 9 mg. tar. One of
the lowest tar levels in smoking
today.

Yet MERIT delivers extraordinary
flavor. Flavor normally found only
in higher tar cigarettes.

If you smoke, you'll be interested.

*Enriched Flavor’ Boosts Taste—Not Tar

After twelve years of intensive
research, Philip Morris scientists
isolated certain key ingredients in
smoke that deliver taste way out of
proportion to tar.

The discovery’s called 'Enriched
Flavor’ It's extra flavor. Natural
flavor. Flavor that can't burn out,
can'’t fade out, can't do anything
but come through for you.

We packed ‘Enriched Flavor’ into
MERIT and began a series of taste
tests.

The results were startling.

smokers like yourself, all tested at
home*
The results were conclusive:
Even if the cigarette tested had
60% more tar than MERIT, a
significant majority of all smokers
reported new ‘Enriched Flavor’
MERIT delivered more taste.
Repeat: delivered more taste.
In similar tests against 11 mg. to
15 mg. menthol brands, 9 mg. tar
MERIT MENTHOL performed
strongly too, delivering as much—
or more —taste than the higher tar
brands tested.
You've been smoking “low tar,
good taste” claims long enough.
Now smoke the cigarette.
MERIT. Unprecedented flavor
at 9 mg. tar.

*American Institute of Consumer Opinion.
Study available free on request.

MERITand MERIT MENTHOL Philip Morris Inc.. Richmond, Va, 23261.

9mg:"tar," 0.7 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FIC Method.

Smokers Report MERIT Delivers More Taste

9 mg. tar MERIT was taste-tested against five Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
current leading low tar cigarette brands ranging from That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
© Philip Morris Inc. 1976
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BROWN BELTS
Your interview with Governor Jerry
Brown ol California (rLavsov, April) 1s
timely, tastelul and terrific. His ability to
comprehend, evaluate and discuss issues
without self-protecting equivocation is a
relreshing departure from typical polit-
ical bullshit.
Mus. R. Vernon Payne
Baton Rouge, Louistana

Governor Brown has made a career of
telling us what didn™t work and what
not o do. His superstitious beliel in a
free will assures us he is not capable of
defining a cultural illness.

Lester H. I-Iighy, Sr.

Candidate lor President
ol the U. S.

Chico, Calilornia

Brown deals exclusively in the realities
of our way ol life, scolding us for it and,
at the same time, guiding us by his
example.

John P. Leon
Long Beach, California

Governor Brown s all we need: a
scaptwriter's version of depth, eclecticism
and charisma,

Marvin Gregory
Renton, Washington

I sure hope Governor Brown likes the
big house on Pennsylvania Avenue.
Jim Leach
Del Rio, Texas
My write-in vote for President in
1976 15 Jerry Brown!
Brian Cunningham
rhanks. Alaska

What this country needs is 50 more
Jerry Browns; one for each ol the 49
other states and one as President.

Danny Huckabee
Corpus Christi, Texas

Brown’s [orthright admission 10 not
having all the answers is beautiful.
Waesley Quick

Richmond, Virginia

As Gertrude Stein pointed out, asking
the right question 1s at least as important
as having the right answer. If we had
isked more searching questions inside

Government in the Sixties, some horrors
might have been avoided. 1 am glad
Jerry Brown persists in asking  good
questions. I might wish that some of the
answers he offers in your interview de-
parted further from the conventional
wisdom. but that may be a necessary
Limitation lor an incumbent politician re-
sponding to an omnivorous interviewer.

Adam Yarmolinsky

University of Massachusetts

Boston, Massachuseuts

Professor Yarmolinsky was special as-

sistant to Secvelary of Defense Robert
McNamara, Depuly Divector of Lyndon
Johnson’s A niipoverty Task Force and
Deputy Assistant Secretary of Defense for
International Security Affaivs. He is now
Ralph Waldo Emerson Professor at the
University of Massachusetts,

I intend 1o vote for Brown for Presi-
dent. May his political career and think-
g go on forever.

Don Davis
Long Beach, Calilornia

Just for the hell of it, we took a poll
of the letters recetwed concerning the
Brown interview. A whopping 70 percent
of our letter wrilers were pro-Brown (lo
the extent that they would vole for him
in a Presidential contest), 15 percent
against and 15 percent noncommittal,
Intevestingly enough, of the pro-Brown
letters, 55 percenl were from non-Cali-
fornuans.

SHORT CIRCUITS

I laughed seven tmes at Laurence
Conzales' fine Transcendental
Premeditation (Selected Shorts, pLAYBOY,
April). Mark Twain, who satirized almost

satire

everything under the sun, would have
loved 1t.
Jeremy Thunder
Denver, Colorado

I am frankly appalled thar pravsoy
would publish such a piece of unknowl-
edgeable trash. I am afraid Gonzales has
spent too much time “meditating” in the
local bars and is afraid of the light.

Vicki Ferguson
Gainesville, Florida

BASEBALL RAPS
The Short (PLAYBOY, April),
by Jim Brosnan. is super stuff by the

Season
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master of the inside pitch. And why not?
Big Broz wrote the finest behind-the-
scenes baseball book, The Long Season.
Brosnan is my [avorite bascball folk-
lorist—and my boyhood hero.

Robert E. Hood

Kendall Park, New Jersey

It's good to see Jim Brosnan back
saving the game with his gently sardonic
observations. Broz with a pen in his hand
is just as apt to clip you with a high, hard
one as he was with a baseball. I have
missed him.

Jim Murray
Los Angeles Times
Los Angcles, California

PLAYMATE RATERS
I never really knew the meaning of the
word delicious until 1 saw your April
Playmate, Denise Michele.
Mike Bloch
New York, New York

Denise Michele is, indeed, the closest
you have come to aesthetic perfection in
the human form since China Lee.

Willie Ragusa
San Francisco, Calilornia

MUSIC SURVEYORS
Congratulations on Playboy Music ’76
in the April issue. Once again, PLAYBOY
readers picked the best of the bunch.
Ron Gandy
Alta Loma, Texas

IFrom the results of your poll, one can
only conclude that the majority of your
voters should be disenlranchised on the
charge of abysmal ignorance.

Colette Holt
Chicago, Illinois

One of the highlights for me in your
magazine is the annual Music Poll.
rLAavsoy has done much. with its large
circulation, to acknowledge the great
talents in music.

Robert Friedman
Washingion, D.C.

Ho-hum.
Mike Wiseman
Oakland, California

TABLES TURNED
I darn near slipped iy hi-f disc after
reading The Divect A pproach (rravmoy,
April). in which vou say that platter
ploppers have 10 do without when it
comes to direct-drive component machin-
ery. Well, turn my tables! While standing
in my demo sound room the other day. 1
would have sworn I saw a Technics
Model SL-1350 direct-drive record chang-
er happily playing one record after an-
other alter another. . . .
Randy Withrow
Bellevue, Washington
Our mistake, our mistake, our mis-
Lk

ANDRESS ADMIRERS
Your April pictorial on Ursula An-
dress (Incomparably Ursula) is stunning.
As a longtime pLAYBOY reader, I can re-
call the first time you featured her in a
spread—was it, let’s see, 19677 As lar as I
can tell, she hasn’t aged a day since then.
Sanford Granger
Dallas, Texas
Yowve off by two years, Sanford—it
was June of 1965. You're right about one

thing, though; as you can see by this 11-
year-old picture, Ursula hasn’t aged a bit.

TAX RETURNS
Your publication of Jim Davidson’s
Punch Outl the IRS! (rrLavvoy, April) is
probably the single most significant event
of the Bicentennial year.
John R. Tkach, M.D.
Bozeman, Montana

To take on this foul enforcer of an
cqually foul concept by publishing this
expost, and thereby inviting almost cer-
tain auditing, harassment, intimidation
and persecution, takes some balls.

Bruce Lagasse
Libertarian Party of California
Sherman Ouks, California

The fact is that wartax resisters rarely
go to prison or arve painfully hassled by
the IRS. The IRS treats us with an
unusual degree of delicacy; it doesn’t
want the rest of the public to know a tax-
TEsSiSANCe MOVement exists.

Susan Wilkins
New England War Tax Resistance
Cambridge, Massachusetts

I currently represent parties in liti-
gation against the TRS and the examples
of harassment in vour excellent article
make our case a [airly tiome one by com-
parison. One good tip to beat the IRS
people would be to tell thenr your income
and allow them to figure out the rest.
After they finish, take the return to your
accountant. If the IRS makes a mistake,

it could be sued for negligence under the
Federal Tort Claims Act. And if @t
doesn’t provide top-level tax advice and
service, reluse to pay. No jury will con-
vict under those circumstances.
S.R.W.
Chicago, lllinois

The country’s tax system is a mess—but
our system of taxation is unique. It's a
rare country where the original compu-
tation of tax liability lies with the fax-
payer ... its also a rare country that has
as many delected evaders. Who's ar [ault?
Congress for its law? IRS for administer-
ing itz Taxpayers for evading it?

A Tax Auditor
Omaha, Nebraska

Yes, the American Revolution was a
tax war. But the slogan of the times was
not “No taxes’”; it was “No taxation
without representation!” We have rep-
resentation. Let’s wse if.

Geoltrey |. Letchworth, D.V.M,
Homer, New York

" The IRS is one of the greatest weapons
we have against organized crime and we
should be careful as to how [ we limit
its investigative powers.

Martin R. Northrup
Maitland, Florida

As [ar as I'm concerned, the [RS cin
stick all its 10405 up its ass!
(Name withheld by request)
Woodstock, Vermont

I do not necessarily enjoy paying my
taxes, but I pay them because it is my
right, my privilege and my duty. It is a
small price 1o pay for [reedom.

Bruce A. Brown
Goldsboro, North Carolina

Congratulations on the article by Jin
Davidson. Let us hope that your courage
in publishing such an article will serve as
an example to other members of the com-
Munications CONMMunity.

Robert H. Randall, Conference
Chairman

Libertarian Party

Chicago, 1llinois

All taxes are odious, but let's face it,
they're necessary. It remains for all of
us to make them as fair as possible.

Channing L. Purdy
San Bernardino, California

Jim Davidson’s article on the IRS is
full of technical errors. There is no
“IRS code”: the Intelligence Division
was not disbanded, only the S8858; agents
are not promoted on the basis of
“points” but on an annual basis. The
“ministerial method”™ of tax avoidance
won't work. If you doubt that, try it
And the “Fifth Amendment’” routine is
equally absurd, since tax auditing and
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Get more
advantages with our

top prolessional.

The professionalism of the new JVC 0.1% total harmonic distortion. You
S600 AM/FM stereo receiver offers you  can monitor this power instantly with
more to do more . . . hear more. lts twin power meters.

exclusive SEA graphic equalizer system Simple to operate with direct-action
with five tone-zone controls covers the pushbuttons and slide controls, the
complete music range. S600 has'an unbelievably wide range

The S600 has 110 watts of features and functions.
per channel min. RMS, at Approx. retail value: $750.
8 ohms, from 20 to 20,000 Calli toll-free 800-221-7502
Hz, with no more than for nearest JVC dealer.

JVC America, Inc., 58-75 Queens Midlown Expressway. Maspeth, N.Y. 11378 (212) 476-8300

Paparazzi beware! It's the new Rollei A110...the smallest
110 camera in the world. The exquisite quality of this jewel like
camera is immediately apparent. It is an extracrdinary precision
camera delivering excellent photographs. Computer exposure
control automatically programs shutter speeds from 4 sec to

1/400 sec. Special flash cube adapter included.
Made in Germany in an elegant satin
finish, all-metal housing featuring a Carl
Zeiss four element 23mm Tessar /2.8 lens.
Carry it anywhere, it weighs a mere 6Y% ozs.
There's nothing else like it. At your
favorite camera store. Under $300.

QRollei AllIO

The Precision Pocket Camera

Rollei of America. Inc.. 100 Lehigh Drive, Fairfield, N..1. 07006
In Canada, 311 Norfinch Drive, Downsview. Ontario M3N-1Y7
Lens made by Rolley under license from Carl 2esss, Oberkochen, Wesl Germany

collecting is an administrative, not a
criminal, process and, therefore, is not
subject to constitutional or due-process
restrictions  (except in a caiminal-tax-
evasion casc). And Baxter's affidavit is
simply laughable. Serious relorm may be
better than paranoia, but it's much more
difhcult. And speaking of paranoia, |
regred I cannot sign this, since [ am:

An IRS Agent

Oakland. California

Davidson veplies:

The writer is merely showing off lus
training by pointing to supposed technical
errors in my article. They are exactly the
sort that IRS agents spend hours scouring
tax returns for. That is to say, with one
exception, they are not errors at all,
They've mevely differences of opinion.
The exception s this: The writer is
right in saying that there is no IRS
code. There is an Inteynal Revenue code
and there are IRS manuals, and when
they were combined in a single phiase,
they became “IRS code and manuals,”
a lapse of accuracy for which I apologize.
If the writer is offended by that, pily the
poor folls in Oakland whose tax returns
he approves. As to lus other com plaints,
they arve mervely disagreements. The
anonymous wrtler says that he and other
agents are nol promoted on the basis of
poits, but Vincent Connery of the IRS
employees' union testified that they ave, so
whom are we to believe? The means em-
ployed by tax vesisters ave nol a malter for
me lo judge, but neither, according to the
resisters, are they mallers for the IRS.
Lveryone knows that the IRS has the
power 1o impose ils judgments in the
current sttwation. Whether it will relain
that power is a question that will be ve-
vealed by the oulcome of the tax-
reststance  mowvement. Pronouncements
from the IRS offictals, anonymous or
oltherivise, won't settle that issue.

COVER LINES
Your .-\!):'il cover is the greatest!
Arthur Goldstein
Wyandotte, Michigan

I've enjoyed your magazine for years,
but your April cover is the sweetest one
I've seen yet.

Rathy Howard
Stuart, Florida

Your cover girl for the Apnl issue is
the exact duplicate of my girlfriend. Tell
me. is that your girl or mine?

Steve Johnson
Alexandria, Virginia
Curs.

OIL WAR

Surely rLAYBOY wasn't serious when it
ran  Robert Sherrill's Qil: The Final
Solution (Selected  Shorts, Fcbruary),
in which he suggests that the U.S.
meddle in Saudi Arabia. I'm aghast that



Get hooked on the looks
and sold on the price.

At today’s prices, a lot of people would consider
themselves lucky to get an ordinary-looking car for
under $4,000, let alone a great-looking Dodge
Charger. That low price includes a lot of standard
features you’ve come to expect in Charger. Like

color-keyed calpetm% soft vinyl-upholstered seats,
front disc brakes, lectronic Ignition System, and

room to seat six full-grown people quite comfortably.
Charger can also give you something else you

'might not expect. Surprisingly good fuel economy.
Even with an optional automatic transmission,

Charger’s six-cylinder engine* got 23 MPG on the
hlghway and 16 city in EPA estimates. (Your
may differ, depending upon your driving habits, the
condition of your car, and optional equipment.)
HERE'S “THE CLINCHER? “For the first 12
months of use, any Chrysler Corporation Dealer will
fix, without charge for parts or labor, any part of our
1976 passenger cars we supply (except tn'es) which
proves defectwe in normal use, regardless o m:leage.

The owneris responsible for maintenance service such
as changing filters and wiper blades.

e Charger.
Once you've looked, you're hooked.

, ﬁ CHRYSLER
CORPORATION
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Travel licht.
Not empty.

‘Try carrying a box of crackers or a jar of pickles around with
you, and you'll probably get a lot of funny looks from people.

Try going through the day without a snack.and you'll probably
get alot of funny noises from your stomach.

Eitherway faceit. youaren't exactly going tobe i

But there's another way. SlimJim® The \ g0
chewy meat snack that goes anywhere you
can go. Shopping, traveling, ball games, the
movies, camping. hiking. even the office.

Get it at your grocers in mild, spicy;
pizza. bacon, salami. and pepperoni.
Slim Jim. The chewy all-meat snack.

Its small enough to fit in your
pocket. But its big enough to let
you know you've eaten.

Alittlelessthanameal.
A little more thanasnack.

Spicuous.
A7 T

ncon

(7

@i Jimis a registered tradermark for meat snacks.
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a responsible magazine such as rLAYBOY
would even consider our playing such an
immoral and incredibly dangerous game.

Frederick Johnson

New York, New York

As you obliquely recognize, those arve

Sherrill's  words, not ours. “Selected
Shorts” provides a platform for widely
disparate points of wiew, none of which
1s necessavily that of the magazine. You're
responding to Sheriil's deadpan send-up
in much the same way people veacted to
Jonathan Swift’'s “4 Modest Proposal”
(that we eat our young). Expect the U.S.
in Saudi Avabra about the same lime we
begin to boil babies.

COUNTRY SOUNDS
I take exception to “CRW Alade
Easy” (Playboy After Howrs, April). by
John Hughes. Everyone is entitled 1o his
opinion. but for Hughes's, 1 hope i con-
voy of Kenworths runs him down in front
of the motel he's visiting with his mistress
and the law throws him into jail for litter-
g our beautitul American streets.
Janice Bruce
Kansas City, Missouri

GUITAR CHORDS
In your short but enlightening article
String Fever (PLAYBOY, March), you neg-
lect to mention what must be one of the
finest contemporary handmade electric
guitars in the world, the Hamer. Al-
though relatively new, it has already
won recognition in the rock stars' elitist
structure.
Frank L. Untermyer
Madison, Wisconsin

SOUR GRAPES
Younr relerence to the National En-

quirer in the February bookreview sec-
tion of Playboy After Howrs is neither
correct nor contemporary. In 1966, the
Enguirer began a conversion Irom blood,
guts and gore to the wholesome, Family-
oriented newspaper it is today. For yeiars
now, the Enquirer has not dealt in the
ghoulish material ol your relerence.

Jules d’"Hemecourt

Director of Communicitions

National Enquirer

Lantana, Flonida

FIRST TIME CAPSULES
I really got a good laugh out of John
Blumenthal's My First Time (pravsoy,
April). Each section is done beautiful-
ly. Terrific job! 1 hope we hear more
Irom this talented writer.
Bob Callaghan
Rochester, New York

A watermelon in the Garden of Eden?
Fast Oeddier A priceless piece ol satire.
Irwin Halpern
New York, New York
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Just call...
An§y tme”

Now it’s easier than ever to sub-
scribe to PLAYBOY. Just call

Toll-Free
800-325-6400:

Then we'll deliver PLAYBOY right to your
! door, each issue packed with thought-pro-
‘ vokmg fact, fascinating fiction, wild humor

and spectacular pictorials . - . plus month
a after month of dazzling Piaymates like Vicki
Cunningham.

. One-year subscription costs just $10—you
. save $6.00 (more than 37%) off the $16.00
. single-copy price. And that includes the
spectacular December and January holi-
day issues, each a $1.75 value. Or
subscribe for 3 years for just $24
and save a giant 50% —$24.00 off
the $48.00 single-copy price.

Subscribe to PLAYBOY—call
our TOLL-FREE number
today!

1
é ~  You'll save money as a subscriber, too. A

*In Missouri call
800- 342-6600.




IN 45 SECONDS YOU'LL KNOW
ALLTHERE IS TO KNOWABOUT CB.

That's the time it takes to read this
ad. And in that time we want you
to forget all you've been told about
CBs.

And remember just this: There's
nothing complicated or mysterious
about CBs. They're simple to
install. And simpler to operate. And
they all do pretty much the same
thing. They let you talk to some-
body else and let somebody else
talk back to you.

And they do it all with the same
amount of power. Five watts. That's
an FCC law.

So the only real difference
between one CB and another is
how your voice sounds once it
gets to where it's going. This isn't
done with power alone. It's done
with know-how.

And the folks who know how
better than anybody €lse are the
folks at Cobra.

For information on our complete line wnite for brochure #CB-2

Cobras are engineered to
punch through. To punch through
ignition noise. Background noises.
Interference. And other trans-
missions. And still deliver your
message loud and clear

And because Cobras have

Z distortion-free
reception you
hear what's
coming back to
you the same way
you sent it out.

2 . Loud and clear.
So if you re serious about getting
a CB, take some more time and
listen to a Cobra. @Y

s

Punches through loud and clear.

Cobra Communications Product Group Dynascan Corp
6460 W. Cortland St, Chicz ago, llinois 60635
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n a Cathay Pacific Airways flight,
o the stewardesses had just distributed
drinks and salted nuts when a message
came over the loudspeaker: “The captain
informs us that we are
an area of turbulence. He suggests lor
your safety and comlort that you fasten
your seat belts, hold your drinks in one
hand and your nuts in the other.”

about to enter

@

Kids'll listen to the darnedest things:
A British journal reported that Scottish
school children have been eavesdropping
on their teachers—electronically. One
boy p]:lyul a radio very loud m cliss to
make sure it confiscated by the
tcacher. The radio contained a bugging

Wias

device.
]

Onc of the songs piped into the waiting
room of a Vancouver, British Columbia,
V.D. dinic is Pl Never Fall in Love
Again.

[ ]

We love to see & man who's really into
his job. An item in the A ppreal-Democrat
ol Marysville, California, reports the ar-
rest of a 30-year-old man lor driving while
under the influence. In the
vrunk ol his car, police dis-
covered seven plastic bags
ol smokables, a scale and a
list of first names with
quantities noted beside each.
His job? Drug-abuse consultant for the
state department ol health,

[ ]

This month’s history lesson comes from
The People’s Almanac, which reports
that the brassiere was invented
by a fellow named Otio Titz-
ling in 1912. However. he failed
to patent his invention and a
Frenchman, Philippe de Brassiére, came
along in 1929, promoted it with a fair
and the device came to be known as the
brassicre. Had Titzling had the foresight
to patent his idea, the bra might today be

known as the tizling (proncunced tit-
sling) or, simply, the tt.
@

Montana's Glacier Herald recently ran
this classified ad: “*Now Open, Whitefish
Day Care Center. Creative activities,
lots of fukn and loving care. Drop-ins
welcome.”

[ ]

The TV section of the Philadelphia
Bulletin carried the [ollowing
scheduled movie listing: “The V.I.P’s
(1963) Elizabeth Taylor, Richard Nixon.”

e

Sunday

Bumper sticker of the month: sUPPORT

YOUR LOCAL TRIAL LAWYER, SEND YOUR
CHILD TO MEDICAL SCHOOL.
L
The DelPaul University student news-
paper, DePaulia, recently published an
article claiming that university cheer-
leaders were looking for guys to help out

with the cheering. “Right now,” the

paper said, “the only requirement will
be the ability to do mounts with the girls
on the squad.”

Two Washington, D.C.-based busi-
nessmen, having just started a local
record company, have decided to call 1t
Arrest Records, because, as they explain,
“Now you can have an Airrest Record and
it won't be detrimental.”

»

Vinton
Ohio:
Commitiee 1is
bringing back old-fashioned box sup-
pers—don’t you remember when the boy-
[riend would pay a potful just to get
his best girl’s boxz”

from The
McArthur,
Advisory

Nostalgic note
County Courier of
“Bicentennial

@

In Ladybrand, South Africa, the home
of apartheid, a woman was so fond of
her 1948 Studebaker that she wanted it
buried after her death; but a local
undertaker refused o handle the mter-
ment of the car. “We can’t bury it in
the cemetery,” he “That's [for
whites only.” The car is blue.

saidl.

-

"Wanted. Experienced storekeeper,
either sex, provided they (sic) look like
Marlene Dietrich in her carly 20s,” read
one ol the ads in an English newspaper
that tried 1o evade the country’s new
Sex Aa,
discrimina-

Disarimination
which bans
tion in employment and
job recruitment on the
basis ol “In cele-
the equal
rights Dbill,” read another,
“all bricklaying vacancies will now be
open 1o alike. Ap-
plicants must have a minimum ol
38-inch chest and be
prepared to strip to the waist in
suminer.

SeX.
bration ol

men and women

measurement

°

An Ulster Protestant minis-
ter arrived late for his sermon
one day, with his arm in a sling and his
left eye bandaged. Clearly shaken, he
explained to his congregation that on

19
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the way to church he had been involved
in a waffic accident in which his car had
overturned, “Friends,” he said, “we had a
narrow escape and we might stll be
there but for the fact that I was pulled
out by the Balls.” He pauscd, then
added: “And I would like, if they are
in the congregation, to offer my sincere
thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Ball.™
.

A busstop bench in Van Nuys, Cali-
fornia. displays this slogan for a local
butcher shop: IF YOU CAN'T EAT OUR MEAT,
BEAT IT.

L ]

The Good Taste Award goes to the
Indiana casket company marketing a red,
white and blue “Spirit ol “76™ coffin, com-
plete with tiny flags.

L ]

Reporting on an artsand-crafts show
featuring handmade rugs, the Brockville,
Onuario, Recorder and Times ran this
headline: “A THOUSAND HOOKERS TO DIS-
PLAY WORK."

.

We've heard some weird pickup rou-
tines belore, but this one takes the prize.
An Orlando, Florida, man, out riding
his motorcycle one day, spotted an at-
tractive girl in a convertible directly
ahead. He was so taken by her, in fact,
that he failed to notice that the con-
vertible had stopped. The bike slammed
into the car, the man sailed inte the
air, did a somersault, landed in a per-
fect sitting position next 1o the girl,
turned to her and said, “How're vou
doing?” His sang-froid was rewarded:
the girl gave him her phone number.

®

New Orleans police recently arrvested
a man for committing a rather bizarre
series of break-ins. The alleged crook’s
modus operandi consisted ol entering the
homes ol his vicuims by cutting screens,
taking small amounts of money and then
sucking his victims® toes.

°

From the Conservatory of Hard
Knocks: Claiming that he never gets
headaches alter musical sessions, an Eng-
lish sergeant plays tunes by whacking
himsclf over the head with a nine-inch
wrench. The maestro, whose repertoire
includes such  hits  as  Deutschland,
Deutschland iiber alles and Rule Bri-
tannia, says that each blow on his noggin
produces an easily discernible
adding that he discovered his musical
head when he banged 1t against another
man in a rughy match.

.

When Governor Christopher S. Bond
proclaimed the beginning of Missouri's
trout-fishing season, the Cape Girardcau
Bulletin Journal reported the event with
this boldface headline: “BoND WETS HIs
FLY 10O OPEN TROUT SEASON."

note,

ON THE MARK...

wifh the Olym-
pic games
coming on
this month
and all, we
just wondered

what was hap-
pening with the
hero of the 1972
go-round, Mark
Spitz, winner of a
record- seven A
gold medals. We -

there are more

people who
think that
Was me

on that Turk
commercial, and
that's identifica-
tion. I'll put a
gentleman's bet of
a dollar on the
side that that Turk
wouldn't be the
Turk il it weren't

knew that he had
married, had done
a stinl as a TV
sportscaster and
had enrolled in
dental  school at
Indiana Univer-
sity.  But  where
was his head?
Writer Lawrence
Grobel sends this

“I1 grew the mustache because
it was like, 'cause it was like,
I mean, you know, I'd have
pever . .. 'cause the coach didn't
wani it and all that jazz.”

for me. They prob-
ably paid him
diddly compared
with what they
would have to pay
me to do that kind
of commercial.
'Course, I don’t
smoke. Cigarettes.
I smoke cigars.

rLaYBOY: Do you

report of a con-

versation with superswimmer Spitz:
rraysoy: Now that the 1976 games are
just around the corner, do you find your-
sell reflecting much on the 72 Olympics?
seirz: As I was drying my hair this morn-
ing. 1 was looking in the muror and
thinking, Jesus Christ, you must have
been like the most radical son of a bitch
when you swam because you had a
mustache. How did 1 get the mustache?
In college. we weren't allowed 1o have
lacial hamr and all that jazz, we were sup-
posed to look like the all-Americin
athlere, right? With short hair and all
that crap. When I got through with
college, I started growing a whole beard,
but it kept itching and T got down o
just the mustache. 1 went to the Olympic
trials and 1 was going to shave it off
and I never did. 1 went to the training
camp. 1 went to Munich. I was going
to shave it off just before 1 swam and
all of a sudden 1 just said screw it, I'm
not going to shave it off. I'm swimming
great. I broke five world records in the
Olympic wrials;  why shave it ofiz
Now people recognize me because of the
mustache and I'm getting it back in
spades because 1 didn’t grow it to have
it forever. That wasn’t my intention. I
prew it because it was like. ‘cause it was
like, 1 mean, vou know, I'd have never.
given the opportunity, ‘cause the coach
didn’t want it and all that jazz. Well,
now he allows it, you know. 1 was offered
S5000 to shave it off—it got up to S50.000
at one point, and then I turned that into
a nice-higured contract with Schick and
I never did shave it off. See, 1 swam in
the Olymipics as an athlete, not as a circus
star. The mustache is an identification
factor; I'm thoroughly convinced ol that.
When you drive down the sweet today,

think vou’ll ever
make a comeback, like Mubammad Ali's?
seiiz: It would do me no good to come
back. Ali was taken off the throne and
never finished what he wanted 10 do,
which was box everybody. He'll go out
on top, I'll guarantee you.
rLavseov: What il you were offered a
large sum of money to compete against
the winning swimmers of the 76 Olym-
PIC games:
srirz: Money will affect people in many
different wavs, but the first way it aflects
them is that they'll take it. | wouldn't
do it for less than a couple of hundred
thousand. because my time is worth that
much. But I could do it. because I'm
much stronger mentally than my com-
petition.
rrLAYBOY: Do you reject the notion that
vour whole life seems to be one of guid
ance, raining, grooming: programing?
seitz: Look at anybody who's been suc
cessful in something and he's usually
been guided—either by himsell or by
some program. I think where people get
lost is they o to college and they say,
“Screw all this swlf, I'm just going o
floar around and decide what I'm going
to do in a vear or so.” Those guys arc
still lo:ing. When they send up capsules
into space. if they don’t program where
the hell 1o go. they'll juse fly all over the
goddamn place.
rravsoy: Do you see yoursell as a space
capsulez
serrz: 1 think everybody should look at
themselves as space capsules, man. If
their trajectory is sarewed up, then
they're going to be sarewed up. T see a
lot of people who are empty capsules
out there, floating around. It's not my
fault. 1 just hope 1 don’t become one
of them.
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Any list of great screen performances
compiled fromnowonwill have tosave
a niche at the very top for Liv Ullmann
in Ingmar Bergman's Face fo Face. A land-
mark movic even according to the exalted
standards set by Bergman himself, this
devastating, impassioned essay on “life,
love and death™ (that’s Bergman’s de-
scription of his real topic) seems, at first,
to be simply a case history spelling out
the complete mental crack-up of a compe-
tent, successful, happily married lady
psvchiatrist. It's a role so loaded with
emotional freworks that few actresses
would dare to attempt such virtuosicy
and practically none could match Ull-
mann’s incredible range. Tour de force
is too mild a term for what Liv does
here, with the camera fixed on her in
long takes as if cinematographer Sven
Nvkvist were performing a kind of radical
psychic surgery by laser beam. In one
scene, within the space of a minute or
two. while describing how a voung thug
tried to rape her and couldn’t, because
she was “too tight"—though she wanted
him to—she runs the gamut from em-
barrassed reticence and uncontrolled
laughter to retching hysteria and back
again. Later, she spews a total catharsis
of childhood guilt, fear, rejection, sexual
repression and smothered love in a time
slot barely adequate for plugging a head-
ache remedy.

Since Bergman was hospitalized for a
nervous breakdown alter being arrested
in Stockholin on charges ol tax evasion
earlier this year, Face lo Face packs an
added wallop of personal revelation.
Openly hostile to shrinks, he indicts them
in the words of a cynical doctor who de-
cries “the brutality of our methods and
the bankruptcy of psychoanalysis.” To
Bergman, life is a thing to be lived from
day to day. hour to howr—sultering, learn-
ing, surviving il possible.

Opposite Liv. who is never less than
hypnotic, Erland Josephson (her co-star
in 1974°s Scenes from a Marriage) heads
another flawless company of Bergman
regulars in a work that will stir debate
and discussion for years to come. A few
critics have already begun rooting through
the heroine’s labyrinth of dreams and
fantasies—as mirrors into the mind of
Bergman—like discoverers of an un-
known archaeological dig, and are certain
1o publish findings far heavier than the
film iself. Don’t let their labored deep-
think scare you away from a movie that's
nearly as potent as, and infinitely more
humane than, a session of shock therapy.

L

JefE Bridges meews the Flying Nun and
the Muscleman in Stay Hungry, @ nonde-
script. movie based on the novel by
Charles Gaines. Although Gaines and di-
rector Bob (Five Easy Pieces) Ralelson

=

Face to Face:
devastating.

“Face to Faceis a
landmark movie even
according to the exalted standards
set by Bergman himself.”

Stillborn Embryo.

collaborated on the screen adaptation,
they don’t appear to know what they're
doing, or just where they're going, until
they have passed that point of no return
where the audience no longer cares.
Against mounting odds, Bridges plays a
rich Birmingham boy with good social
connections who finds himself. more or
less, in a weight lifters” gym and exercise
parlor that he's supposed to buy out on
behalf of some real-estate speculators: the
rich, of course, would rather build a
profitable highrise than build up their
deltoids. As a girl who works at the gym
and moves in with Bridges, Sally Field
pointedly throws all her nun’s habits to
the wind, producing the kind of cul
ture shock that might prompt a devout
TV watcher to switch detergents; as a
many-muscled contender for the Mr. Uni-
verse title, long-time titleholder Arnold
Schwarzenegger looks—and acts—like the
real thing. Stay Hungry groans to its
climax with a chase sequence of sorts. a
stampede of musclermen who strut their
usual stuff on strect corners and stop city
buses. Predictable form for an overde-
veloped. undernourished comedy that’s
about as chucklesome as a Charley horse.
L]

In Embryo, Rock Hudson plays a genet-
ics scientist who runs over a pregnant
dog, removes a fetus from the dying ani-
mal, injects it with magic serum. incu-
bates it and becomes the surrogate parent
of a fullgrown. snarling Doberman in a
matter of days. Having accomplished this
Frankenstermish miracle, Rock wants to
try fooling around with human life—as
mad movie doctors always do—and ar-
ranges with a [riendly local obstetrician
1o get the next available fetus that might
otherwise end up in a specimen jar. Well,
he fnds one. It's a givl. Beautiful. Big.
Bigger. And belore you can say Miss
Universe, the bawling tube-fed babe has
grown up to be Barbara Carrera. A dark-
eyed, exotic former model, Barbara is
easily the most fetching monster in movie
history; she also shows some talent for
acring, though Embryo, under the direc-
tion of Ralph Nelson, provides very
Iimited opportunities. What Dr. Rock
doesn’t realize, sce, 1s that his lile-acceler-
ating chemistry has weird side efleas. To
retard her too-rapid aging process. the
lady also needs a sort of placental diet
supplement from the body of an unborn
child. And Rock’s daughter-in-law hap-
pens to be expecting . . . which means,
vou guessed it, that Barbara has to perform
an impromptu Caesarean. Embryo starts
out [arfetched, which need not handicap a
sci-hi horror story, but proceeds from in-
credulity to borderline imbecility with-
out skipping a beat. Though the technical
effects are well handled and the flm’s
basic facts are sworn to he scientifically
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sound—linked to DNA, deoning and all
that—the movie as a whole appears to
have inherited some bad, bad genes. Call
it a throwback.

.

Let’s sulk a little before handing out
pats on the back to movie giants who have
already mastered the fine art of sell-
congratulation. Though delightlul, That’s
Entertainment, Part 2 is not as unutlerably
delightful as its predecessor, that bedaz
zling compendium ol film clips, comments
and showstoppers from vintage MGM
musicals. Of course, the archives were
sacked for the best stuff the first time
around. Happily, MGM's second-best is
still prerty fabulous, bringing back every-
one Irom Abbou and Costello (presum-
ably giving bottom-drawer comedy equal
time with the Marx Brothers, seen doing
the classic stateroom sequence from A
Night at the Opera) to Garland, Garbo,
Hepburn, Thracy and Lassie. Somehow,
producers Saul Chaplin and Daniel Mel-
nick have pulled together a mélange of
great, semigreat and divinely silly Movie
Moments that make this crash course in
film history quite easy to love. Saul Bass’s
title sequence alone is worth the price of
admission—with superstar credits Hashing
by in a nostalgic blur of sunsets, seascapes,
crushed red satin, clacking typewriter keys
and pages turned by a gende offscreen
zephyr. Then you get Eleanor Powell,
Bob Fosse, Cyd Charisse, FitzPatrick trave-
logs, a Sinatra tribute, another soaking-
wet Esther Williams excerpt (on water
skis), all introduced by your genial hosts,
Fred Astaire and Gene Kelly. Seill singing
and dancing, in brand-new sequences
directed by Kelly (with special narration
written by Leonard Gershe), Fred and
Gene are aged but ageless and spritely,
like the material itself, the best of which
is superb,

°

They speak Ttalian but sing songs of
freedom in Spanish in Guernica, 2 fcverish
fantasy about the civil war in Spain
(1936-1939), by Spanish-born French
playwright Fernando Arrabal. As writer-
director, Arrabal reduces history to a
sell-indulgent ritual, in  which every
symbol is meant to convey a shock—
whether he unveils an antireligious paint-
ing ol Jesus getting a blow job or dwells
on a session of passionate tongue kissing
between a Fascist army officer and a
Catholic priest. There's also considerable
sexual activity involving dwarls, the sig-
nificance of which is not so easy to pin
down. Whenever the stylized stulf abates,
Guernica describes how a tiny village
called Villa Ramiro (not Guernica, for
Arrabal is anything but literal) dies
fighting Generalissimo Franco and his
heavily armed German  allies. -Among
cultists, the nightmare visions of Arrabal
may register as brave revolutionary
cinema; from our corner, Guernica
suggests a French flasher doing the fla-
menco in an Italian straw hat.

XRATED

roducer-director
P Radley Metz-
ger's The Opening of
Misty Beethoven
(made under his
hard-core nom de
film, Henry Paris) is
the Pygmalion of de-
luxe porno. That's
the idea, in any case.
And Misty gets off to
a loverly start with
its story of a rich
pleasuremaster
(Jamie Gillis) who

brings a  hooker
home from Paris to
undergo a  crash
course I sexual

submissiveness. Fel-
latio seems to be the

Misty: loverly start, routine climaxes.

Getting there is
all the fun, with
llights of sexual [an-
tasy with fellow pas-
sengers. The better
bits mnclude a sen-
suous seduction by
a lusty farm hand
who seems to get
turned on by ripe
red apples; some
mock-Victorian
hanky-panky: and a
farcical London tale
about an adventur-
ous lass who un-
wittingly moves into
a flar formerly
rented by a callgirl
and decides 1o make
the best of her mis-

major required sub-
ject in his curricu-
lum (we thought
they already knew
about that in Paris)
and Misty manages
it with ease. The
title role is played

“Misty Beethoven is the
Pygmalion of deluxe porno.
That's the idea, in
any case.”

fortune. Though the
various male part-
ners in Diwversions
look rvather stolid
and reserved, com-
pared with the all-
American  boys of
Stateside porno, they

by a classy new porn
queen who has the
country-club look and calls herself, rather
whimsically, Constance Money. In the film,
she explains that Misty Beethoven isn’t
her real name—she used to be Dolores
Beethoven. Metzger, as usual, shows a
higher level of wit and sophistication than
do most of his competitors, and there’s
promise in a scene aboard a ransatlanuc
jetliner—in the furst-class, fucking, non-
smoking, aduli-film section—where  a
solicitous chief stewardess tells an under-
ling to take better care of her passenger:
“He's only had one blow job and he
hasn't got his brandy yet.” Too bad that
the movie begins to take sex seriously
about halfway through. When a film
maker settles down to filling the screen
with the usual wall-to-wall genitalia and
come shots in dose-up, one hard-core
movie looks pretty much like another. As
the king of clegant sexploitation, Metz-
ger's hallmark was style. As a closet por-
nographer, he seems a little uncertain
about where to draw the line between real
eroticism and outright raunch.
L ]

When the English have a go at hard-
core porno, which they seldom do. the
results are usually about as titillating as
high tea. Writer-director Derek Ford's
imporied Diversions (called Sex Express
over there) is more like a pgood stlf
Scotch. The simple but serviceable plot
introduces a girl aboard a train—hand-
cuffed to a severelooking female com-
panion and evidently en route to prison.

perform with hon-
orable English
gusto. as if they were out to win a cup
on the playing fields of Eton. Brunette
sex star Heather Deeley proves she's a
a match for every man jack of them
in or out of bed. She is also attractive and
a passing lair actress.
°

The Deep Throat tricks made famous
by Linda Lovelace look like mon-oral
sex compared with the stereophallic won-
ders performed by lanky C. J. Laing in
Sweet Punkin’, an otherwise forgettable
ragsto-riches comedy about a simple
housemaid who marries her millionaire
boss after unsuccessfully moonlighting as
a porno star. C. J. lacks Linda’s finesse,
but, quanutatively, she's a cocksure cham-
pion who manages to engulf, in turn,
John C. Holmes (better known as
Johnny Wadd, the guy whose prick al-
legedly measures 14 inches), Tony “The
Hook™ Perez (1314 inches) and Jelf Hurst
(a relatively paltry 8 inches). Billed, re-
spectively, as Peter the Great and The
Great Peter, Holmes and Perez show no
evidence of talent beyond their stud
services, which they perform in dogged
barnyard style during Punkin’s final reel.
The rest is standard [uck-and-suck farce,
played unsubtly tongue in cheek as if
jerky humor might save the day unuil
the two juggernatits cnter on cue to assist
C. J. at an orgy. Her awesome feats of
fellatio, based on the assumption that big

is beautiful, may break all existing
records—but they're seldom sexually
arousing.
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livia Newton-John has

won all sorts of awards as
a country singer, but listening
to her latest, Come On Over
(MCA), you have to conclude
that she is the wunlikeliest
country singer since Vaughn
Monroe did Ghost Riders in
the Sky. Her voice 15 very
sweet, but it just doesn’t have
any edge to it. The first few
times through the album. you
feel as if you've been wrapped
in cotton candy and set out in
the sun. But then a more sin-
ister pattern begins to emerge.
Underlying the sweetness is an
almost total passivity, a desperate drive
to conform—minute by minute—to what-
ever her master wants. What's rcally
weird 1s that il you listen long enough,
she pulls you into her world. You want to
kick hell out of her. It's scary.

The Captain & Tennille. on the other
hand, are such a lovely pair. Gee,
those two clean kids. And so much in
love. They certainly set a better example
for our children than all those queer out-
fits that are deswroying people’s eardrums.
Take thewr new record, Song of Joy
(A&NM): On it. they sing a song about
how Jesus came to their wedding. And
Tennille sings right out about how a
“woman draws her life from man and
gives it back again.” By golly, you just
know she’s an old-fashioned woman, the
kind that Dad would have liked. The kind
who'll go out and make 51,000,000
singing and then go home and knit
and say, “Yes, dear,” every once in a
while. Maybe that old Captain’s not
as gooly as he looks.

°

Whatever the reason behind its non-
release until now, Duke Ellington's The
Afro-Eurasian Eclipse (Fantasy), recorded in
1971, is a weleome addition to the Elling-
ton catalog. Eclipse provides a fascinat-
ing musical journey through the three
continents alluded to in the title (there
are actually four, since Didjeridoo was
inspired by Australia’s aborigines). Mar-
velous solos are sprinkled throughout,
especially by the reeds—tenor men Paul
Gonsalves and Harold Ashby, alto-sax
man Norris Turney and the late bari-
tone nonparcil Harry Carney—and the
ensemble work is typically Ellington:
lush, inventive and disciplined. Travel
Ellington and hear the world.

.

We had thought that with Mary C.
Brown and the Hollywood Sign, Dory
Previn was going to make it big. It didn't
happen. Then there was Dory Previn
and we figured, what the hell, the public
wias bound o recognize a good thing
when it heard it. So much [or prophecy.

Olivia, the Captain & Tennille: Sweeeeet.

“You have to conclude that
Olivia is the unlikeliest country
singer since Vaughn Monroe
did Ghost Riders in the Sky.”

Dory meets Harpo.

Now that we've been twice burned, we'll
make no predictions {or We're Children of
Coincidence and Harpo Marx (Warner Bros.).
We still think Previn’s one of the great
songwriters around today. We've always
had reservations about her abilities as a
singer—she isn’t, well, very polished, to
say the least. But there is an honesty and
immediacy in her delivery that make you
accept her on her own terms. The
melodies are a  curiously  successful
amalgam of country, rock-a-billy, Kurt
Weill and the best of pop. But the words
are what carry the day. Previn is still
examining the rapidly changing, exhil-
arating, disturbing role of the con-
temporary woman and its effect on
male-female  relationships.  (“Late  last
night you said you love me, well, I thought,
he’s just comin’ on and by tomorrow
he'll have come and gone, gone and left
me.” “If you weren’t so much trouble, 1
would take you back again, ‘cause the
worst you had to give me was the best
with other men.” “Then he and she

talked of poewry, philosophy
and Face the Nation and when
all was said, she took him to bed
to show him her appreciation.”)
There's a large aew of fine
musicians helping Previn put
it all together. And put it all
together she does—but we've
told you that belore.
)

1 English rock has produced
a musical equivalent of the
working-class sod, it's prob-
ably the hoarse-voiced, blues-
mfuenced vocalist.  Fashions
change, from heavy-metal
wailers to pop operatic warblers,
shouters like Mick Jagger, Rod
Stewart, Joe Cocker, Paul Rodgers
and Steve Mwrriott keep soldiering on.
Bad Company's first LP brought joy
back into the blighted lives of those who
longed for the primal rock and raw pipes
that Rodgers employed in Free: and even
though the hard rock of the Straight-
Shooter album left some Iceling as if
their foreheads had been pummeled with
hard rocks, yet, it was better than Barry
Manilow. With their latest, Run with the
Pack (Swan Song), Rodgers & Bad Com-
pany, although rocking as relentlessly as
ever, have broadened their musical base
(and eased the pressure on their listeners’
temples) by the addition of a few ballads
to their standard [are of rock anthems and
paeans to groupic grope. The lads
even reveal a slight deviation from their
rhino-in-rut image in one ballad
that actually treats male-female
relations rather tenderly. This bit
ol maturity seems to have alfected the
rest of the album, too, at least musically:
The tnes have more variety and are
more carefully constructed than any to
date. And Rodgers is in good—ie.,
raunchy—voice throughout.

L ]

Composers writing about their own
works are often irrelevant, uninformative
or just plain misleading. The artist is
usually the worst person to judge or
interpret his own work; besides, asking a
musician o communicate effectively in
another medium is frankly asking a lot.
Still, when a composer can write and
has an objective or critical trn of
mind, superlative criticism may result.
Who, after all, knows more about
the work? Tchaikovsky wrote hundreds
of letters to his patroness of 13 years,
Madame Nadezhda von Meck (whom he
never actually met), and brilliantly de-
saibed in one of them the creative work-
tngs behind his Fourth Symphony, also giving
a clear interpretation ol its program.
The recent Columbia recording by
Leonard Bernstein and the New York
Philharmonic reprints this, happily, and

but
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gives us a grand performance in the
bargain. From the opening fate motive
a la Beethoven's Fifth, through the nerv-
ous, capricious scherzo, to the finale
("a picture of populir merriment on a
holiday”), Bernstein does perfect sonic
justice to this architectural largess. For
a change. the program notes, instead of
talking abour subdominant majors or
the composer’s housekeeper, lead us to
the essence of the music. Bernard Hai-
tink and the Concertgebouw Orchestra of
Amsterdam have also recently recorded
another of Tchaikovsky's most popular
offerings, the Fifth Symphony (Philips).
Recking of sentimentality and not a
little sell-pity, the Fifth still manages to
make musical noise ol an overpowering
kind. Haitink [ully understands its musi-
cal rhetoric and uwses the Lomed basses
and cellos of the Concertgebouw to
create a Fifth that, to our ears, has more
depth than any other version. The
Philips sound is gorgeous. Now, if only
Peter Ilich had written another leter,
or something more than cryptic “pro-
gram notes” (lrom his notebooks), ex-
plaining this, the most programmatic of
his symphonies.
.

We've never heard anything quite
like Stretchin’ Out in Bootsy's Rubber Band
(Warner Bros.). The three wild [unk
Jams on side one are spiced with serio-
comic digressions and some crazy narra-
tion by a Hendrix-voiced poltergeist
named Casper ("not the [riendly ghost
but the Holy Ghost™). Bassist William
“Bootsy” Collins is the leader of this gang
of studio soul monsters that includes
Fred and Maceo of the James Brown
band and the Brecker Brothers (how's that
for a horn section?). On side two, the

Bootsy's Rubber Band: crazy.

sounds become more melodic and, at
the same time, freakier—sort of a Sly
Meets The Beatles thing, The music
throughout, as Casper says, 15 psychotic.
And it'll definitely stretch your concept
of funk.
@

Keith Jarrett is a prodigious musical
talent, but his newly released album
Keith Jarrett / In the Light (ECM) indicates

=N
N \‘\

he could use a course in basic psychology.
Jarrett  is  heavily into “automatic
writing,” which is finc as long as he
doesn’t kid himsell into believing that
[ree association is the same thing as
mspiration. The wouble with automatic
writing is that the composer may un-
consciously stack the deck against a truly
free invention and thus find himself in
the position of the hippie farmer who
thought he had scattered seeds at random
and was disconcerted 1o discover that the
plants were springing up in compulsive-
ly neat rows. Metamorphosis, for flute
and strings, Brass Quinlet and String
Quartel are all academically brilliant and
might very well win prizes at the county
[air. But they are far too rigid to move
the heart of the great Drum Majorette
in the Sky. Yet the album is worth
having for the opportunity it affords to
hear some ol the best musicians in the
world: the American Brass Quintet, the
Iritz Sondlecitner Quartet and, of course,
Keith  Jarretnt—particularly on In  the
Cave, In the Light, where Jarrett’s piano
gets it on with his writing desk.
.

Quick: How many foursided “live”
albums have you heard with no breaks
for applause? More often, augmented
crowd sounds are dubbed in, right? Well,
Agharta (CBS), a recorded [acsimile of a
concert given in Japan last year by Miles
Davis, 1s 97-plus minutes of uninterrupt-
ed music: a two-part Prelude, Maiysha, an
Interlude and most of the Theme from
“Jack Johnson.” The important thing
seens to be not the material, nor even the
individual heroics of the players—though
Miles himself is a bitch on both trumpet
and organ, and reed man Sonny Fortune
mikes a swong claim for greater expo
sure in the [uture—but the dynamics of
a group improvising onstage, listening to
one another and passing the energy
around. These guys know when to play
(for instance, to cover Miles when he
switches instruments) and when to stop
playing, which they do frequently. Of
course, they Keep starting up again—and
some of the resultant space doodling and
hard-rock vamping may seem a little short
on content. But who dares quibble with
genius? Miles is giving us not tunes
but ear movies, and you fer more
than enough musical mmages

here to leave your mind's eye
N\ in a bloodshot (but satisfied)
! condition.

.
SHORT CUTS

Santana / Amigos (Columbia): A moody,
provocative outing with mucha salsa and
some trippy artwork; one ol Santana’s
better LIs.

Elvis Presley / Elvis: The Sun Sessions (RCA):
Classics lrom the King when he was claim-
ing his throne, with a detailed discography
and liner notes. Mystery train!

Jimmy Withersocon / Spoonful (Bluc Note):
Blues shouting ol the highest order backed

N\




Pocket CB

New integrated circuit technology apd
a major electronic breakthrough brings you
the world’s smallest citizens band transceiver.

SMALL ENOUGH FOR YOUR POCKET

Scientists have produced a personal com-
munications system so small that it can
easily fit in your pocket. It's called the
PocketCom and it replaces larger units that
cost considerably more.

MANY PERSONAL USES
An executive can now talk anywhere with
anybody in his office, his factory or job site.
The housewife can find her children at a busy
shopping center. The motorist can signal for
help in an emergency. The salesman, the
construction foreman, the traveler, the
sportsman, the hobbyist—everybody can use
the PocketCom—as a pager, an intercom, a

telephone or even a security device.

LONG RANGE COMMUNICATIONS

The PocketCom's range is limited only by
its 100 milliwatt power and the number of
metal objects between units or from a few
blocks in the city to several miles on a lake.
Its receiver is so sensitive, that signals several
miles away can be picked up from stronger
citizens band base or mobile stations.

VERY SIMPLE OPERATION

To use the PocketCom simply turn it on,
extend the antenna, press a button to trans-
mit, and release it to listen. And no FCC
license is required to operate it. The Pocket-
Com has two Channels—channel 14 and an
optional second channel. To use the second
channel, plug in one of the 22 other citizens
band crystals and slide the channel selector to
the second position. Crystals for the second
channel cost 87.95 and can only be ordered
after receipt of your unit.

s
The PocketCom components are equivalent to
112 transistors whereas most comparable
units contain only twelve.

A MAJOR BREAKTHROUGH

The PocketCom's small size results from a
breakthrough in the solid state device that
made the pocket calculator a reality. Mega

scientists took 112 transistors, integrated
them on a micro silicon wafer and produced
the world’s first transceiver linear integrated
circuit. This major breakthrough not only
reduced the size of radio components but
improved their dependability and perform-
ance. A large and expensive walkie talkie
costing several hundred dollars might have
only 12 transistors compared to 112 in the
Mega PocketCom.

BEEP-TONE PAGING SYSTEM

You can page another PocketCom user,
within close range, by simply pressing the
PocketCom’s call button which produces a
beep tone on the other unit if it has been left
in the standby mode. In the standby mode
the unit is silent and can be kept on for weeks
without draining the batteries.

SUPERIOR FEATURES

Just check the advanced PocketCom
features now possible through this new circuit
breakthrough: 1} Incoming signals are amp-
lified several million times compared to only
100,000 times on comparable conventional
systems. 2} Even with a 60 decibel difference
in signal strength, the unit’s automatic gain
control will bring up each incoming signal to
a maximum uniform level. 3) A high squelch
sensitivity (0.7 microvolts) permits noiseless
operation without squelching weak signals. 4}
Harmonic distortion is so low that it far
exceeds EIA (Electronic Industries Associa-
tion) standards whereas most comparable
systems don‘t even meet EIA specification. 5}
The receiver has better than one microvolt
sensitivity.

EXTRA LONG BATTERY LIFE
The PocketCom has a light-emitting diode
low-battery indicator that tells you when
your ‘N° cell batteries require replacement.
The integrated circuit requires such low
power that the two batteries, with average
use, will last weeks without running down.

e -
EXEC UTIVES

}% &

SI'ITPERS

BERMCLONISTS

~ FOREMEN
The PocketCom can be used as a pager, an
intercorn, a telephone or even a security
device.

HIKERS

MULTIPLEX INTERCOM

Many businesses can use the PocketCom as
a multiplex intercom. Each employee carries a
unit tuned to a different channel. A stronger
citizens band base station with 23 channels
is used to page each PocketCom. The results:
an inexpensive and flexible multiplex inter-
com system for large construction sites,
factories, offices, or farms.

NATIONAL SERVICE

The PocketCom is manufactured exclusive-
ly for JS&A by Mega Corporation. JS&A is
America’s largest supplier of space-age prod-
ucts and Mega Corporation is a leading
manufacturer of innovative personal commu-
nication systems—further assurance that your
modest investment is well protected. The

The PocketCom measures approximately %"
x 137 x 5% and easily fits into your shirt
pocket. The unit can be used as a personal
communications link for business or pleasure.

PocketCom should give you years of trouble-
free service, however, should service ever be
required, simply slip your 5 ounce Pocket-
Com into its handy mailer and send it to
Mega’s prompt national service-by-mail cen-
ter. It is just that easy.

GIVE IT A REAL WORKOUT

Remember the first time you saw a pocket
calculator? It probably seemed unbelieveable.
The PocketCom may also seem unbelieveable
so we give you the opportunity to personally
examine one without obligation. Order only
two units on a trial basis. Then really test
them. Test the range, the sensitivity, the
convenience. Test them under your everyday
conditions and compare the PocketCom with
larger units that sell for several hundred
dollars.

After you are absolutely convinced that the
PocketCom is indeed that advanced product
breakthrough, order your additional units,
crystals or accessories on a priority basis as
one of our established customers. 11, however,
the PocketCom does not suit your particular
requirernents perfectly, then return your units
within ten days after receipt for a prompt
and courteous refund. You cannot lose. Here
is your opportunity to test an advanced
space-age product at absolutely no risk.

A COMPLETE PACKAGE

Each PocketCom comes complete with
mercury batteries, high performance Channel
14 crystals for one channel, complete instruc-
tions, and a 90 day parts and labor warranty.
To order by mail, simply mail your check for
$39.95 per unit {or $79.90 for two) plus
$2.50 per order for postage, insurance and
handling to the address shown below. (lllinois
residents add 5% sales tax). But don't delay.

Personal communications is the future of
communications. Join the revolution. Order
your PocketComs at no obligation today.

Credit Card Buyers Call Toll Free

o) NATIONAL

NATIONAL
I NT R[)FUF TORY

DEPT.PB JS&A Plaza
Northbrook, Illinois 60062
CALL TOLL-FREE .. 800 325-6400
In Missouri call. . . . 800 323-6400

& JSEA Group, Inc,, 1976
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o INDEPENDENT SUSPENSION.
TRANSVERSE-MOUNTED ENGINE. Our little Hatchback offers a very
Advanced engineering starts up _THSH big ride. Because the well-

front on the F-10. With corner- 5-SPFED PERFORMANCE. - designed suspension system
hugging front wheel drive. And a  Hatchback is outfitted with a helps smooth the bumps at all
space-saving, sideways- racy 5-speed performance four wheels.

mounted engine. . gearbox. While the
Al Sportwagon
sports a smooth-
shifting 4-speed.

FRONT WHEEL DRIVE AND




HATCHBACK AND SPORTWAGON.

Leave it to Datsun to leave other car makers behind. Introducing the all-new F-10s. Two bolts
of engineering lightning that bring you the best of all small car worlds. All packed into one
small car and wagon. See for yourself.

HANDY HAYCH AND OTHER
STANDARDS.

Hatchback is appointed with
such nifty items as AM/FM radio,
tach, reclining front buckets,
fold-down rear seat, radial tires
and more.

FLAT-LOADING WAGON.
Spacious Sportwagon comes
with a ceiling-to-floor rear door
that lifts up for easy loading.
Back seat folds down for extra
large loads. Lots more to like,
and it's Datsun’s lowest-priced

wagon! e

52.6 CU, FI. CARGO CAPACITY _

GREAY GAS MILEAGE, Y00.

Both the 5-speed Hatchback and
4-speed Sportwagon got 41
MPG Highway, 29 City. (EPA
mileage estimates. Actual MPG
may vary depending on the con-
dition of your car and how you
drive.) Take a fun-loving F-10
test drive
today.

AMERICA'S #1 SELLING IMPORY
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SCINTILLA'™ For 22 years, we've been making the
finest satin sheets in the world. We use only
225x78 thread count acetate satin, the softest.
Our sheets are completely MACHINE WASHABLE.
12 dazzling colors for regular or round beds.
Hot Pink, Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black, Bronze,
Blue, Silver, Pale Pink, White, Mint or Orchid. Try
the satin sheets made by pros. You deserve the
best! P.S. We pros even monogram, slightly extra.

SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases)

Double Set  $23.98 Queen Set  $27.95
Twin Set 22.98 King Set 32.50
Round 84" Set 4B.50 Round 96” Set 54.95

3-letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.50
For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 to double eor
twin price; $2.50 to gueen; .00 to King price.
Ro bottom sheets are fitted. 0dd sizes on re-
guest. Send check or m.o. 50% deposit on C.0.0."s.

® 4802 N. Broad -
SCINTILLA,” INC. thicge, it
FREE 40-page Color Catalog of All Our
Satin Fashlons With Every Order.

EXcenl in vour wildest
fantasies-starring in
-THE -

—BY GEORGE MacBETH —

*‘So openly erotic, so exuberant in its
flaunting of every sexual pleasure that

it leaves the reader
reeling!"

—Publishers Weekly 195
QO

A SIGNET PAPERBACK BESTSELLER

by some ol the best jazz musicians in town.
Spoon’s pipes show no signs ol rust.

Cedar Walton / Beyond Mobius (RCA):
Pianist (now pianist-leader) Walton, final-
ly starting to catch some ol the gold rings,
has come up with a well-charted rock-
[unk-jazz tormula that's comfortable with-
out being clichéed.

Third Werld (Island): Jamaican R&I,
which down there comes out reggae K
blues, with strong doses ol African music
as well.

This Is Reggue Music, Velume 2 (Island):
Another solid sampler ol the real thing.
When do we get a Heptones album?

Charlie McCoy / Harpin’ the Blues (Monu-
ment): Even the unnccessary rapping
can’t spoil this indigo study by the Niash-
ville great.

Louis Armstrong ond Earl Hines 1928 (Smitl-
sonian Collection): Two LPs that glow
with the genius of an ebullient voung
Armstrong. Hines supplies some ol the
Rash, but Satchmo’s wumpet and vocals
are in a class by themselves.

Outlows / Lady in Weiting (Arista): If
you're not tired of the double-lead mutant
Allmans/Capricorn /Eagles  sound  yet,
these boys, unlike most of their competi-
tion, sound as though they aren’t. either,

Kool & The Guong /love ond Understonding
(DeLite): Their own brand ol jazzrock.
half of it etched live in London. lsn't
Ronnie Bell & monster?

Final note for walllowers ar the
disco: You can end that heavthreak in
the privacy of your own home with the

ok jazz to college back in the Filties
but hadn’t played together in eight years.
“1 hadn’t seen Joe Morello since the
night we broke up,” Brubeck admits.
“And I saw Gene once, in an airport: I
waved 1o him.”

Alessing around with time—as in Take
Five—Nhad always been one of the group's
tracdemarks, and it's inwiguing that, in
trying to turn back the clock, they are
still plaving around with time. “Last
night.” Brubeck recalls—as Desmond. in
the next room, warms up with a lew
rippling phrases—"Somebody wanted 1o
play a tune that we hadn’t done in yemrs:
we hadu’'t been pliying it owr last
couple ol vears as a group. And 1 knew
that I'd remember evervthing but the
last chord change. Just belore we started,
I said to Paul, “Does it go up a hall
step?’ And he couldn’t hear me onstage.
S0 we cime to the ending. and it was
Just like a railroad wrack, with the lights
openng up at ni;;lu—)'(:u know, down

help of Dancing Madness (Anchor |'i'(_"i.'i)

a new paperback original rom Rolling
Stone. It's gor articles on the history ol
disco and the scene worldwide; bios of
and raps with the stars, so you. too, can
trade tidbits about Barry White: and
great photos and charts that'll have you out
there bumping and hustling in no time—
cverything you'll need 10 keep up with
the crowd on the floor except your amyl
nitrite.
.

“We all felt like we had about a month
off, savs Dave Brubeck, between sips ol
a Coke. He has just made it to his dress-
ing room at Chicagos Civic Opera
House and is due onstage momentarily.
but he secems perlectly relaxed. He's in
the nudst of a remarkable concert tour
that has him playing with two groups.
One is Two Generations ol Brubeck,
with which he’s worked lor the past sev-
eral years: it includes Brubeck, his three
sons—Darius, Dan and Chris—and. at
tines, bassist Rick Kilbuwrn. The other
group, celebrating its 25th anniversary
with this reunion tour. is the Dave Bru-
beck Quartert of yore—nonpareil altoist
Paul Desmond; Brubeck himsell, still
courtly and professional despite the silk
shirt and the shoulder-length hair, ap-
propriately silver-hued; and the ever-
dependable  rhythm  section ol Joe
Morello and  Eugene Wright—which

Timeless Brubeck.

as Far as vou needed to see in order to
keep going. And the ending just kept
coming - back, and that last note”—he
snaps  his  fngers—"1 remembered .
Which was down a hall step. instead ol
up. When we hit i, we all just broke
up.”

Needless to say, the interaction be-
tween his kids and the veterans has
helped brighten the strenuous tour—15
one-nighters, coming into this one—lor
Brubeck: “A few nights ago, Joe played
one ol the hinest solos I've ever heard
lhum play—ind when he came offstage,
Darius said 1o him, ‘Gee, I've never heard
a Western druommer use the form so
much like an Indian drum solo.” And
Joe said, ‘Didja pick up on that and
they got into a long conversation. Today
on the bus, as an owgrowth of that,
everybody ended up talking about In-
dian philosophy and religion.”

Chris Brubeck, who has trned out
some very interesting rock music with his
own groups. New Hecavenly Blue and
Sky King, appears in the doorway with



New from Motorola...
the hot cassettes with the hot button

POW-R-BOOST makes dynamite sound
d blast and a half!

If you want the stereo cassette for your car that

has everything, check out one of these new Limited One Year Warranty

Motorolas. Motorola warrants that it will correct product defects
Each is a complete entertainment center  during the first year following your purchase . . . you

p

with AM/FM Stereo Radio and each has merely have to take your record of purchase and

POW-R-BOOST®. Hit this hot button and it boosts  Your Motorola car stereo to one of our authorized

the sound level and enhances the highs. Makes  Stations.

dynamite sound a blast and a half! There are thousands of Motorola authorized war-
And that's just the beginning. You riame it and ranty stations covering all 50 states to h.elp keep

Motorola’s got it. .. fast forward with mute and your Motorola sound on wheels sounding just right.

cuing ... . slide bar switching for AM/FM. . . car Complete warranty details are packed with each
s M . . * o= unit. Ask your Motorola dealer to show them to you

!ndge activated tape/radio switch. Why geﬂle O e o carefully.

just a stereo cassette when Motorola gives you

one in a complete entertainment center.

See and hear the new cassettes at your nearest M OTOR O‘-A® ws

Motorola dealer. SOMETHING ELSE in sound on wheels 1



PLAYBOY

THE
CLERMONT

HoTtels

HAVE YOUR
NUMDER

800-621-1116

For TOLL-FREE reservations at these fine hotels.

Playboy Resort At Ocho Rios, Ocho Rios, Jamaica
Playboy Resort at Lake Geneva, Lake Geneva, Wisconsin
Grear Gorge Resort Hotel, McAlee, New Jersey
Towers Horel, Chicago, Illinois

Everyone is welcome at Clermont Hotels—and
there's a Playboy Club (for keyholders and
their guests only) at each.

*In lllinois, call (312) 751-8100. Or make
reservations with your travel agent.

i
CLERMONT HOTELS



some bad news: “1 don’t have my bhass
or trombone, because they forgot to take
them off the bus. Yeah. And Rick went off
in search of his bass, because they forgot
to take that off the bus. . ..

The joys of show business. People run
off in search of instruments. Options are
discussed. Should they reverse the show
and let the old group go firstz Should
the kids open up, with Gene on bass?
Should the concert start with some Bru-
beck-Desmond  duets? Can they rvent a
bass from somewhere? Then Rick re-
appears  with  his  instrument  (“"One
down,” says somebody) and Chris, hav-
g learned the whereabouts of the bus,
soes out to get his stuff. His [ather,
meanwhile, goes back to thinking about
time past and present, about how his
older fans are now bringing their kids,
to show them what the group was all
about. Somecbody says it’s lucky that,
alter 25 yers. all lour of the original
guys are stll alive, and he agrees: “I'll
look at record albums and pull one out,
like I did the other day; there were 12
musicians on this particular album, and
three are dead. And the shock thar hirs
you. I'll tell ya, the last lew years
have been hiwin® so hard on the great
jazz musicians.  Duke Ellington, you
know

He's interrupted by a knock on the
door; it’s the two-minute warning. Bru-
beck heads for the stage and proceeds to
play a murvelously quiet, musical set
with the kids, his ;lcoustic‘pi;mo licks
blending casily with the liquid tones of
Danny's clearic one. Desmond  comes
out, too, and plays a duet with Dave: it's
one ol the evening’s high points. But
Desmond doesn’t play enough in the
second set: at times, he lapses into mu-
sical joking. And Brubeck, whose playing
had been so light before. Lapses into the
heavy-handedness that’s always drawn crit-
ical fire. Morello and Wright are as solid
as always, but the quartet, while sound-
ing as clean as it used to, fails 1o gen-
crate the old-time intensity. The audience
responds well 1o bhoth the sounds and the
intermintent clowning, bur it seems that
the guys come back lor theirr encore a
little too last. Next day, the critics will
pan the show. But that's not likely to
worry Brubeck. As he says, “We can't
all be at our highest form every night—
but there have been nights when the
quartet had irs original swength, for
sure.” And when asked if he plans 10
keep it together, he simply says, “Europe
wans us, Japan. Australia. New Zealand.
Alrica. Mexico. Canada. And this is with-
out wying: theyre calling in. So, alter
the our. I'll just have to see how each
guy leels about it."

It's possible, ol course, that Brubeck
& Company have finally messed around
with time a little too much. As the man
said, you can’t go home again. But with
gig offers in all those exotic places, why
worry about going home?

The Ullimarte Tennis Shoe.

Incredibly comforfable,
unusually handsome, predictably
expensive.

N

—

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

In fact, they're so comfortable, a lot of
people wear them off the court, foo. At these
prices, they should be good for more than just
tennis.

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

Fancroft

A Better Brand of Tennis TRETORN
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Glass Houses Department

“[The porn] explosion is taking place
in a highly litevate society with the tech-
nological means and marketing talent to
disseminate it. It ts that collision of cul-
ture and commerce that creales con-
cern.”—Time cover story, April 5, 1976.

We at rLAVBOY are concerned, oo, and
that's why we'd like to thank the lolks
at Tume for bringing the “porno plague”
to our attention. We'd also like to thank
them for putting Cher in a see-through
dress on the cover ol a recent bestselling
issue and for publishing photographs
as an educationil aid to right-thinking
people—so they'll know what not to look

at, of course. A samplig ol those pictures,
culled Irom the last
printed here.

year or so, Is re-

Marilyn Chambers, Time, March 29, 1976.

In its cover story, aside from scolding
PLAYBOY “‘and its far crasser imitators,”
Time listed the cable-TV program Aid-
night Blue among the sexual offenders.
Creitted by Screw publisher Al Goldstein,

)

Marisa Berenson, Time, November 17, 1975.

Anna Douking, Time, September 29, 1975.

Blue is shown on Manhattan Cable Com-
pany's Channel | and features solt-core
porn. Time explained in an embarrassed
footnote that Munhatian Cable is “un-
happy” about Midnight Blue but can do

Paloma Picasso, Time, March 8, 1976.

Bette Midler, Time, March 1, 1976.

nothing about it because the rules gov-
erning public-access television are too
vague. Lo its credit, and to the readers
delight. Tiome admitted that Manhattan
Cable is a subsichiary of Time, Inc.
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There’s fishing. And then there’s 5

There’s whisky.

CANADIAN WHISKY. A BLEND OF CARAOA'S FINEST WHISKIES. 6 YEARS OLD. 86,8 PRDDF. SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO.. N.Y.C.
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Without warning, in the middle of
my 30s, I had a breakdown of nerve,”
Gail Sheehy writes in Passages: The Pre-
dictable Crises of Adult Life (Dutton). A
woman who knew herself as a successful
and enterprising journalist suddenly be-
came so mesmerized in a personal night-
mare of doubts and fears that she was
incapable of any act of will more de-
manding than watching TV. “That's it,”
she finally said to hersell. “I've come
unstuck . . . I was hanging on to shreds
and I knew it.”

When she finally got her nerve back,
she set out to research a book on the
phenomenon of the “midlife crisis” she
had experienced so dramatically. But
what she discovered was that men, women
and couples are, at every age, experienc
ing certain predictable internal changes
that cause stress on family, careers, cre-
ativity and sexuality. “During the 20s”
Sheehy writes, “when a man gains con-
fidence by leaps and bounds, a married
woman is usually losing the superior as-
surance she once had as an adolescent.
When a man passes 30 and wants to
settle down, a woman is often becoming
restless, And just at the point around
40, when a man feels himself to be
standing on a precipice, his strength,
power, dreams and illusions slipping
awiy beneath him, his wife is likely to
be brimming with ambition to dimb
her own mountain.” This is not a self-
help book offering advice on how to
cope with these crises; Sheehy merely
describes what they are, when you might
expect them and what kinds of effects
they've had on other people’s lives. Her
categories are as mmprecise as life itself:
The changes some people go through at
28 or 38 might not be felt by others
until 32 or 42. But, she argues con-
vincingly, there are definite stages in
every adult life and when one under-
stands what they are, they can be made
casier to pass through.

°

In 1974, with the publication of his
sccond novel. The Fan Man, William
Kotzwinkle emerged as the best Horse
Badorties writer this counuy had yet
produced. To understand what a Horse
Badorties writer is, however, one must
read about The Fan Man, whose name
is Horse Badorties. Put simply, it is
probably the [unniest book to emerge
from the Sixties experience and the only
one that has successfully represented the
whole dope-hippiefilth culture (*Yes,
man, even my roaches have roaches”).

Later that year, Kotzwinkle wrote
Nightbook, a religious—sexual-fantasy
novel, and Avon republished his Elephant
Bangs Train, a collection of short stories
that indudes The Doorman, a Dbril
liant sketch of a schizophrenic. Although

““That's it,” Sheehy finally
said to herself. ‘I've come
unstuck. ..l was hanging on to
shreds and | knew it." ™

New from Kotzwinkle, a fink rat.

these and his first novel, Hermes
3000, had clearly established Kotzwinkle
as a major American writer, no one
really noticed. He was labeled an
offbeat humorist and those samples of
his work that appeared in magazines
tended to be erratic. But he had gained
a large underground following. In 1975,
Avon issued the short novel Swimmer
in the Secret Sea, which, for the first
time, proved that Kotzwinkle had what
it. takes to be more than just funny:
People who read it cried.

His new book, Decter Rat (Knopf), will
be called Orwellian. It is told aliernarely
from the point of view of a fascist
laboratory rat, who, in the name of

science, directs the systematic torture and
murder of his fellow lab animals, and
from the point of view of other animals
roaming free in the world. When the
free animals stage a revolution to re-
lease the captured ones, naturally the
humans get in on the act. Doclor Rat,
like all didactic novels, has its problems.
Disncy isn’t going to pick it up for a
feature-length cartoon; neither is Roman
Polanski. But Kotzwinkle is out there
producing an enormous amount of
writing; he’s someone to contend with.
°
Oriana Fallaci is the Italian journalist
who drew from Henry Kissinger his most
memorable sell-description: “Americans
like the cowboy . . . who rides all alone

into the town [and] this amazing,

romanticcharacter suits me precisely.”
That quote shot around the world at the
speed of sound, inspiring editorial cartoon-
ists everywhere to portray Kissinger riding
into the Middle East on horseback. It
inspired Kissinger himself to say that
agreeing to see Fallaci was “the stupidest
thing in my life.”

One of the most gilted and determined
interviewers alive, Fallaci routinely pries
out of the high and the mighty much
more than they mean to tell a journalist.
A dozen of her interviews with the power-
ful (including Kissinger and the Shah of
Iran) and ex-powerful (Thicu, Golda
Meir) have been collected in Interview with
History (Norton), and every one will show
you a lot that you didn‘t know before.
If you've been wondering why the world
is in such a mess, you will get many en-
lightening answers from these classic self:
portraits of the people who run it

L ]

f Hear America Swinging (Little, Brown)
is Peter De Vries's celebration of sex in
the Midwest. The setting of this fractured
fairy tail is a small town in rural lowa.
Upwardly mobile farmers vefuse 1o dust
crops (“Oh, the maid will dust them”).
Cracker-barrel philosophers debate the
classics (“‘Caught with your Kierkegaard
down that time?”). Cousin Clem. the rural
art critic, leads crowds past paintings sing-
ing “Hello, Dali.”" Novice mauriage coun-
selor Bill Bumpers arrives to referee the
town’s attempt at a sexual revolution. If
you think animal husbandry is something
you study before attempting a ménage a
trois, this is the book for you. The erotic
couplings border on the slapstick. A
group of swingers calling itself the Bare-
devils holds tag-team orgies. College girls,
the victims of no-fault pregnancies, re-
ceive course credit for illegitimate child-
birth. The Midwest will never be the

Same.
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SELECTED SHORTS

insights and outcries on matters large and small

FORBIDDEN
WOIRDS

By Thom Racina

soME TIME AGO, I heard the word bull-
shit on the William F. Buckley. Jr.. show.
I'm wmot kidding. Jimmy DBreslin was
Buckley's guest and they were talking
about New York City's problems. The
conversation was intelligent. Intelligent
[ was expecting. It was witty. Witty 1
was expecting. It was dirty. Dirty? Wil
liam F. Buckley, dirty? I wasn’t expecting
dirty. Someone in the studio audience
had asked an ordmarily clean question
and casually edged in the word bullshit.

It wasn't bleeped out. No one reacted.
Giggles? None. Blushes? Nov unless you
turned the color knob on your TV set to
RED. At the very least, you would have
expected Buckley to make a quick, dev-
astatingly acute aside. He didn’t. Buckley
and Breslin nodded at the question and
went at each other’s throats.

That was it. It wasn’t dirty. They said
bullshit on TV and it wasn't dirty. I
felt cheated.

It was then I realized: There are no
more dirty words. Fuck? An ex-President
said fuck in the fucking White House
many fucking times, Cuni? Ho-hum.
Cock? Yawn.,

But 1 think there should be dirty
words again. What would it be like if
the children—my children or your chil-
dren or even the neighbors” runny-nosed,
disgusting brats—grew up and there
wasn't fuck anymore or a suitable
equivalent?

I say let’'s put dirty back into dirty
words.

That's why I'm presenting a program
to make female relatives blush again. I'm
going to find a way to stun the good
priest in the confessional. A new way to
put your balls on straight. Announcing:

THREE WAYS TO PUT DIRTY
BACK INTO DIRTY WORDS

1. Put the grandeur back. Maybe you
remember that even before you could
read, you saw certain words written on
siddewalks and walls whenever you left
the house. When you asked your adoring
mother what the word meant, she cagged.
It was, she said, a very bard word and
she didn’t know what it spelled. Or she
forgot her glasses. Or it was a word lor
grownups. That was a dead giveaway. It
just about defined what a dirty word
was and made it seem all the dirtier.

Then, once you were able to read for
yoursell, little idiot that you were, you
could experience the delight ol Mrs.
Hanorah, your teacher from the third
grade, seven months® preggers, walking by
an cight-foot-high Fuck in the schoolyard.

Look at the walls of the city today:
PACHINKO 118, DYN-O-MITE IV. JOY MAN 2.
The dirty words have been squeezed out
by a roster of the nicknames of ghetto
adolescents that grows in tropical profu-
sion year after year. Subway trains are
decorated with rainhows. Theyre still
trying to wash GET oUT oF cAMBoDIA off
brick walls. It's not very exciting. Occa-
sionally, you'll see a ruck. It seems al-
most nostalgic. And kind of naive.

What do we neced. then? A new re-

spect. Fuck and twat and boner need to
be wreated with some honor. Perhaps awe.
The kind of admiration and appeal that
sells Chevrolets and elects U. S, Senators.
The kind that only Madison Avenue
money can buy.

Billboards. We need to see dirty words
written on the biggest of billboards. (For-
give me, Lady Bird) We nced filthy
nasties up there in signs designed by
the greatest designers in the world. Give
dirty words some class. (“Did you see
the Bill Bliss vonc yet? “No, but
they're puuing up the Cardin suck
round the corner.”) Somebody should go
out and see il the people doing the 7-UP
campaign are available.

Families in their station wagons riding
the interstate should have the option of
reading STOOKEY'S PECAN FRIED FUCKIN'
Goob CHICKEN once in a while and some-

Thom Racina is a freelance writer
and thus a student of words, both clean
and dirty.

thing like MAKE THE BITCH COME—KING-
SIZE BEDS—CROYDEN INN, ALBUQUERQUE.
The Sunset Strip, L.A’s billboard para-
dise, should be an authentic alfresco hall
of fame for obscenities. The first honor
goes to a 20/ x H(Y suck MY CLIT in neon,
Look [or it this fall.

Along with billboards, as long as we're
talking about grandeur, I suggest an in-
tensive  skywriting  campaign.  Suspense
builds up while people on the ground wy
to put the letters together into meaning-
ful words. Girl to boy on hot beach:
“OK. What have we got so [ar? E-A-T,
eat. M-Y, my. S-N-A-T, snmat. Snar?
Honey, what's snat? 1 don’t . . . oh.
there’s more. C. OK, and the next letter
is I. No, wait. there’s a crossbar . . . H.
It’s an H. $:-N-A-T-C-H. Eat my snatch,
cat my snatch. Oh, my God, what am |
saying? That's so dirgy!™”

Boy to girl: “Yes. But wait till you see
what that other plane is spelling: F-U. .. ."

2. Put the sleaze back. What's annoy-
ing about respectable people—such as
Buckley—condoning dirty language so
casually is that you wonder what to do
when you want to get into a litde filth
yoursell. Now that the Republicans have
appropriated bad language, toss around a
few traditionally taboo four-letter jobbers
and you’ll sound like an up-and-coming
White House staffer who wears a tie,
not a sailor’s parrot.

But good news! Observation has shown,
I'm delighied 1o say, that vou can make the
old-fashioned no-nos sound like the latest
in raunch il you remember a hittle trick:

Use a foreign accent.

Try this easy test. In your normal
voice, say. “By the way, would you he
interested in fucking my sister?” Sounds
like you're helping your sister out and
arranging a date with your college room
mate for her, doesn’t it? Pretty dull and
normal. huh? And—most importantly—
it doesn’t sound dirty.

This time, use an accent. Try this ex-
ample: “Hey, mon, you want to fock my
seester:” Good, right? Filthy, huh? Just
like being in Juirez.

Try to sound like your average illegal
alien hiding in the trunk of a beatup
Mustang. And don’t worry; even il
you're terrible with dialects, anything
that sounds vaguely south of the border
or overscas will do. “You wan flockee my
sisler?* has guaranteed gutter appeal,
as does “Fluckink my sisturr, you vant,
ves, no, meeber™

3. Put the wonder back. The problem
is that dirty words have become ordinary.
They slip in and out of normal conversa-
tion. They're unnoticed, unfelt, unappre-
ciated. Still, there's a big portion of our
population that loves to talk dirty. Small



children. Call a five-ycarold a pee-pee
head and you've got a five-year-old run-
ning around the room laughing and
screaming. Call a 30-year-old professional
type a piss brain and he’ll ask you if he
can pour you another drink. Big deal.

What have these kids got that we
haven’t? I could answer that in one word,
but I won't. A naive sense of the power
of talking dirty, that's what they've got.
(I was going to say they're horny.) Talk-
ing dirty is new to them, so they ap-
proach it with a sense of wonder. For
them, the words have just been hatched.
The ink is still wet.

So, obviously, the way for us to make
talking dirty a meaningful experience
again is to talk like your basic five-year-
old i the sandbox, or wherever the
hell it is kids play today. People will
notice.

Say you're out with Gloria. Tell
Gloria that she has great mee-mees and
her ta-ta is about to make you ooshy all
over cverything,
Will Gloria love
that? Gloria prob-
ably won't under-
stand what you're
saying, but you
and Gloria never

talk much, any-
way.
How's your

dinkle? Show me
your river maker!
You look like
number two. Can
I watch you tin-
kle2 'When  you
come down to the
facts about dirty
baby talk, there
are two categories.
The first sounds
like varieties of
Bratwurst—hei-
nie (ass), penie and wienie (both cock).
The sccond names one sort of excretion or
another—poo-poo, poop, just plain poo,
caca, pee-pee  (quite widespread, this
one), number one (the [orerunner of
number two), whizz and cowpies. And
don’t forget one of the filthiest expres-
sions of all time—number three. There's
no doubt that if the member of the audi-
ence at Buckley's show had said cow’s poo-
poo instead of bullshit, Buckley would
have had to comment.

Just one last thing: Next uime some-
one talks dirty on TV, call up the sta-
tion, write to your Congressman, picket
the FCC. Make them stop. Either that or
“Stick it up your ass” will be an extinct
form ol expression.

FOIRBDDEN
CAMES

By Garry Wills

G. K. CHESTERTON said the beginning
of wisdom with regard to sex is the reali-
zation that we are all a little crazy on the
subject. Sex has magic in it, to turn back
upon even the most skilllul sorcerer.
That 1s why human cultures have found
such a variety ol interesting ways to go
sexually bonkers. Some claim the current
way is by an unresisted, unquestioning
permissiveness. Is there anything to that,
or even any sensible way of talking
about it?

Sex casily gets tangled up with other
demonic, magically driving things—
religion, money, politics, ambition, pride.

The feminists perform a valuable service
when they remind us how often sex is
used to dominate or exploit others, make
them objects to be possessed, traded, used
in weird ego games. On the other hand, if
sex is totally demysticized, shred of all
its demonic side, made casual as a hand-
shake, one loses, to begin with, Romeo
and Juliet—a heavy price to pay.

There are some entirely worldly argu-
ments lor a measure of asceticism with
regard to sex—e.g., Herbert Marcuse’s
attack on “desublimation,” the diffusion
of higher purpose in vagucly omnipresent
titillation. The rinsing contact with real

Garry Wills, a Catholic, is a syndicated
columnist and contributor to PLAYBOY
who has taken on the Pope before,

saints is inspiriting because of their white-
hot clarity of motive. They play no half-
confessed power games with people,
teasing or challenging, testing egos.

Is the modern world capable of main-
taining any taboo in the area of sex—
not only a minimal privacy, or fidelity
within “serial monogamy,” but the taboo,
say, against incest? Who can aredibly dis-
cuss such a question in our age that
boasts ol its frankness? The willingness
to discuss with anyone the most intimate
matters all too often destroys what little
meaning was left to the very word inti-
mucy. If love means only sex, and sex has
lost all mystery, one is reduced to playing
endless games in which one “scores”
meaningless points. No wonder some
women, the new nuns of feminism, can
find no way to play this game with any
dignity.

One might have hoped for uscful chal-
lenge to a merely trendy permissiveness
from religious leaders called to oppose
“the world.” The
ancient office of
the Pope might,
for instance, have
acquired some wis-
dom along with
age; it might have
had something to
tell us that is
important. precise-
ly because it is
“out of date.” But,
unfortunately, the
'apacy has been
using sex in one
of the drearier
power games  of
our time. The Vat-
ican's recent Dec
laration on Sexual
Ethics just further
trivializes both sex
and the Vatican.
The Pope has chosen to take a stand
that he himself undercuts with cach fresh
assertion of his reasons, On issue after
issue—contraception, married priesthood,
women priests—Catholics realize that the
Pope no longer talks even basic sense,
much less revealed truth. There can be
no better example of the way sex is
used in power games and assertions of
authority.

It was hoped by some Catholics that
the loss of the Pope’s temporal realms
would remove the causes of corruprion in
the Papacy; that the Pope would depend
on moral suasion alone, on sancrity,
example and the Gospel. But a subtler
corruption set in almost at once. Modern
Popes staked out intellectual turl to be
held at all costs, as a point of pride in
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office. The very man who lost the Papal
States, Pius IX, manecuvered the first
Vatican Council into declaring him in-
fallible, and the vast energies of the
Church were expended for a century in
buttressing that claim. Being Pope meant
never having to say you were wrong.
Other parts of the Christian tradition,
including the Gospels, were neglected in
preoccupation with the claims of papal
authority.

But by now, every further claim the
Pope makes just cancels authority, even
among Catholics. The spectacular fall-
off in Catholic church attendance is di-
rectly traceable to disagreement with the
Pope’s letter on contraception, Humanae
Vitae (1968). This is not the result of any
desertion of the relorm spirit atwributed
to “good Pope John.” John XXIII (who
wanted to canonize Pius IX) took the
issue of contraception away from the
assembled council fathers at Vatican 1I.
He set up a special commission directly
responsible to him and stacked it with
“sale” types who could be counted on to
reaffirm the ban against contraception.

A majority in that commission did
begin with a belief that what was ex-
pected from them was a partial exception
for the pill when that was used to “sup-
port” nature (regularize the menstrual
cycle, etc). But the more the members
looked at the naturallaw argument
against contraception, the more indefen-
sible it became. Those Catholics, all dis-
tinguished for loyalty to the Church, came
out resoundingly against the old teach-
ing—so the Pope suppressed the major-
ity report, dismissed the commission and
wrote Humanae Vitae. He was embarked
on a ruinous and apparently irreversible
attempt to convince by mere assertion.

Why could the Pope not back off, not
change course? Because that would show
fallibility? But the ban on contraception
was not in the most technical sense de-
fined. There were ways of obviating that
problem. Much harder would be the
admission that the whole creaky machin-
ery of naturallaw teaching, which had
been largely tailored to support the
opposition to contraception, was intel-
lectually dishonest; that the vast and ex-
pensive training of priests was perverted
in the philosophy it relied on for inter-
preting theology; that the Catholic school
system was engaged in trying to justily
the unjustifiable.

Yet all these things were true—and the
Pope’s loss of authority with his own theo-
logians demonstrated their truth. There
is a double standard, now, in what the
Church teaches from Rome and what it
insists on in the confessional. The bur-
den on the candor and credibility of
bishops and priests becomes more insup-
portable every day—and the Pope
plunges on in this folly, proving that

when an institution loses its hold on men,
everything done to increase that hold just
loosens it further.

On abortion, many Catholics as well as
others feel that a fetus is not simply a
part of the woman'’s body. But the moral
claim of the Pope to teach in this area
has been dissipated by his condemnation
of all contraceptives. For one of the
things to be observed about abortion is
that it is the least desirable form of
birth control. The Pope cannot make this
argument, since he has attacked every
form of contraception.

The new decdaration retraces the
suicidal course so well marked out. It
actually cites the one serious argument
that might put limits on wholesale ap-
proval of masturbation—but only to
reject that argument. Is there a point at
which experimentation with one's own
body becomes a fixation on it—as strip-
pers and other sexual performers are said
to be making love to themselves, solip-
sistically—so that sex, rather than open-
ing out toward others, closes one in? The
declaration rejects these considerations,
based on the depersonalizing of sex, to
insist on “the finality of the sexual fac-
ulty"—i.e.,, the procreative use of sex.
Masturbation is wrong, says the Pope,
because that is no way to have babies.
(Many people would now find that a
recommendation, not a prohibition.)

On homosexuality, our culture has not
worked out the delicate kind of balance
reached in the matter of marital iidelity—
i.c, the encouragement of a general
social norm along with a humane attitude
toward offenders against that norm. One
reason is that the general loss of intimacy
about all sexual matters, starting with the
heterosexual, makes it difficult to weat
homosexuality as a private matter any
more. But the Pope offers us no help in
working out this problem; all he can do
is remind us that homosexuality, too, is
no way to have babies.

With regard to premarital sex. the
danger most people can recognize is the
divorcing of sex from love if sex is
made the most casual kind of human com-
merce, as idle as a conversation. But the
Pope cannot discuss real problems like
that; he is too anxious to note that “most
often” those engaging in premarital sex
use contraceptives to “exclude the pos-
sibility of children.” The Pope has only
one little tune to play—but it is Joshua's
wumpet song for bringing down the
walls of his own empire.

The Vatican has succeeded in compos-
ing an X-rated declaration. It really should
be kept out of the hands and minds ol
the young. It is dirty, as most power
games are. We must turn to serious
works to understand the serious problems
of sex—works like Romeo and [ulicl.
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_For the price of
an imitation sports car,
you can own the
real thing.

There are a lot of spiffy looking
little economy cars around today mas-
querading as sports cars.

They drip with “features” like non-
functioning hood scoops. And
imitation racing mirrors. And tach-
ometers for automatic transmissions.

The problem is that by the time
you've added all the sporty options,
you've also added a small fortune to the
price of the car.

And you still don’t have a sports
car. Only an economy car that vaguely
resembles one.

Obviously, we have a solution. In
fact, we have two.

The Fiat X1/9. Or the 124 Spider.
Instead of tires with raised white
letters to make the car look better,youlll
find radial tires. To make it drive better.
Instead of a pseudo racing steer-

ing wheel, you'll get rack-and-pinion
steering on the X1/9. The kind used in
racing cars.

And instead of being impressed
with a fancy racing stripe on the hood,
you'll be impressed by what we've put
undemeath it.

Car rental, leasing, and overseas delivery arranged through your paruciparting dealer.™

Because where we come from, a
sports car isn’t a sports car because of
the way it looks.

It's asports car because of the way
itdrives.

Which should explain why the
124 Spider comes with a five-speed
transmission. And a dual overhead cam
engine. And four-wheel disc brakes.

It mightalso begin to explain why
the X1/9, one of but seven mid-engine
cars in the world, was named one of the
ten best cars in the world last year by
Road and Track magazine.

Of course, we still think sports cars
have to look like sports cars. In the land
of Ferrari, ugly doesn’t sell.

So we got the people who design
Ferraris to design both these Fiats.

Look at it this way.

If you're going to spend real money
on a sports car, the least you should end
up with is a real one.

[F/1/A/T)

A lot of car. Not a lot of money.
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My girlfriend likes to make love stand-
ing up. She claims the position allows
her as much control as the much-touted
woman-on-top ]msilion, pius it has the
added benefit of pressure: With her
back to the wall, she enjoys the feeling
ol being caught between a rock and
a hard place. I must admit that the
position does have its advantages—we
have made love in showers, in tele-
phone booths, in self-service clevators, in
hallways and in rest rooms on airplanes.
When we experimented with bondage
and discipline, instead of tying her
spread-cagled on a bed, 1 handcuffed her
to i chinning bar and did it in a doorway.
As long as she gets off on it, I'm willing to
go along, but it’s gotten to the point that
we almost never do it in bed. My question
1s this: Is she weard?>—D. D., Detrot,
Michigan.

No; she’s just the right size. Obuiously,
the position doesn’t work for cveryone. If
you were 5'1" and she were 6'2", or vice
versa, we doubl if she would be partial to
the perpendicular. Go to it: What better
way lo ensure an encore than a standing
ovalion?

B live in an apartment building with
cardboard walls and floors. Consequent-
ly, I am unable to play my stereo at full
volume, as God and Phil Spector in-
tended. (The volume control never goes
past three on a scale ol ten.) To com-
pensate for the lack of power, I usually
turn on the loudness contour. The music
seems louder, or at least fuller. How does
it work? Can I blow out a speaker if I
turn up the volume with the loudness
switch on?>—R. S., San Francisco, Cali-
fornia.

Probably not. When you listen {o a
slereo system that is being played at less
than concert-hall volume, you tend not to
hear low or high tones. The loudness
contour boosts the bass and high-treble
responses al low volumes, thus producing
a fuller sound. Increase the volume to
normal levels and the signal should re-
turn lo a flat response, al least in theory:
You may find that if you leave the loud-
ness conlour on at high volumes, the
sound will have too much bass or loo
much treble. But by that time, you will
be deaf and won’t notice the difference.

H:n'(’. you heard anvthing about mas-
sage parlors that cater 1o women? One
of the guys 1 work with claims that the
last time he went to New York looking
for cheap thrills, he discovered that his
favorite house ol ill repute and/or
leisure spa had been converted into a
unisexual bath and offered services for

both men and women. Women have to
call ahead for an appointment, but once
there, they have their choice of a staff of
male masseurs. This strikes me as the
archetypal 1 was a stud for hire” fan-
tasy. Il it were true, why didn’t the guy
apply for a job? Also, why would a
woman pay for something when there
are so many volunteers who would do
it for freer—W. E, Trenton,
Jersey.

Is nothing sacred? Next thing you
know, they'll be asking for the wole.

l\- cw

There are massage parlors for women in
several large cities—{ proof, perhaps, that
we don’t really need the E.R.A.). The ads
in underground papers are not that dif-
fereni from male parlors’: They promise
to fulfill faniasies, intoxicale senses, elc.
Clicnts sign up for a basic one- or lwo-
hour program that includes such sensual
delights as a hot-oil massage, a needle-
point shower, a sauna, a champagne
bubble bath and a wvibrator massage.
Exiras are awvailable for an additional
fee and include such items as a discus-
sion of Onriental lilerature, orval sex,
advanced macramé, a bit of the old in
and out. Not all of the massage parlors
offer sex: According to one report, the
masseur “gives a woman wonderful fore-
play and tervific afterplay, but he leaves
out the cenler.” Apparvently, thal's
enough. Women enjoy being the divided
center of attention. They are willing lo
pay for the luxury of sensuousness with-
out explicit sex. You may prefer to have

your cake and cat it, loo, bul we can
see thar poini. Just imagine the feeling
of lubricous fingers lweaking erect nip-
ples, the texture of a sponge lLightly
scrubbing an inner thigh for hours on
end. If you like the fantasy, why not give
your girlfriend a gift cevlificate, or do it
yourself. Just remember the motto “The
customer comes first, second, third” and
youw'll be in the money.

At a party recently, I noticed a2 man
wearing an odd sterlingsilver ring on a
chain around his neck. He explained
that it was a cock ring. Worn around
the pents, it supposedly prolongs imter-
course and stimulates the woman's cli-
toris. He said that a girlfriend had given
it to him as a love token. Can you pro-
vide further information?—D. M., Cleve-
land, Ohio.

Cock rings have been in exislence for
centuries: Ancient evolic painiings from
China and Japan show the devices in use.
Gold and silver cock nings are de rigueur
for today’s rig, but the devices have also
been made from ivory, leather, plastic or
rubber. When placed at the base of the
penis, the ring seals off the corpora
cavernosa (the areas that fill with blood
during evection) and prolongs the period
of detumescence thai follows ejaculation.
Doctors suggest that the device be used
only as an ornament. If you leave the
ring on loo long, it can damage del-
tcate erectile tissues in the penis. As
for stimulating the clitoris—the chances
are just as great that you'll end up
bruising your lover. You say that the guy
received the ving as a gift from his girl-
friend? What did he give her in veturn—
a vibrator with a bandolier of batteries?

c:m you help me make sense of the
American  system  of labeling  wines?
Exactly what do you get when you buy
a California varietal wine, such as ca-
bernet sauvignon or chenin blanc? In
Europe, wine makers follow a system of
appellation  contrélée—ihe label tells
you the specific region in which the
grapes were grown and, il you are [a-
miliar with the region, you should be able
to ascertain the quality ol the wine. The
California wines don’t seem 1o bhe that
specific. Are there any cues?—D. T, St.
Lous, Missouri.

The few rules that govern the labeling
of California wines are nowhere nearly as
sivict as the French appellation controlée
laws. Simple generic wines, such as Cali-
fornia Burgundy or Chablis, can be made
from grapes grown anywheve in the
state. To qualify as a varvietal wine, such
as cabernel sauvignon or ruby cabernet,
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the botile need contain only 51 percent
of the named grape—the vest of the
wine can come from other varicties, in-
cluding raisin and table grapes. Your
safest bet s to acquaint yowrself with
varielal wines that bear the name of a
county, such as Napa chenin blanc. At
least 75 percent of the grapes used have to
come from the specific vegion. As a rule,
wines from the coastal counties have morve
character than those made from grapes
grown in the holler Centval Valley. But
then, a rosé by any name is sitll worth
drinking.

A o weeks ago, I was looking at a
Geological Survey map of the Appala-
chian Trail and planning my vacation. I
noticed that not all of the peaks had
names and I began to wonder il it was
possible to grab a bit of immortality by
affixing my own sensational surname to
one of those lonely mountains. If so,
what is the procedurer—V. L. D., Mill-
ville, New Jersey.

Believe it or nol, it is possible to
play name-it-and-claim-it with America,
as long as you don’t use your own name.
There ave hundréds of unadopted moun-
lains within the continental United
States just standing there awaiting vec-
ognition. The procedure is fairly simple:
Study a U.S. Geological Survey lopo-
graphic map and pick a peak that appeals
to you. Wrilte to the chamber of commerce
or county clerk in a nearby town and find
out if there is an unofficial name by which
the mountain is known. If not, let your
imagination roam. Perhaps there is an un-
usual rock formation that you would like
to fealure. Does the mountain remind you
of your mother-in-law? Obscene appella-
tions are unacceptable, as arve the names
of living persons. Send your suggestion o
Donald J. Orth, Executive Secretary of
Domestic Geographic Names, U.S.G.S.
National Center, Mail Stop 523, 12201
Sunrise Valley Drive, Reston, Virginia
22092. After your nomination has been
checked by the board for local accept-
ance (and for possible duplication), it
will be added to the official roster of
geographic listings. Approximately 1000
new names are approved annually, so
yelept away.

Tllcre I was, eating ice aecam outside
a restaurant in Boston, when 1 saw this
beautiful blonde walk by. I said 1o
mysell, “Self, should I go up to her?"” Self
said, “She probably has a boylriend and
would not want to be bothered.” T said,
“Self, go fuck yourself,” and approached
the girl, anyway. We exchanged phone
numbers. I called her and we started dat-
ing. In less than a month, we have grown
close. I did a photo shooting of her that
resulted in her getting a job with a
modeling agency. When we walk, she
will touch me, muss my hair, study my

face and admit that T am attractive to
her. When we drive somewhere in my
car, we sing along with the radio—she is
amazed that T know what song is coming
on just by hearing the first notes. We
get along except for onc thing: She does
have a boyfricnd and does not want to
be bothered. The only thing I know
about the guy is that he puts money into
her checking account and that he is pay-
ing $4000 a year for her tuition. Things
aren’t going well between them, but she
doesn’t want to do anything that would
complicate the situation. Like sex. It's
obvious the guy is keeping her. I don't
hive moncy, but I can offer her friend-
ship and tender loving care. What should
I do to win this girl>—C. ]., Boston,
Massachusetts.

Does she have a crescent-shaped birth-
mark on her left shoulder? That's one of
our girlfriends and you belter walch your
ass. Seriously, don’t knock the competi-
tion. Slander won’t land hev. The guy
has qualities other than a large bank
account; otherwise, your mew friend
would be more inclined to make love to
you. Her reluctance suggests an emotion-
al commitment beyond gratitude for
financial support. Don’t pressure her (i
doesn’t pay to fight unless you are a
good loscr). She is a free agent and she
will make her own decision., Live with
it. Just remember: The only cure for a
woman is another woman. If just being
yourself fails, go back to the restaurant
and try one of the other flavors.

Bicycling through the local park is
quite relaxing, but I'm not sure I'm
getting the most out of my ten-speed. For
the most part, I ride in the top five
gears—mever shifting Irom the large
chain wheel to the small one. Semipro-
racer types who pass me glance down at
my rear wheel to sce what gear I'm in,
look at my kneecaps to sce how fast I'm
pedaling, then shake their heads and
shout something about cadence and
learning my gear numbers. What are
they talking abour?—S. K., San Diego,
California.

Gear numbers are the secrel lo the len-
speed game of rushing roulette. Pull out
your pockel calculator and do the fol-
lowing: Count the number of teeth on
one of the forward chain wheels, divide
by the number of teeth on one of the
five rear free-wheel gear clusters, then
multiply by the diameler of the Dbicycle
wheel (¢.g., 27 inches). Repeat for each
of the ten gear combinations: The result-
ing figures are your gear numbers. Alpine
bikes (designed for viding in the moun-
tains) have gear numbers that begin in
the low 30s. Touring bikes have gear
numbers that range from the mid-30s to
around 100. Racing bikes have ranges
from the high 505 into the 100s. Now, if
you mulliply the gear number by 3.14, you

will have the number of inches the bike
travels with each revolution of the pedal
in that gear. (Still with us?) Now mul-
tiply that number by your cadence (the
number of sirokes, or revolutions, You
make per minute) and you will have your
speed in inches per minute. Good riders
try to maintain a constant cadence (65
for beginners, over 100 for racers) rather
than a constant speed. To do so, they
must respond to changes in terrain with
smooth gear changes. If you use just the
five gears off the large chain wheel, you
may be viding inefficiently. On most bikes,
gear numbers are not arranged in a linear
progression—you cannot go from gears
one to five on the small chain wheel and
then shift to the large one for gears six to
ten. You have to shift back and forth be-
tween the two front sprockets for smooth
riding. Now when you ease past begin-
ners, you can glance down ai their knee-
caps and shake your head knowingly.

A tiena claims that sperm banks ac-
tually pay contributors. Is this true? The
economy may be down, but I'm nor: I
could sec capitalizing on a renewable re-
source. How do I go about itz—K. W,,
Topeka, Kansas,

Donors do receive payment. The average
is around $20-825 per ejaculate, which
is nol bad for piecework. It sure beals
giving blood. You don’t sce sperm banks
appealing for new accounts on TV for a
reason: The medical profession has cor-
nered the market on donors. It has been
suggested that the A.M.A. wanits to re-
create mankind in its own image, but
there are other reasons. Residents, interns
and students are readily available—par-
ticularly in large hospitals, where the fer-
tlity units (the euphemism for sperm
banks) are usually located. Next time you
see your doctor, ask him how he worked
his way through medical school. Sperm
banks ave not regulated by Federal or
state law, so practices may vary from
hospital to hospital. In general, would-be
donors must go through a thorough tesi-
ing and give a complete medical history.
You cannot just walk in off the street and
make a deposit nor can you bank by mail.
Fast performance counis: Most banks re-
quire that a donor be married and that
le be the father of a healthy child. For
a list of banks in your area, consult your
doclor.

All reasonable questions—from fash
ion, food and drink, steveo and sports
cars to daling dilemmas, laste and eti-
quette—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addyessed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Micl-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinots 60611. The
most provocalive, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continuing dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

SIN CITY REVISITED

In 1971, praysoy published an article
about the incredibly high rate of forni-
cation prosecutions in Sheboygan, Wis-
consin. The article described how one
teacher killed himself after his reputa-
tion was ruined by such a prosecution
and he was unable o find a job. The dis-
wict attorney at the time was Lance B.
Jones, who claimed the police were per-
lectly justified in their harassment of
unwed couples for having intercourse.

Well, D.A. Jones is still in office and
fornicators are still being dragged into
court. I've just read in The Sheboygan
Press that the district attorney’s oflice
issued a complaint against a young woman
for having sexual relations with two
men. The woman was found guilty of
“lewd and lascivious conduct,” her name
and address were published in the news-
paper and she was fined 550.

What will it take to bring this city
into the 20th Centwry? Please withhold
my name; 1 don’t want Jones and his
pussy patrol coming alter me.

{Name withheld by request)
Sheboygan, Wisconsin

REFORM IN CALIFORNIA

I have the honor of being one of
the first people busted in Santa Barbara
County under the new California law
that makes possession of an ounce or
less of the Devil’'s weed a misdemeanor
punishable by no more than a $100 fine.
I was caught when my girlfriend and I
were smoking and skinny-dipping in a
secluded spot in the Santa Ynez Moun-
tains. We had hiked in over a mile, uphill
the entire way, after dusk, and there was
no one for miles around.

Members of the Santa Barbara County
sherif’s department saw my empLy car
parked at the bouom of the grade and
took it upon themselves to investigate.
We were found in a rather compromising
position and the boys in blue had no
sympathy in their hearts for these two
consenting adults. If this is reform, 1
am incalculably happy that I wasn’t
busted six days earlier, belore the new
law went into effect.

(Name withheld by request)
Isla Vista, Calilornia

ABSINTHE MINDED

Recently, a professional Iriend sent
me a copy of Nature, the respected sci-
entific weekly, and while I was thumbing
through it, an article titled “Marijuana,
Absinthe and the Central Nervous System™

caught my eye. It mentions the simi-
larities between the psychological el-
fects reported by users of absinthe and
marijuana. There in the [ootnotes is my
[avorite magazine, PLAYBOY, being credit-
ed for information gleaned [from a 1971
article by Maurice Zolotow on absinthe.
Keep up the good work.

M. Brennan

Chicago, Illinois

SANTA ANA’S CLAUSE

The Santa Ana City Council has passed
an ordinance that will, in effect, permit
its members to act as that city's film

““As many people do, I've
often wondered what 1t
would be like to act
m a porno movie.”

censors and to close theaters that in their
opinion show “lewd” movies, This op-
pressive action was inspired by a group
calling itsell Cirizens Opposing Pornog-
raphy (COP), which picketed a local
theater for 65 consecutive nights to dem-
onstrate its opposition to pornographic
movies being shown there.

It never ceases to amaze me that small

bands of self-proclaimed do-gooders can
so blithely and selfrighteously demon-
strate against one of our most important
constitutional rights: frecdom of expres-
sion. It brings to mind a survey that was
taken a few years ago in which people ap-
proached at random were read each of the
first ten amendments to the Constitution,
otherwise known as the Bill of Rights but
for the purposes of the survey not identi-
fied as such. When asked whether they
would support passage of these ideas into
law, a majority said no, totally unaware (or
in spite of the fact) that they already
were a vital part of our law. If those of
us who understand and cherish our con-
stitutional rights don’t fight back, then
we will all be at the mercy of this kind
of ignorance. Somcone has to make
groups like COP and local leaders under-
stand that the danger to our [recdom
comes not from films showing a litde tits
and ass but from those who legislate
against our guaranteed right to produce,
distribute, show or view them.

John Stewart

Los Angeles, California

SEX ON DISPLAY

As many people do, I've often won-
dered what it would be like to act in a
porno movie. T finally took the plunge
and answered an ad in an underground
newspaper. The f[lm's director, an arty
and unbusinesslike type, was blunt about
his work. “Let’s see your cquipment.”
he said almost immediately. Somewhat
abashed, I opened my fly and showed him
my qualifications. He was totally profes-
sional. “Big enough,” he said, without a
Aicker of emotion.

Two days later, I reported to the motel
where the sex scenes were being shot.
There were three other guys involved,
together with the female lead, who was
a real knockout. Oddly, we all lound it
easy to talk with her, but all ol us men
were somewhat shy with one another.
The sequence was an orgy in which the
heroine was supposed to try, by taking
one man in her cunt and one in her ass
while she masturbated a third and sucked
off a fourth (me), to make us all come
at once.

In addition to the five participants
and the director, there were about a dozen
rechinicians and assistants scattered around.
One of the spectators was an attractive
young woman wearing horn-rimmed
glasses who ook a keen interest in all
the action; 1 later found out she was the
director's mistress and had written the
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script, such as it was. Because of her
eager attention, I began to feel 1 was
performing as much for her as for the
actress in the scene.

Once the action started, I found T was
more excited than I'd ever been in my
life. When the heroine started sucking me,
I started trembling violently all over.
“Cut,” said the director. Marijuana was
passed around and we all were calmed
down and the scene started again. This
time, I was better able to control my ex-
citement. There were a few more cuts
when things went wrong, but each time
we started over, 1 was erect yet curiously
mellow and unhurried. Finally, the star
started moaning while sucking on me (she
was being fucked at the same time) and I
realized she was really coming. I could
see our scriptwriter’'s gleaming eyes
watching and I looked right into them
as I came, [ucking her, too, in my
imagination.

I intend to be in more porno movies.
The money isn't bad and while supplying
other pmple with sex fantasies, I'm living
out some of my own.

(Name withheld by request)
Oakland, California

SNUFF MOVIES

A letter in the March Playboy Forum
mentions so-called snuff movies, films in
which a participant is supposedly actually
murdered. Shortly after reading that let-
ter, I noticed a column by John Camper,
television critic for the Chicago Daily
News, about snuff movies. Camper wrote
that the rumors about these films have al-
ready inspired two TV programs. One
just used the making of a snuff movie as
a plot gimmick, but the other, an epi-
sode of Police Story, used the notion of
snuft films as a basis for a sermon against
pornography. Camper reported:

In this show, the local prosecutor
was refusing to prosecute victim-
less crimes, including pornography.
Hugh O’Brian, playing a vice detec-
tive, declared that pornography was
anything but a victimless crime.
Porno fans, he said, were demanding
to sce increasingly perverse acts,
up to and including “the ultimate
obscenity—murder.”

Camper went on to point out that there
was absolutely no evidence that any real
snufl ilms exist. But the damage has been
done; another blow for censorship.

Walter Herman
Chicago, Illinois

For morve on snuff films, see Bruce Wil-
liamson’s commentary in last month's
“Playboy Forum.” We don't know who
wrote that line for Hugh O'Brian, but it
takes a pretly screwed-up mind lo see a
natuval progression from sexual pleasure
to murder. Sex and violence ave oppo-
sttes. As The New Yorker writer Brendan
Gill put it, “F am a champion of pornog-
raphy, to the extent that such a subjective

FORUM NEWSFRONT

what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

UNMARRIED BLISS

BRUSSELS—A survey of almost 10,000
men and women in the nine Common
Markel countries of Western Europe
indicates that the people who describe
themseloes as happiest ave couples who
are living together butl are not married.
The 215-page study, titled “European
Men and Women,” also found Danes
to be the happiest citizens and Italians
the least happy.

WOMEN RAPISTS
LoNDON—Four women, aged 17 lo
27, have been jailed for altempling lo
tape a man. A London nighi-club
manager told the court the women

attacked him al night in a park, two
holding him down while the other two
pulled off his trousers. He was saved
when a passer-by called the police.

RAPED PRISONER FREED

NEWARK, NEW JERSEY—A  Federal
district judge has ordeved the velease of
a 19-year-old prisoner who was forcibly
raped by three other inmales al the
Federal Reformalory in  Petershurg,
Virginta. Judge Herberi J. Stern criti-
cized the U_S. Bureau of Prisons for

laxity in carving for youthful offenders
and said, “It is difficult enough for a
judge lo sentence an individual to in-
carceration. That task becomes well
nigh impossible and terribly frighten-
ing when prison officials cannot provide
rudimenlary protection against this sort
of crime.” The rape victim had served
less than two months of a two-to-six-
Jyear sentence on a bombing conviction,

FETUS SUPPORT

TALLAHASSEE—A Flovida appeals court
has ruled two to one that an unborn
fetus has a right to support payments
and that ils mother may not negotiale
them away. The case involved a Jack-
sonuille woman who had accepted a
83500 cash settlement from the admitied
father in veturn for dropping her pa-
termity suit and wawing support pay-
ments. The dissenting judge argued that
the decision was illogical and incon-
sistent with the same court’s earlier
ruling that a woman may oblain an
abortion without the father's consent.
He veasoned that if a woman may
eliminate the need for support by ter-
minating her pregnancy against the
father's wishes, she may also “relieve
the same father from the obligation to
support.”

ABORTION AMENDMENT

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY—A recent
Gallup Poll found the public closely
divided on a constitutional amendmenti
that would ban abortions excepl lo save
the mother’s life. Those opposed to such
an amendment—i{9 percent—have a
slight edge over those favoring il—i3
percenl. Strongesl support comes from
Catholics, persons 50 or over and those
with less than a high school education.

THE ULTIMATE SIN

HOLLYWOOD, FLORIM—A 22-year-old
student expelled by the Florida Bible
College for Lecoming pregnant out of
wedlock is suing the school to be allowed
to complete her studies. She was six
weeks away from graduating with «
bachelor of aris degree in Biblical educa-
tion. “She has now married the boy and
has offered o do anything they wanted,
but they said she had committed ‘the
ultimate sin’ and they wanted nothing
Lo do with her,” her lawyer said, adding
that her boyfriend, also a student, was ex-
pelled as well. In January 1975, the non-
denominational school was scandalized
when its founding president disap peared,




leaving a tape recording in which he
confessed to having committed adultery
with one of his students.

LAND OF THE FREE
NASHVILLE—T he Associated Press re-
ports that theater managers in Nash-
wville have stopped playing the national
anthem before movies because of fights
that broke out between patrons who

stood up and those who didn’t.

SMUGGLER'S HIDEAWAY

PHILADELPHIA—Police delectives ar-
resied a 25-year-old man on drug
charges after watching doctors use a
gastroscope to fish a cocaine-filled pro-
phylactic from his stomach. The man is
suspected of smuggling the drug into
the U.S. from Mexico, expecling to
recover it through the process of elimi-
nation. When it failed to pass after ten
days, he called a doctor, who warned
him that digestive juices would even-
tually dissolve the rubber and release
enough cocaine to cause his death.

GRANDPOP'S POT
EUREKA, CALIFORNIA—Called to the
local hospital to investigate the strong
odor of marijuana smoke, police found
an elderly man in the lobby puffing
contentedly on a pipeful of pot. He

explained that he was visiting a palient
and was smoking an excellent “herd
mixture” given to him by his grandson.
He was sorely grieved when police con-
fiscated all Lthat he had left.

COLOMBIA LEGALIZES POT
BocoTa—T he Colombian government
has legalized the use of marijuana and
the possession of up to 28 grams (about
one ounce) per person. A justice minis-
try spokesman said the action was based
on recommendations from Colombia’s

national drugs council that the personal
use of pot no longer should be a crim-
inal offense, though persons caught
with more than 28 grams can still be
charged with drug trafficking.

SPLITTING HAIRS
SOUTHAMPTON, ENGLAND—A magis-
trate’s court dismissed soliciting-for-
prostitution chavges against a 26-year-old

Southampton woman accused of posing
seductively in a window lit by a red
light. The court vuled that she was not
soliciting, only advertising, and that
there s a legal difference.

BACK TO THE FARM

DOYLESTOWN, PENNSYLVANIA—A com-
mon-pleas court has rejected the com-
mon-law right of a husband to sue his
wife’s alleged lover for monetary dam-
ages, because, the judge decided, a
woman is entitled to choose her sexual
partner. Judge Isaac S. Garb suid his
ruling does not advocate or cven con-
done adullerous conduct but recognizes
a woman’s constilutional right “to en-
gage in voluntary natural sexual rela-
tions with a person of her choice”—a
right, he pointed out, also enjoyed by
men. He added, “We do not belicve
that the conclusion we reached consti-
tutes the destruction of the family as an
institution in Pennsylvania.” The plain-
tiff had asked more than $10,000 in dam-
ages from his estranged wife’s alleged
lover and several other persons who, he
charged, had conspired in 1974 to cn-
courage her to leave him and move to a
farm commune. In several siates, courts
have permitted such suils under the
common-law principle that a husband
has the right 1o “the services, fidelity,
consortium and body of his wife.”

topic can be defined; it seems to me ob-
vious that pornography, like all art, is a
statement in favor of life and against
death.”

DIVINE RETRIBUTION
I wanted to applaud when I read
William Peck’s letter m the March
Playboy Forum. Peck’s blast at the Rev-
erend Paul B. Tinlin, who suggests that
convicted murderers be executed on
prime-time TV, really hits the mark. It's
time we weed out those Biblical hypocrites
who speak of peace yet use the Bible to
Justify their own violent impulses.
Dennis L. Prokop
Pitssburgh, Pennsylvania

RUBBER DUB DUB

Having grown up in the pill gener-
ation, I never had occasion to buy a
condom until recently, One evening, I got
into some heavy petting on my living-
room couch with a stewardess of my ac-
quamtance but she stopped me from
intercourse by telling me she was without
protection. She had given up the pill on
her doctor’s advice and had left her
diaphragm at a friend’s apartment in
London. The conclusion of the evening
was satisfactory but not great. I resolved
to keep a box of condems on hand for
future emergencies.

About two months later, I had an-
other one of these postpill women in my
apartment. She elected to tell me about
the problem only after we were both nude
and I was at full staff. Slightly annoyed,
I rushed to the bathreom and rummaged
through the medicine chest. Naturally,
by that time, I'd forgotten where I had
put the condoms and it scemed to take
forever to find them. When I did, I took
one out of the box and tried to break its
protective plastic capsule per directions.
And wied again. The damned thing
would not snap. By that time, I was at
halbmast and sinking fast. I put the
capsule on the floor, stamped on it and
let out a shrick as broken plastic bit
into my heel. I limped back to the bed-
room with the lubricated condom dan-
gling from my finger tips like a dead eel
and said it might be a while before I'd be
ready to go. The young lady avowed she’'d
had a change of heart, anyway, having
remembered a fiancé in Peoria, to whom
she’d promised to be faithful, and packed
up and left.

If any scientists are working on a pill
for men, I'll be happy to volunteer as an
experimental subject.

(Name withheld by request)
Minneapolis, Minnesota

FREEDOM IN NEW HAMPSHIRE

George Maynard, who, on his car's
license plates, taped over the New Hamp-
shire state motto, LIVE FREE OR DIE, has
finally been vindicated. But it cost him
three arrests, two convictions, 15 days in
jail, the impoundment of his car, the loss
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of his job as a printer and national
notoriety—all in the name of freedom. A
three-judge Federal court ruled in May-
nard’s favor earlier this year, finding that
the license-plate motto “violates the con-
stitutional right of free expression” and
forces those disagreeing with it into “in-
voluntary affirmation.”

The ruling ended Maynard’s tribula-
tions, but afierward he said, “The de-
cision doesn't mean much to me. I won
when I taped over the motto. You can
put a man in jail, punish him—but they
couldn’t break my will. I maintained my
beliefs and my integrity.”

Lewis J. Seale piously takes Maynard
to task in the November 1975 Playboy
Forum, writing that he “is like a lot of
other people: He would obey only those
laws that suit his fancy. This makes for
plain anarchy.” But despite Maynard's
disagreement with the LIVE ¥REE OR DIE
motto, he chose to follow it, risking serious
penalties in order to live free, instead of
pursuing the easier path of a court
appeal. This, it seems to me, is closer to
the ideal that Revolutionary War hero
General John Stark had in mind when
he uttered the phrase “Live free or die”
200 years ago. To uphold the principles
he believes in, would Seale, or any other
of Maynard’s critics, have weathered the
difficulties that Maynard did?

It's a small matter, this license-plate
business, and Maynard’s name may not go
down in the history books, but he has
offered a lesson in freedom to those who
care to learn from it.

Michael Harris
Loudon, New Hampshire

GRIM FAIRY TALE

Once upon a time, there came to a
campus called Kent State a small group
of agitators. They tried to convince the
students to demonstrate for peace. The
students then embarked on 2 course of
action that soon wurned into a riot in-
volving property damage and arson. The
people who ran the campus and the near-
by town became frightened and called
on the governor for help. He sent in the
National Guard, which turned out to be
heavily armed but poorly trained and
led, and the result was a wragedy.

If Peter Davies, whose letter appears
in the March Playboy Forum, criticizes
the courts that have consistently failed
to find the Guardsmen and others guilty
of wrongdoing, why is he not also criti-
cal of those courts that didn't prosecute
the inciters and the participants?

W. L. Horst
Covington, Kentucky

The demonstrators were proseculed,
but it happened so prompily after the
cvents that you've mm‘um’;h.—dfy forgot-
ten about it. Five months after the May
1970 killings, a state grand jury indicted
24 students and one professor on charvges
ranging from arson (o first-degree in-
cilement to riot. Among the accused
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THE POLICEMAN'S SIDE

There has been a lot of jazz in print
lately about the “police state” the U.S.
is turning into—such as Laurence Gon-
zales” Who Can Arrest You?, in rLAYBOY -
(March). I am a cop in New York City,
and the idea ol a police state frightens me.
In a police state, there arve purges, and
guess who gets it in the neck first during
a purgez Much more important, the
whole idea of a police state is as revolt-
ing to me as it is o any other American.

There are any number of horror
stories depicting mightmarish arrests of
mnocent people, who are swept up and
jailed by police storm troopers. But the
problem with most stories about cops is
that they tell only one side. When the
tables are turned, it’s amazing how heav-
ily the wheels ol justice can roll over a
cop who screws up. A ariminal action of
any kind comes down harder on a
cop. A civilian can stand before a judge
and tell him that he's got roots in the com-
munity and that he didn't know consen-
sual sodomy was against the law. The cop
can never say, "l didn’t know.” He's a
cop—he has been trained for six months.
He knows “that stuff” is a no-no. He can
go down the drain for it. Even il he beats
the criminal charges, the department hits
him with everything from “conduct un-
becoming a police officer” to “unauthor-
ized meal period.”

The vast majority of cops are neither
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The Nixon Legacy: Part I
STONEWALLING ON SEXUAL FREEDOM

T

Crimes Against Nature: If any person shall carnally
know in any manner any brute animal, or carnally know
any male or female person by the anus or by or with the
mouth, or voluntarily submits to such carnal knowledge,
he or she shall be guilty of a felony and shall be confined
in the penitentiary not less than one year nor more than
three years. —VIRGINIA CRIMINAL CODE

On March 29, 1976. the United States Supreme Court ruled
that American citizens have no constitutional right to sexual
privacy. Without hearing oral argument and without issuing a
written opinion, the Court voted 6-3 to afirm a Federal
district court ruling that upheld the state of Virginia's right to
arrest, prosccute and imprison adults who engage i private,
consensual sex acts. The summary decision was as sinister as
it was cfficient: It set national precedent without offering
insight or guidance. In 1973, the Court was roundly criticized
for its decisions on what constitutes obscenity, when it ruled
that such judgments could depend in part on undefined “com-
munity standards”; i.e., the whims, prejudices or moral precepts
of local lawmakers. This time out, the Court protected itself
from criticism by acting in silence—stonewalling in the best
Nixon tradition. The implication is plain, however: Sex is no
longer a constitutional concern. Let the states handle it. The
decision is fashionable, seeming to reduce the power of central
government, but it does so in a way that converts federalism
back to feudalism. It is a decentralization that diminishes rather
than enlarges personal freedom. The Court has abdicated its
historic responsibility to uphold the Bill of Rights, to protect
the individual from the tyranny of the majority. We are back
to the days when Judge Roy Bean was the only law west of
the Pecos.

Commenting on the Court's highhanded manner, Gerald
Gunther, law professor at Stanford Umiversity, declared, “It is
irresponsible. It is Fawless.™ Tt is also imational. Because of the
Court’s silence, we are left to assume that it agrees with the
veasoning behind the lower court’s decision, The opinion pre-
sented by the 2-1 majority in the Federal district court was a
travesty. Last [all, a group of Virginia lawyers initiated a chal-
lenge against the state law prohibiting so-called crimes against
nature. The case was brought on behalf of two anonymous
homosexuals who felt that the statute infringed on their con-
stitutional rights to privacy. Their lawyers cited past Supreme
Court decisions striking down abortion laws, laws against the
sale of contraceptives and laws prohibiting the private posses-
sion of pornography—all of which scemed to establish a zone
of privacy around the intimate life of the individual. The
attorney representing the state argued that the statute did not
violate these rights and that, in addition to being constitu-
tional, it was actually useful, since laws prohibiting homosexual-
ity act to encourage heterosexual mariages. So do shotgun
weddings. Any species whose instinct for sel[-preservation is so
muted that its continuation requires a legislative act probably
doesn’t deserve to exist. Two of the three judges hearing the
case agreed with the prosecutor, drawing support from that
Judaco-Christian favorite, Leviticus: *"I'hou shalt not lie with
mankind as with womankind: It is abomination. . . . [The
guilty parties] shall surely be put to death: their blood shall
be upon them.” An astonishing choice of legal authority. What
ever happened to separation of church and state?

The dissenting judge in the Virginia casc wrotc, “Private
consensual sex acts between adults are matters, absent evidence
that they are harmful, in which the state has no legitimate
int rest.” Amen.

As a result of the Supreme Court’s abdication ol responsibil-

ity, the 36 states that have archaic sodomy statutes are under no
pressure to repeal them. Generating public concern about the
laws will be difficult, because the sodomy statutes are said to
be “almost never cnforced.”” When a law is almost never en-
forced, it pays to study the cases that do go to court. Sclective
application of a law is one way petty officials have ol wreaking
personal vengeance on people who disagree with their policies.
If a law is on the books, it can be used against you. In the
Sixties, drug laws were used to weed out political radicals. In
the Seventies, IRS regulations were to be used against the
people on Nixon's enemies list. A bad law is a bad government's
way of getting a grip on the good guys.

A quick glance at the history of sex cases in America reveals
that most excesses of law enforcement are the work of mis-
guided, messianic prosecutors embarked on crusades to stamp
out pleasure and please mother. In drafting the sodomy stat-
utes, state legislatures have given such latter-day Comstocks a
arte blanche upon which to charge their own visions of sexual
normality. Not all sodomy statutes are as explicit as the Virginia
law; many are vague, written in the style of an Old Testament
prophet, condemning “the infamous crime against nature” but
seldom offering a definition of the crime. Big Brother may
not know how to define sodomy, but he knows it when he sees
it and, believe us, he is watching. Some of the statutes have been
so broadly interpreted as to include any behavior that varies
from the missionary position—from oral sex to mutual mastur-
bation to French kissing.

A bad law breeds corrupt enforcement. The means available
to the prosecution in a sodomy case arc more sordid than the
behavior the law seeks to prohibit. The very nawre of
the crime requires the police to use entrapment, illegal surveil-
lance, undercover agents or the testimony of one partner
against another. Recent history has shown that poorly drawn
Federal laws can result, for example, in the no-knock antics
of DEA agents. The same kind of abuse can occur on the local
level. And, like the drug laws, the possible sentences for
sodomy are absurd. For noncrimes like these, the lightest
penalty is a miscarriage of justice. Walter Barnett, author of
Sexual Freedom and the Constitution. writes, “That such per-
versions of justice are permitted to take place in this day and
age is a far greater outrage than these harmless ‘perversions’ of
sex.” It is unfortunate that the Supreme Court has chosen to
condone such laws, But it is not surprising. In the name ol law
and order, Richard Nixon pocketed the Bill of Rights. When
he finally got caught, he packed his bags and left, but not
before he had packed the Supreme Court with four con-
servatives bent on restoring old-fashioned virtue at any cost.

The Court’s states"-rights line has alarmed lawyers across the
nation, moving the American Civil Liberties Union to write in
protest: “The Supreme Court is embarked on a dangerous
and destructive journey designed to dilute the powers of the
Federal Judiciary to serve as guardian of Federal constitutional
rights. II the trend continues; indeed, if it is not reversed, we
believe that the protection of constitutional vights and liberties
will be imperiled, and the people will be unable to defend
themselves against arbitrary and unconstitutional actions of
state officials or to secure effective relief against invalid state
laws.”

Chiel Justice Burger answered that, conurary to criticism,
his Cowrt had done quite a bit for individual freedom. Tor
example, it “opened up the whole ficld [of prisoners’ rights]
that wasn't open before.” Just as well: At the rate it's going,
we'll all be prisoners.

This is the first of a scries of editorials.




is to finish reading the chapter you were
supposed to have read the previous night,
but three dudes get on and proceed to
act like assholes—shouting, annoying
people, blasting a radio. Suddenly, you
are certain that everyone on that train
knows you are a cop and is waiting for
you to take care of the situation. It's as
if there’s a big red dome light on top
of your head. And all you've gort is a
_38-caliber oft duty and a ballpoint pen.
You can't use the .38 (it's against the
rules to shoot anyone for “loud and
abusive language”). You can’t even bluff
them with the gun. They know you can’t
shoot them—they’ll laugh at you if you
even take the gun out. S0 you take out
vour ballpoint pen instead and make
notes on cultural anthropology and hope
they’ll go away.

Or you can try to arrest them by your-
sell (if you think that shield mm your
pocket is going to impress them so much
they'll fall into line and march to the
police station). Chances are, though,
cither you'll get your pumpkin beat in,
since you can count on zero help from the
commuters, or you'll end up shooting
one of them in the fight (headline: “cop
SHOOTS UNARMED BOY IN CROWDED TRAIN").

Nor are cops immune to Catch-22 sit-
uations. Let's suppose an off-duty cop
gets in a jam for pating a girl on the
tushy. Not serious. but the girl presses
charges—sexual misconduct. The charge
becomes a felony because it occurred
while the cop was armed with a deadly
weapon—the gun he is required by the
department to carry while he's in the city.

Ivs been said so often that perhaps
no one listens anymore: Cops like 1o
help people. There’s much more satisfac-
tion in it. Certainly more than they get
out of shooting or arresting people.
(There is satisfaction in arresting some
turds, however. See the news stories on
rapes and crimes against the elderly.)

But a police state? No, that’s going
1o far. We have to draw the line some-
where between anarchic idiocy, where
everyone is responsible lor his own safe-
ty, and toual pniice supervision, where
cveryone does what's “right” because
the cops say so. Neither extreme is work-
able, since most people don’t want the
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pnarsee RARL HESS

a candid conversation with the former goldwater advisor turned left-winger
who now pays no taxes, lives by barter and preaches red-whate-and-blue anarchy

Soon afier winning the 1964 Republi-
can Presidential nomination, in a char-
aclevistic momenl  of breath-lakingly
iappropriale candor, Barry Goldwater
frankly told a group of startled reporters
how unhappy he was with his own cam-
paign. He complained bitterly about the
tacky practices of local Republican ad-
vance men, about offensiwe TV commer-
cials atved despite his disapproval, about
the seemingly endless parade of shadowy
hangers-on who spend the money and re-
fract the enevgies of a national campaign.

When asked how he'd prefer to run for
President, Goldwater answeved without
pausing. “I'd vent one of those little ex-
eculive jets,” he said, somewhat wistfully.
“And Shakespeare and 1 would just
io "r.”

The man he was referring to as Shake-
speare was Karl Hess.

Between 1948 and 1964, Hess was
the quintessential consevvative: aduvisor
on Congressional politics to the Eisen-
hower Administration; an carly contribu-
tor to William Buckley’s National
Review; gun- and napalm runner for a
pre-Castro revolutionary leader; principal
wrtter of the 1960 and 1964 Republi-
can national plalforms; speech- and

“After I left Goldwater, I took up motor-
cycle racing, went into the welding
business, was divorced by my wife, became
a lax rvesister. began living en barier,
remaryied, joined SDS . . . the usual.”

ghostwriter for most major conservalive
politicians, including Nixon and Ford;
guru and close personal friend of
Goldwater.

But last year, with the publication of
“Dear Ameriea,” a combination memoir
and anarchist manifesio, Hess firmly cs-
tablished himself as one of the most im-
portant  political theoreticians on the
New Left. Within one decade, he had
successfully navigated virtually the entire
perimeter of American political thought
without once crossing the mainstream.

Karl Hess was born in Washington,
D.C., in 1923. His father was wealthy
and influential, his mother intelligent
and atiyactive. It was an auspicious be-
ginning. But things went downhill from
there.

The Hesses separated quickly—Karl's
mother taking Karl and little else. She
didn’t believe in alimony and paid for
her convictions by spending ien years
beltind the swilchboard of a Washington
apartment house.

At 16, Hess joined the Socialist Parly
(after the Communists refused 1o have
him). At 18, he volunteered for combat
duty mm World War Tiwo but flunked
the physical and, instead, spent the war

“The Declaration of Independence is so
lucid we'rve afraid of it today. It scares
the hell out of every modern bureaucrat,
because it tells us there comes a lime
when we must stop taking orders.”

years becoming one of America’s fastest-
YiSing young jomum'ms He worked for
The Alexandria Gazeute, the Washington
‘Times-Herald and The New York Daily
News. At 21, he married Yoonne Cahoon,
beauty queen and rotogravuye editor of
The Washington Star. At 22, he became
assistant city editor of the News but was
fired later that year for refusing to wrile
President Roosevelt’s obituary.

A number of magazine jobs followed,
culminating with a five-year stint as press
edilor of Newsweek. But by then, Hess's
politics and lifestyle had changed con-
siderably. He'd become a staunch con-
servvattve, the vitviolic author of numevous
anti-Communist “exposés” and a member
of what he now calls “the boozy, lech-
erous, carntvorously ambitious, subur-
ban middle class.”

Eventually, Hess left Newsweek to be-
come “a [ree-lance conservative” an oc-
cupation that included, among many
other assignments,writing for H. L. Huni.

In 1960, the year he wrole Nixon’s
Presideniial platform, Hess mel Gold-
water and the two immediately struck
up a working friendship. A speech Hess
wrole for the Avizona Senator condemning

BILL FRAF‘JTZ
“If the Soviets ever invaded the U. S., by
the time the Red Army got heve, it
wounld be totally corrupted. They'd be
deserting to open McDonald's franchises.
This country is irresistible.”
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U.S. participation in a nuclear-test-ban
treaty became the fust  conservalive
address ever printed in ils enlirety
by The New York Times. In one stroke,
Goldwater had become America’s fore-
most conservalive spokesman and Hess
had become the Shakespeare of the right.

But soon after the 1964 clection, Hess
retreated tnto a cocoon and began going
through a series of strange metamor-
phoses. At fust, the changes were only
superficial: He grew a beard, dressed in
work clothes, began racing high-powered
moloreycles. Friends fike Buckley and
Goldwaler were amused at his antics.
Then maiters gol more serious: Hess
abandoned his lucrative political career
to become a blue-collar worker—a non-
union welder of heavy equipment. And
a tax vesister. That’s when Ius wife
packed it in.

IWith his property confiscated and a
100 percent Government lien on all
future earnings, Hess gamely embarked
upon a life of barter, welding in ex-
change for food and services. And when
there was no welding to do, he began
constructing metal  sculptures that at
least one critic has compared to the work
of David Smith. Yet Hess sternly refuses
to call Ius picees arl. “I'm a redneck,” he
explains, “and rednecks ave crafismen,
not artists. If you don’t believe me, ash
a liberal”

In his early days on the New Left,
Hess described himself as a libervtarian.
Recently, however, he has opted for the
tevm anarchist, an appellation that usual-
ly conjures the image of murderous packs
of food gathevers roaming the smoking
streels of some posicatastrophe land-
scape. Bul, in fact, Hess is an orderly
man whose unique recipe for utopia
consists of equal pinches of right-wing
self-reliance and rugged individualism,
left-wing ecology and conservation and
libeval (although he shudders visibly at
the word) concern for the welfare of the
disadvantaged. But the key is scale. For
Hess, the basic unil of a humane civiliza-
tion must be the neighborhiood—not the
state or the nation. Hence the term
anarchy, an absence of rule.

With his migration leflward, Hess met
a new group of friends and lovers, and
in 1970 he marrvied Therese Machotka,
a free-lance writer and editor. In 1974
and 1975, Karl and Thevese lived
in Washington’s Adams-Morgan ghetto,
where they and about a dozen other
hard-core belicvers tried to make a totally
self-sufficient community-technology proj-
ect work in the inner city. They heated
water with the sun, had a plan to geney-
ate electricity with a windmill, raised
trout in superhigh density on a warehouse
floor, grew vegetables in a hydroponic
sarden. The project exciled some interest
in the neighborhood, but, cventually,
idealism was ground down by the gritty
hardships of ghetto life. Tools were rou-
tinely stolen and [inally, in the fall of

1975, the Hesses' apartment was brutally
savaged by vandals. Karl and Therese had
had enough. They moved to West Vir-
ginia, where Kavl is now building an
underground house—a cave, really—of
his own design.

Hess, perhaps better than anyone, has
seen Amevica’s political veflection from
both sides of the looking glass. So in
this election and Bicentennial year, we
thought it appropriate to discuss politics,
politicians, love, money, God, taxes
and welding with the man whose bril-
hant, if somewhat bizarve, veckonings
have variously envaged, enthralled and
amused political obsevvers for a full gen-
eration. Sam Mernill (whose “Playboy
Interiiew” with Joseph Heller appeared
in our June 1975 issue) ventured into the
West Virginia wilderness 1o inlerview
Hess. He returned with the following
tmfrressions:

“Karl and Therese Hess live tem porari-
Iy in an unpainted but not-too-ramshackie
farmhouse. Meanwhile, Karl is building
his dream: an expeviment in ccological

“The notion that a few
people are different and
superior ... was horseshit
tn monarchical times and
is horseshit today.”

symbiosis scooped out of a south-sloping
ereek bank. When he's finished, Karl ex-
pects earth, air and sun to heat and cool
his underground Xanadu with very little
oulside help. Some experts who've studied
his plans agiee. Others ave not so sure.
During one of my visits to West Virginia,
a prominent young architect offeved the
opinion that since the ecarth is an in-
finite heat sink, Karl's house would never
gel above 55 degrees in January. Hess
responded by dismussing the architect as
‘a rather negative fellow. He refused to
alter his plans and the incident was
never mentioned again in my presence.
“Like most utopians, Hess recefves in-
formation the way a snob receives dinner
guests—uwarmly but with careful selection.
“The first time I visited him, we didn’t
get a single word on tape. As soon as 1
arrived, he and Therese ushered me into
a cab-apple-red pickup with a decal on
the rear window that said, ‘National
Rifle Assoctation—Lifetime Member.
“*The house needs beams! Karl in-
formed me. ‘You're just in time to help
us find some.'
“So Karl, Thevese and I spent the en-
tire day scrambling up and down the
mountains of West Virginia, occasionally

stopping to turn some huge, half-rotten
timbers worm side up. Therese com-
plained constantly about Kayl's driving—
which was awful. The pickup remained
airborne much of the time as Karl flogged
it over narrow, undulating roads. When
he told me he had no dviver's license, my
knuckles, alveady milk-white, began turn-
ing the color and consistency of grape
jelly.

“Then, mercifully, we found ourselves
behind a school bus and had 1o slow
down. When the bus stopped to dis-
charge childyen, a lavge ved sign flashed
over the rear door: STOP—STATE LAW.

“Karl laughed. ‘Stop state law. Now,
that’s about the most sensible siatement
I've heard today.”

“Hess 15 an antic and humane revolu-
tionary, a witly and self-effacing racon-
teur—irresistible personal qualities that
form a strange collage when laid across
his quirky, sometimes highly resistible
political belicfs. Physically, 1oo, he is a
pastiche: a great shambling bear of a man
with the vaggedy beard and gentle eyes
of a dockside philosopher, the sadly
drooping nose of a Lebanese Bedouin
and the leafy, unsiarched ears of a club
fighter. But his appearance grows on you.

“Eventually—very  eventually—Hess
and I managed lo put thiee interview
sessions on tape at his temporary farm-
house. It was difficull to belicve that this
bearded, semikempt, wisecracking West
Virginia welder had spent the past
quarter century at the vortex of American
political power. It is especially hard to
think of him as a key Presidential speech-
writer as he extols the joys of anarchy.
We began on the iopic of his speech-
writing days.”

PLAYBOY: Since we're in the middle of a
Presidential campaign, let's start by ask-
ing you what it was like to be Goldwater's
closest advisor during the 1964 campaign.
HESS: Running for President lecls exactly
like being President. The ordinary expe-
riences of life melt away, are replaced by
i constant swirl of limousines and moncy,
jet planes and prepared statements, Se-
eret Service men and gorgeous political
groupies. There is an almost infinite sense
of power and prestige. It feels wonderful,
which is why it's so terrible,

PLAYBOY: It doesn’t sound terrible.

HEss: Oh, but it 15. The entire Presiden-
tial afflatus reinforces the notion that a
few people are different and superior,
capable of solving the problems of the
faceless mob. That notion was horseshit
in monarchical times and s horseshit
today—not that the medieval monarchs
were much difterent from our Presidents
now. The point is that people have al-
ways been capable of solving their own
problems, of living creative, joyous and
peaceful lives, when left alone.

PLAYBOY: Surely, even as an anarchist
you must be willing to admit that there
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PLAYROY

are some differences between Presidents
and Kings.

HESS: Presidents achieve power by hoaxes
and handshakes, while kings take the far
less tiring route of being born. Thart is
the only dilference 1 can discern.
PLAYBOY: But the Constitution says——
HESS: | know, that the President is mere-
ly the head of the Executive branch—the
one totally unnecessary branch of
governmment, €ven in our own system.
England, Sweden, Israel and other parlia-
mentary democracies do quite well with
only two branches of government: legis-
lative and judicial. Nevertheless, the
American President is a king, a fact that
most of us fully understand. After all,
didn’t Senator Hugh Scott call Nixon's
near impeachment “regicide™?

PLAYBOY: Were there any incidents dur-
ing Goldwater's campaign when you per-
sonally felt yoursell being corrupted by
power and prestige?

HESS: Yes. 1 particularly remember the
feeling of riding alone in a limousine
with a motorcycle escort. Everyone was
peering in at me. To them, | was a blur;
power in motion. To me. they were a
frozen rtablean of still. dumb, gawking
faces—as if captured by a strobe light.
During those moments, I knew the glory
that the President himself knows, and it
was an impressive experience. Had it
continued, [ have no doubt that 1 would
have succumbed to it absolutely.

PLAYBOY: Succumbed 10 what?

HESS: To the atrocious assumption that 1
wis more important than other people.
And I would not have been evil 10 do
so—just human. If your repeated experi-
ence is that you're in motion and every-
one else is frozen on the side of the road,
it is only reasonable to conclude that you
are a more important person than they,
that they expect you to run the universe
for them. You don't [eel as though you
are being corrupted by power. You [eel
as though you are intelligently respond-
ing to empirical evidence. And that is
power's greatest corruption: the tragic
and universal misconception by the
wiclder of power that it isn’t corrupting
him.

PLAYBOY: Along with limousines, you
mentioned something about “gorgeous
political groupies——"

HESS: I was waiting [or you to pick that
up.

PLAYBOY: Is sex on the campaign trail
another aspect of the Presidential ex-
perience?

HESS: Well, yes.

PLAYBOY: (o ahead, you started this.

HESS: It's so sad. Women are used as trade
goods in a political campaign. The rich
and powerful require a lot of solace and
don't have much time, so their approach
1o getting their rocks off is the same as
their approach to getting a haircut. The
barber comes to them, the tailor comes
to them and sex comes to them, too.

Women are assigned, like jets and lim-
ousines,

PLAYBOY: Wiis Goldwater much of a wom-
anizer during the campaign?

HESS: He wasn't @ womanizer in the sense
ol being promiscuous. I think he's had a
romance or two, but even as the Presi-
dential candidate, when he had the pick
of the litter, Goldwater was never a tom-
cat like, say, Jack Kennedy. Goldwater
is not a cheap guy. Unlike most of ofhcial
Washington. he isn't the aflternoon
“quick bang” type.

PLAYBOY: But most of offictal Washington
is the quick-bang type?

HESS: Oh. Lord, yes. The first thing that
strikes any visitor 1o Capitol Hill is the
consistent beauty of the women. In al-
most every ollice, there's one Rose Mary
Woods type. She ain’t much to look at,
but she sure churns out the work: an-
swering the phone with one hand, typing
with the other and erasing tapes with her

“It's so sad. Women are
used as trade goodsin a
political campaign. ... They
are assigned, like jets
and limousines.”

feet. Then there are about six really gor-
geous women called “political research-
ers” who never seem to be doing anything
at all. You'd be surprised at how much
high-level scheduling is done around
whether or not some bigwig can get in
his “nooner.”” And in a Presidential cam-
paign, it's worse. I'd love to name names,
but I won't.

PLAYBOY: Oh, go ahead.

HESS: Let's just call the practice—and
the performance—*“widespread.”
PLAYBOY: How did the Nixon
House stack up in that regard?
HESS: Not as well as previous administra-
tions. You can't do that sort of thing with
a suit and tie on.

PLAYBOY: But the Goldwater campaign
was a bit better?

HESS: I guess. Alter the election, T had
a very funny conversation with a guy
from the phone company who told me his
biggest job wasn't dismantling the switch-
board but disconnecting the tie lines to
girls’ apartments all over town. He said
dozens and dozens of our campaign
people had extensions, so the reception-
ist at national headquarters could just
flip a switch and they could take their
calls in bed.

PLAYBOY: How did you and Goldwater
happen to team up?

White

HESS: While I was writing the Repub-
lican platform in 1960, the people at
the American  Enterprise  Institute—
which is to conservatives what Brookings
is to liberals—asked me to be their direc-
tor of special projects and I said sure.
And when the Senator called AEl. for
some help on his nudear-test-ban oppo-
sition, I was his man. I liked him [rom
the moment we met. You can’t help it
He's such a fine man. Incidentally, when
I broke with the conservatives, I honestly
thought Goldwater would also amend the
error of his ways and join me on the
New Lelt.
PLAYBOY: Do you still think there’s a
chance he might?
HesS: With Goldwater, anything’s possi-
ble. Which is more than you can say for
Humphrey. Ford. Jackson, Rockelcller,
Kennedy, Reagan or any of the other
state socialists of the American right.
Anyway, T suppose Goldwater must
have taken a hking to me, too. but we
didn't get really close until The New
York Times printed a speech I'd written
for him against the banning of nuclear
tests in the atmosphere. As far as 1 know,
mine was the first conservative speech
that august publication deemed ft o
print.
PLAYBOY: You mean the Times liked your
speech?
HESS: No, bue it said even though it was
incorrect. inhumane, indecent and a
threat to motherhood and world sanity,
it had nevertheless raised the literary
content of the debate. Well, we were all
thrilled, because if The New York Times
says something. it must be official. So
Goldwater started calling me Shake
speare.
PLAYBOY: Did you and Goldwater spend
much ume discussing political theory—
as opposed to political strategy?
HESS: Yes, we did. and I'm glad you made
that distinction. We frequently used to
ask ourselves what the differences really
were between us and the Soviets. Even
then 1 was aware, as was Goldwater, that
the diflerences were marginal, so we
wanted to spell them out. But the more
we discussed it, the harder it became. 1
mean, they have a secret police, we have
a secret police. They can vote for only
one candidate, here we have two—which
makes us twice as good but not abso-
lutely better, especially since our candi
dates are selected in such a peculiar
fashion. We kept pressing cach other for
differences and when we got right down
to it, for Goldwater, the diffcrence was
religion: “We are the children of light
and they are the children of darkness.”
PLAYBOY: That was the principal differ-
ence Goldwater found between us and the
Russians?
HESS: Yes. and since I'm an atheist, [
didn’t consider his position wholly satis-
fying. But I think it turns our that the
entire Cold War didn’t make sense with-
out religion. Nelson Rockefeller doesn't
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make sense without religion—not that
Nelson Rockefeller makes much sense
with religion. But what other differences
are there? As James Burnham pointed
out in 1941, in The Managerial Revolu-
tion, the similarity between the Soviet
state and the American corporation is
striking. So to find a difference worth
dying for in opposing the Soviet Union
while supporting General Motors requires
a theological position.

PLAYBOY: It's surprising that Goldwater
agreed with you on the similarities be-
tween the U. S and Russia.

Hess: Not only did Goldwater agree with
me but he had a theory of convergence
that even I found somewhat radical.
Goldwater believed—and probably still
believes—that the Soviet Union, through
the pressure of its people, would move
steadily toward a free society, while the
U. 8., through the pressure of the liberals
and the momentum of the Federal bu-
reaucracy, would become more and more
oligarchic. But, unlike many conver-
gence theorists, Goldwater did not be-
lieve we would meet and stabilize. He felt
we would cross, that they would keep
moving toward frecedom and we would
keep moving toward dictatorship. 1 be-
lieved then, and still believe now, that
he is wrong—at least about Russia. They
scem to be able to slow down the liber-
tarian movement any time they want.
PLAYBOY: As one of the authors of Gold-
water's acceptance speech ar the 1964
convention, are you aware that many
people believe two of your sentences de-
feated him before he'd even started his
campiign?

HESS: I assume you're referring to “Ex-
tremism in defense of liberty is no vice.
Moderation in pursuit of freedom is no
virtue,"”

PLAYBOY: You guessed it.

Hess: Then the answer is yes and no.
Yes, I'm aware people have blamed Gold-
water’s defeat on those lines, and no, 1
didn’t write them. They're reminiscent of
words used by Abraham Lincoln in his
“house divided™ speech and the actual
phrase was piven to me by Harry Jafia, the
Lincoln scholar, and although we all
thought it was provocative. nobody sus-
pected it would induce spontaneous
hemorrhaging in the body politic. When
Rockeleller heard it, he dropped his
womb.

PLAYBOY: With some ol the labels you've
uwsed through the years—anarchist, right-
wing socialists. and se on—this might be
a good time to ask vou to define your
unique views of the American political
spectrum. For instance. you've said that
the conservative movement is to the left
of liberalism. What do you mean by thae?
HEsS: Most analysts sce the political spec
trum as a great circle, with authoritaiian
governments ol the right and the left in-
tersecting at a point direct!ly opposite
representational democracy. But my no-

tion of politics is that it follows a straight
line, with all authoritarian societies on
the right and all libertarian societies on
the left. So for me, the extreme right is
an absolute monarchy or dictatorship. On
the right, law and order means the law
of the ruler and the order that serves
the interests of that ruler: orderly work-
ers, submissive students, cowed or indoc-
trinated elders. Hider, Stalin and Huey
Long were all right-wingers because their
regimes concentrated power in the fewest
])o'ssil)lc hands. The far left favors the
distribution of money and power into
the maximum number of hands.

PLAYBOY: So when you call yourself an
anarchist, you've really moved as far left
as you can go.

HESS: That's correct. I am in total oppo-
sition to any mmstitutional power. I favor
a world of neighborhoods in which all
social organization is voluntary and the
ways of life are established in small, con-
senting groups. Fhese groups could co-
operate with other groups as they saw

“Iam in total o pposition
to any institutional power.
I favor a world of neighbor-

hoods in which all social
organization is voluntary.”

fit. But all cooperation would be on a
voluntary basis. As the French anarchist
Proudhon said, “Liberty [is] not the
daughter bur the Mother of Order.”
PLAYBOY: That sounds hike so much pie
in the sky. Have any such societies ever
existed?

HEss: The precedents 1 look to were the
participatory democracies of the Greek
city-states. many Irish cities up until the
British occupation. some Indian villages
under Mahatma Gandhi and the wwn
meetings right here in America. Each ol
those anarchist societies produced great
and honorable cultures. There is no way
to achicve a free society that is national.
The concept ol a nation requires the sub-
ordination ol the citizen beciuse you must
let someone clse represent you. So your
frecdom is being exercised by another per-
son. In a wuly Iree socicty, there is no
subordination ol any citizen. Every citizen
represents himsell.

PLAYBOY:
ordination would be chaotic.

HESS: The way to achicve [reedom with-
out chaos is to Tunction ar a scale of re-
lationships that penmits you to discuss
matters of citizenship with everyone al-

Jut a society without any sub-

fected. In other words, at the neighbor-
hood level.

PLAYBOY: What about matters that spill
over to other neighborhoods, such as the
maintenance of roads and rivers? Or air
pollution?

Hess: There would be ad hoc meetings,
voluntary federations, and so forth. \
PLAYBOY: There scems to be no avoiding
the conclusion that at the core of your
anarchist beliefs there is an assumption.
taken on faith, of the essential goodness
of man.

HEsSs: Yes, the anarchist does believe that
although human beings are of a mixed
nature, on slight balance we are proba-
bly good.

PLAYBOY: But what il the Christians are
right and humans are basically evil, un-
ready to go it alone socially or meta-
physically?

HESS: In that sad case, it would be even
more imperative to avoid the nation-
state, because then a basically flawed in-
dividual would be invested with the
greatest possible power. The anarchist—
although he believes man is good—says
that whether man is, in [act, good or
evil, the nation-state is an abomination.
PLAYBOY: You frequently characterize
American liberalism as elitist. How would
you characterize American conservatism?
HEss: The American right today seems
characterized by a smallness of spirit and
by vast insecurities. This tragic fearful-
ness causes the right to abanden its tradi-
tional standards of self-reliimce at the
mere mention of the erm national secu-
rity. So while conservatives still speak out
against the increasing centralized power
of the Federal Government generally,
they support the increasingly centralized
power of the military and the police.
Conservatives give lip service to neigh-
borhood control of this or that. But they
mean their neighborhood, not yours.
Beverly Hills, not Harlem.

PLAYBOY: But you still [eel that liberals are
more dangerous than conservitives?

HESs: Conservatives sirive to concentrite
local power in conservative hands, while
liberals strive to concentrate national
power in liberal hands. Hence, although
both are profoundly right-wing move
ments. liberalism  lies slightly  Euther
ilong the road o dictatorship.

PLAYBOY: You obviously didn’t hold these
views while you were Goldwater's specch-
writer. What happened to you after he
lost the 1964 election

HEss: Oh, [ ok up motorcycle racing.
went into business welding heavy equip-
ment, was divorced by my wife, became a
tax resister, began living on barter, remar-
ried. joined SDS .. . the usual.

PLAYBOY: Right. the usual. Your hrst left-
ward step was to become a tax resister.
How did that happen?

HEsS: A lot of people believe Nixon was
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the first President to use the Internal
Revenue Service as a weapon ol political
revenge. Burt, as in so many other areas,
the only thing Nixon did first was get
caught. As soon as Johnson was elected
in 1964, I was slapped with my first and
only IRS audit.

PLAYBOY: What a coincidence.

HESS: It was an experience I'll never
forget. Belore I was through with TRS—
what am I saying? I'll never be through
with IRS—I'd met a lot of “revenooers,”™
and I'll tell you. they are a special case.
Every war is lull of stories in which
ordinary decency breaks through, even in
the most barbarous situations, trning a
paid Killer into a compassionitte human
being—if only for a moment. But I've
never seen that h:lpp(’ll to i tax collector.
They are the most casually vicious, ab-
jectly humorless and routinely amoral
people I've ever met. Il you want to find
a fascist constituency in America, just
poll the bureaucrars at [RS.

PLAYBOY: What made you decide to be-
come a resister?

HESS: It was a single phrase. I'd asked the
auditor /robber who was handling my
case/theft if he didn't think a certain
perlectly legitimate deduction was right.
He replied to the effect that it didn't
matter il it was right. All that macered
was the Taw. I remember saving o myself,
“Oh, Lord, here’s a guy who thinks
there’s a difference between rvight and
law. A perfect Nazi soldier.” I had never
met an American who fele that way
belore.

PLAYBOY: So what did you do?

HESS: I notified them that I wasn't going
to pay taxes anvmore—ever. And by way
of explanation, 1 enclosed a copy of the
Declaration of Independence.

PLAYBOY: What did they do?

HESS: Confiscated all my property except
tools and dothing and slapped a 100
percent Governmeni lien on wharever
future earnings I might have. Our Gov-
ernment isn't interested n conscience
when it comes 1o money.

PLAYBOY: That’s a rather broad statement.
HESS: It is curious to note that when, for
reasons of conscience, people refuse to
kill, they are olten exempted from active
military duty. But there are no exemp-
tions for people who, lor reasons of
conscience, refuse to finanaally support
the bureaucracy that actally does the
killing. Apparently, the state takes money
more seriously than life.

PLAYBOY: How has IRS treated you over
the past ten years?

Hess: Very shabbily. Since I'm not per-
mitted to handle money, I've been forced
o live on barter even while my case is
being appealed. You sce. the revenoocers
assumne you are guilty until proven inno-
cent. Fortunately, my l;l\\.‘}'(:l', who was
also David Smith's lawyer, has agreed to

take my metal sculpture in lieu of a lee,
and he’s kept me out of prison thus far.
But my prospects aren’t bright.

PLAYBOY: Why do you say that?

HESS: Because the revenoocrs consider
tax resisters the worst ol all criminals.
They'll wheel and deal with gangsters
and millionaires. Crooked politicians—
even Presidents—and businessmen who
chisel can hire hotshot attornevs and
almost without exception end up settling
for so much on the dollar, They can even
have the laws rewritten or, as in Nixon's
case, suspended entirely. But the rev-
enooers descend on working people like
a cloud of locusts.

PLAYBOY: You realize, of course, that
vou're not doing your case any good by
talking like this.

Hzss: I know. but I can't vesist the oppor-
tunity to haunt those people. Something
has to haunt them. Certainly their
consciences never do.

PLAYBOY: After your battles with the IRS

“Tax collectors are the
most casually vicious,
abjectly humorless and
routinely amoral people

rr

I've ever met.

began, vou joined Students for a Demo-
cratic Sociery. Did you find more commit-
ment on the left than you'd encountered
on the right?

HESS: Yes, and the dilference is Hlustrated
vividly by a comparison of student
groups. I've worked closely with both the
Young Americans for Freedom ane the
SDS, and 'l tell vou, when Y. AF. decided
to take an action, first it beat the billion-
aire bushes for heavy money. It opened
offices, hired secrctaries. demanded ex-
pense accounts and salaries belore getting
its crusade off the ground. But when SDS
decided 1o take action. it simply took it.
The difference was the level of commit-
ment.

PLAYBOY: Were vou shocked or disturbed
by the casualuess toward sex and drugs
you observed on the New Lelt?

Hess: The drugs ol the lelt are grass,
hash, acid, eoke, opium and an amazing
substance called amyl niwrite, which, il
you survive the coronary. produces quite
a rush. Although I've wried them all and
don’t particularly like any. they beat the
hell out of whiskey, the drug of the right.
But practically everything on ewth s
hetter than whiskey, including rusty nails.
PLAYBOY: S50 you're not into drugs.

HESS: Many of the experiences I've had
with drugs have been pleasurable, but
they don’t expand your mind. They make
you useless. I doubt very seriously whether
even Carlos Castaneda wrote his books
while he was high. He probably wrote
them after the businessman's lunch at
Schrafit’s.

PLAYBOY: Do vou. or did vou ever consid-
er Timothy Leary a member of the New
Left?

HESS: Absolutely not. He was a clown
when he started and now he is a liule
worse than a cdown—a pelice informant,
by some accounts. But getting on to more
pleasant subjects. you mentioned sex. . ..
PLAYBOY: S0 we did.

HESS: Sex is much better on the left than
it was on the right. On the right, the
sharing of a political way of life by two
people living together isn't necessary. In
fact, it’s rather unusual. On the left, it is
umisual for a couple not to share their
entire lives.

PLAYBOY- You next became an enthusias-
tic [riend ol the Black Panthers. Not many
American whites—no  matter how far
lelt—rallicd to the black and green. Why
did vou Fwvor them so strongly?

HESS: Porhaps it was my  conservative
background. In fact. I'm surprised many
conservatives didn’t. if not support, at
least admire the Panther movement. T
remember that [amous photograph of an
armed black man standing proudly—or
arrogantly, depending upon vour racial
bias—in the Calilornia Statehouse. What
right-winger has not dreamed of the day
he. too. would sav no to the burcaucrats
and take up arms like our revolutionary
forefathers? Here was a group of Ameri-
cans actually sayving that extrenusm in
defense of 1their own freedom was no vice.
How could L. of all people. oppose them?
PLAYBOY: Did you [eel similarly about the
S. LA Tater on?

HESS: OI course not. In fact. T believe
the S.L.A. is an FBI plot to publidy
discredit  the leltwing movement in
America.

PLAYBOY: You're kidding.

HESS: Just look at the thing. It operates
the way the FBI wishes a radical group
would behiave. There's nothing political
about the S.L.A. It's just a criminal
operation, like the Clyde Barrow sang.
They rob banks. Kill people and hide
out. To discuss the S.L.A. in terms ol
politics or revolution is shockingly mis-
leading. It doesn’t resemble any political

group, right or left, with the possible
exception of the CIA. I believe the pur-
pose ol the S.1.A. is to offer the American
people an apparently lelt-wing organizi-
tion that the state is better than.
PLAYBOY: Do you endorse the pro-Arab
position taken by many New Left groups
today?

HEss: I neither endorse mor understand
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it, except to note that it seems to be the
tragic late of the Jews to be hated by
everybody in sequence. I've never secn
anything like it.

PLAYBOY: American leftists would argue
that they are not anti-Semitic, just anti-
Israel.

HESS: That makes no sense, either. Sure
Israel is a client ol America, but so is
everybody clse, including China and the
Soviet Union. And although Israel has
driven her borders out some, T think you
can make a fairly good case [or its having
happened in self-defense. But the thing 1
really don’t understand is why the New
Left has suddenly developed this vast
enthusiasm for Arabs.

PLAYBOY: Presumably  because
regimes are Communist backed.
HESS: 1 could understand an American
New Left position that favored socialism
in the Arab states, but most of the Arab
nations are feudal. They're actually pre-
capitalist! I think what you've hit on here
is perhaps the gravest weakness of the
American left roday: « reflexive hawed
of anything American. If an American
doctor cured cancer tomorrow, there
would be people on the left who would
call it a plot by the drug companies.
PLAYBOY: What remedy would you pre-
scribe for the Mideast problem?

HEss: I think the Jewish state should be
placed elsewhere. like Texas or Orange
County. Those areas aren’t being used
for much now. It’s been my observation
that when something happens anywhere
in the world that civilized people gen-
erally regard as good, if there are seven
people involved in it, three and a half
of them wrn out to be Jewish. That
happens with such fantastic regularity
that I conclude the Jewish culture must
be prety hot stuff. So a Jewish state,
located in a politically hospitable region,
would almest certainly become a great
benefic to all mankind. Bur a Jewish
state in the Mideast is likely o remain a
roadblock 1o world peace for generations
to come. As a realistic compromise, how-
ever, recognition of both lIsrael and a
Palestinian state would seem reasonable.
PLAYBOY: Getting back to your checkered
career. you joined Goldwater again in
1968 and wrote speeches for his Senate
campaign. The mind boggles at the
thought that much of Goldwater’s plat-
form was written by a member ol SDS.
HEss: Why? 1 was against the Vietnam
war and Goldwater was for it; but, other-
wise, we had a lot in common. He has a
strong  libertarian  tendency.  It's sad.
Goldwater 1s such a good, good man. 1
cat’t figure out why, at this late date, he
still insists on being a flack for the Presi-
dency, the police and the military.
PLAYBOY: You scem to retain an enduring
affection for Goldwater, yet the two of
you haven’t spoken since that campaign.
HEss: The break came soon after the 1968
election. It was sudden, unexpected and,

some

as we both immediately understood,
hnal—unless, of course, he decides to
come over to the New Left. I'm still
hoping.

PLAYBOY: What caused the break?

HESS: Goldwater had campaigned heavily
against the dralt. But after he was re-
turned to the Senate, when I suggested
that his first legislative action should be a
proposal to end the draft, he replied
with the only answer that could have
severed our relationship. He said, “Let's
wait and see what Dick Nixon wanis to
do on that one.” Those were the last
words he ever said 1o me as a friend.
PLAYBOY: Lect's sce il we can keep track:
Belore hooking up with Goldwater, you'd
been, among other things, a Socialist and
a gunrunner; now you're an anarchist
and a tax resister. Were you ever normal?
HEss: I think 1 was normal for a brief
period around the mid-Fifties. It was a
harrowing experience.

PLAYBOY: Can you describe it for us?

HESS: 1 was working for Newsweek and

living in Westchester: an unholy alliance
(=]

“If an American doctor
cured cancer tomorrow,
there would be people on the
left who would call it a plot
by the drug com panies.”

ol corporate and suburban hells. Corpo-
rate life is like a pool of sharks. The object
is survival and the food is whatever or
whoever gets in the way. The competition

is self-perpernating: for new cars, for the

Kid’s batting average in some joyless little
league and. perhaps most important, for
your wife's success as a hostess. Suburban
women are the geishas of America. My
first marriage. to a remarkably fine wom-
an, was a victim of the corporatesuburban
life.

PLAYBOY: You
pleasures in suburbia.

must have found some

HESS: 1 found two: oblivion drinking and
conquest fucking.

PLAYBOY: You said vour livst marriage was
a victim ol the corporatesuburban life.
What does that mean?

HESS: Yvonne is a bright, creative, atrac-
tive woman. When I met her, she was
rotogravure editor of The Washinglon
Star and a finalist in the American News-
paper Guild Beauty Contest. But as soon
as I reached a certain point in my
career, she had to abandon hers and be-
come a hostess. When I realized what

I'd done to her, I felt like having myself
horsewhipped. I think the feminists arc
absolutely correct about the American
woman’s tragic, insulting position in an
upwardly mobile marriage.
PLAYBOY: So except for that one grate-
fully brief sojourn into “normaley,” your
life has been . . . whart?
HESS: Blessed madness.
PLAYBOY: How, where and when did the
madness begin?
HESS: It began in Washington on May 25,
1923, bur the scene quickly shifted to the
Philippines. My father was surpassingly
ricl.
PLAYBOY: What did he do for a living?
HEss: He was smart for a living. He had
the good sense 1o be the son of a wealthy
IThRIn.
PLAYBOY: What was life like for you in
the Philippines?
Hess: Madness. We moved in with my
grandmother, old Amelia, a gentle soul
who was always getting into trouble with
the police for having her servants beaten.
Grandmother Amelia had never seen the
kitchen of her own house. But as soon as
my mother arrived. being American, she
went directly to the kitchen. When it
vas discovered that my mother had been
to the kitchen, there was a family crisis.
Such things simply weren’t done. My
mother hinally split. And she didn't ask
for a dime. She raised me by operating a
switchboard at a Washington, D.C.. hotel.
PLAYBOY: You dropped out of school at
15. Belore that, you were an irvedeemable
truant. Didn’t you like education?
HEss: 1 loved education, which is why I
spent as little time as possible in school.
Even in my day, education had begun
decreasmg in importance in the school
system. ‘Today, education has no place
at all in the American classroom.
PLAYBOY: Then what is the function of
the school system?
HESS: Administration.
PLAYBOY: How about some of the private
schools emploving “imnovative” educa-
tonal modes?
HESS: Our schools tend to weat children
cither as prisoners or as wild amrimals.
Public schools prefer the prisoner tech-
nique, with rules and regimentation
being the education oflered. while the
supposedly  innovative private  schools
usually opt for the wild-animal position.
There, children are reaved as in a jungle:
totally without the intervention ol elders
of the species and with as little contact
as possible with sequential thinking in-
volving a history or duration of more
than six seconds. Both techniques offer
the ideal preparation for life in a total-
itarian society. They no longer teach you
to read and they teach you not 1o
think. What they do weach is a process
of reducing the world, screcning our
options until we are, at adulthood, fully
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acclimated to a one-and-only-onesway-to-
do-things sort of clockwork mechanism—
a mechanism that is inevitably wound
by the key of some single authority.
PLAYBOY: What kind of educational sys-
tem would you prefer?

HESS: I like medieval schools.

PLAYBOY: What was so great about the
medieval schools?

HESS: The medieval schools taught logic,
dialectics, rhetoric and grammar. Their
assumption was, once you'd learned
reading and thinking, you could do
anything. In those days, it was not un-
usual for a man to be a great author, as-
tronomer, theologian, soldier, farmer,
artisan, cocksman—everything. Already,
people were doing what Marx talked
about: fishing in the morning, tilling the
soil in the afternoon and writing poetry
at night.

PLAYBOY: So you believe education should
consist of learning to think and read.
HEss: That's right. And eight or nine
years should be enough. Then cut the
strings. Repeal those goddamn child-
labor laws and let people begin a series
ol apprenticeships by the age ol 135.
PLAYBOY: Surely you're not scriously
against the child-labor laws.

HESS: You bet I am. They're just a typical
example of snobby liberal elitism—think-
ing everybody wants to be a professor of
Chaucerian literature. Most professors of
Chaucerian literature really want to be
firemen,

PLAYBOY: How do you know what people
want to do?

HESS: You can tell what a person really
wants to do by his hobbies. Most people
want to be gardeners or musicians. No-
body’s hobby is insurance.

PLAYBOY: Have you cver had any per-
sonal experience as a teacher?

HESS: I taught logic to eight-year-olds at a
local public school recently. The kids ate
it up and spat it out. Nobody'd taught
them how to be dumb yet.

PLAYBOY: How did that opportunity come
about?

HESS: Believe it or not, there's a grade
school principal in Washington who ac-
tually likes Kids and questions the school
system. Every other principal I've met
likes the school system and hates kids.
But this guy is a principal who actually
believes in education. Lord knows what
he’s doing in the school system, but that’s
his problem. Anyway, he instituted a
program where people from the neigh-
borhood come in and leciure. The most
popular guy was a suwrgeon who dis-
sected a chicken, That was a pretty tough
act to follow, but I taught logic and the
kids loved it. Nobody'd given them a
license to think before.

PLAYBOY: What, exactly. did you teach?
HEss: I went through syllogisms and
[allacies. That took about three minutes.

Then we began playing word games:
analyzing sentences, including some TV
commercials. One kid said his favorite
commercial was the one in which the late
Euell Gibbons eats a pine trec. Well, we
analyzed it, and before long every kid
in the class was asking, “If pine needles
are nutritious and if Grape Nuts taste
like pine needles. does that mean Grape
Nuts are nutritious:""

PLAYBOY: There arc probably a lot of
adults who never caught thae fallacy.
HESS: Adults have already been taughe
to look at things only one way—the ac-
cepted way. Eight-year-olds are too un-
educated to be that dumb. The best
moment came when one of the Kkids
asked me, “Why don’t you take off your
hat?” T said, “Why should I#" And they
began thinking. Of course, they started
out the way most adults would, by telling
me it was good manners, but I rejected
that and they became uneasy. Finally, a
little girl jumped up and said, “Wait a
minute. Why do you wear a hat?”” And

“Eight or nine years of
education should be enough.
Then cut the strings.
Repeal those goddamn
child-labor laws.”

I said. “To keep my head warm.” And
she said, “Isn’t it warm in here?” I said,
“Yes, it is.”" So she said, “Then why don't
you take off your hat?” It was marvelous.
She had pushed beyond accepted custom
into a region few adults enter: serious
analysis of a situation. Suddenly, she had
become a little human being—not a
parrot anymore. And it is my notion that
we'd have a whole country full of human
beings if the schools would only liberate,
rather than enslave children; teach them
how to read and think. I myself grew up
in the last era of successtul dropouts. I
went directly from my very occasional
visits to the tenth grade to writing radio
NEWSCASLS.

PLAYBOY: Then you became a Socialist.
How did {hat happen?

HESS: I wanted to be a radical and the
Communists wouldn’t have me. No teen-
ager got to be a Communist. So 1 joined
the Socialists. They weren't so particular.
And, of course, at that time I didn't as-
sociate communism and socialism with
the Soviet Union.

PLAYBOY: What did you associate them
with?

HEsS: The people who didn't want war

or who, if there was a war, were always
on the right side.
PLAYBOY: You mean Norman Thomas?
HEss: ‘The Norman Thomas people were
really standing up against authority. I
liked that. But Norman Thomas' pro-
grams werc later co-opted by Roosevelt.
except that Roosevelt wanted to do good
for the common folk without permitting
the common folk to do good for them-
selves.
PLAYBOY: In other words,
Thomas®  Socialist  programs
F.D.R.’s liberal programs.
HEss: Correct. And a lot of American
working people accepted that. Apparent-
ly, they didn’t sce anything basically
wrong with the ownership/acquisition
system but only thought it needed better
rules. The Roosevelt Administration
promised those rules. thus pacifying the
working class and preserving capitalism
lor the rich.
PLAYBOY: But you're not entircly against
capitalism, are you?
HEsS: Theoretical, laissez-faire capitalism
doesn't strike me as immoral—just un-
necessary. I'd prefer it to many other
witys of running things. but it's wasteful
and causes people to be overly concerned
with numbers: quantity rather than
qualivy, profits rather than products.
PLAYBOY: Eventually, you leit the Social-
ists. Why?
Hess: They were so boring. Also, they
clung ro the preposterous notion that if
everyone in the world was exactly like
them, there would be no problems. And
that was no different from Roosevelt.
PLAYBOY: What have you gor against
Roosevelr?
HESS: What makes you think I have any-
thing against Roosevelt? Roosevelt was
wonderful—if you like fascists. And, ap-
parently, many people do.
PLAYBOY: What made Roosevelt a [ascist?
HESS: He believed it was beuer for
people to be alike than for them to be
different and it was better for people
to be led than for them to be self-
reliant. The term fascist seems appro-
priatc because the most essential tenet
of [ascism views the state as the people,
rather than the other way around. Both
Hitler and Roosevelt began by nationaliz
ing the people.
PLAYBOY: Do you note any differences
between Hitler and Roosevelt?
HESS: The two regimes weren't altogether
identical. Hitler's was mad and murder-
ous. Roosevelt's wasn’t cruel, certainly
asn’t crazy, was kind and helpful to
many people. Roosevelt sought the per-
pem;uion of existing power, pri\‘ilcgf:
and order. Hitler sought new power and
a new order. But one crucial similarity
between those two [fascists is that both
successfully destroyed the trade unions.
Roosevelt did it by passing exactly the

Norman
became
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reforms that would ensure the creation
of a wade-union bureaucracy. Since
F.D.R., the unions have become the pro
tectors of contracts rather than the
spearhead of worker demands. And the
Roosevelt era brought the “no suike”
clause, the notion that your rights are
limited by the needs of the state.

PLAYBOY: Many historians have said that
without Roosevelt, the poor would have
starved.

HESS: What a terrible thing 1o say about
poor people. The alternative view is that
without Roosevelt, the poor would have
organized.

PLAYBOY: What happened after you aban-
doned the Socialists?

HESS: | auwempted to join the Army. But
that didn’t work our wo well.

PLAYBOY: Why not?

HESS: [ was so anxious for combat duty
that 1 f[alsihed my medical records. I
believe I told them I was the healthiest
person in the history of civilization.
PLAYBOY: And you weren't?

HESS: Not quite. Immediately alter pass-
ing my exams for O.CS., I cune down
with a aashing attack of hay fever. They
didn’t believe me when I told them that
was the first time in my life I'd ever
sncezed, so they contacted my [amily
doctor and [ound out I'd had malaria.
PLAYBOY: Malaria?

HESS: 1'd picked it up in the Philippines
as a kid, along with dengue fever and
blackwater fever. I'd also had several
cases of pneumonia, hay fever, sinusitis,
asthma and a deviated septum.

PLAYBOY: So characterizing yoursell as the
healthiest person in history was a bit of an
exaggeration.

HESS: ‘['hat's true. But even though I was
only hanging together tentatively, [
offered to sign a waiver that il T died
of pneumonia, the Army wouldn’t he
responsible.

PLAYBOY: But they didn’t buy that?

HESS: No; in [act, they seriously contem-
plated throwing me in jail [or perjuring
my medical records. Which only shows
that you can't win with those people.
They can arrest you for trying to get
into one of their lousy wars and arrest
vou [or trying 1o get out. If T had a kid
today, I'd make sure the state never
lound our that child existed. And il it
did ind out, I'd rig up a phony death
certihicate.

pLAYBOY: What did you do after being
pitched out of the Army?

HESS: 1 went back to Washingion and
went to work for the Times-Hevald, an
old Hearst-type newspaper. Press cards
in our hats. digging up bodies lor in-
dependent autopsy—the whole trip. Oh,
and speaking of autopsies. I worked one
summer while I was still a teemager as
in autopsy assistant.

PLAYBOY: How did you get that job?

HESS: The coroner was hot to ot with
my [riend’s sister; but in order to get
her alone during the day, he had 1o do
something with all us brats. So he hired
us to prepare bodies and make prelimi-
nary incisions, It was great experience, bur
can you imagine letting a bunch of 14-
and I5-year-olds slice up corpses today?
Everybody would jump on you. Hubert
Humphrey would accse you of ex-
ploiting child labor and Ronald Reagan
would accuse you of prolaning the sacred
dead. Conservatives like people only
when they're dead.

PLAYBOY: Why was doing autopsies such
a great experience?

HESS: Because it made me an atheist. I
don’t see how you can fail to be an
atheist after dissecting all those people.
I mean, nothing Hies out ol them. They
don’t sing or laugh or dance anymore.
They're just a bunch of junk lying
around.

PLAYBOY: Yer you say that conservatives
like death.

HESS: The reason conservatives think
death 1s such a neat thing is that they

“IfI had a kid today, I'd
make sure the state never
found out that child existed.
Andif it did find out, I'd rig
upa phonydeathcertificate.”

don’t get o see much of it. Theyre well
fed and don't fight in very many wars.
They make the poor fight for them. Of
course, there are a few notable excep-
tions. George Patton was rich and really
cnjoyed shooting people. But ordinary
folks, the ones who hght the wars and
catch malaria and don’t always have
cnough to eat, end up with a passionate
feeling for life.

PLAYBOY: But in spite ol that, you will-
ingly converted Irom socialism to con-
servittism by your early 20s. Did you
suddenly decide death wasn’t so bad,
alter all?

HEss: I must confess. the conservative
rhetoric is so spellbinding it actually
makes you forget the value of lile.
Better dead than Red. Better dead than
damn near anything. Dead, dead, dead.
Kill. kill, kill. Go to war. The highest
honor is to give your life for country A.
All those death-centered things. To this
day. I find it difficult o understand how
I could have been in the grip of a spell
so powerlul it actually made me lorget

the lessons I'd learned at the autopsy
table when I was 15.

PLAYBOY: There aren’t many conservative
atheists.

HESS: T was the only one I knew. All the
other conservatives either were or
thought they were deeply religious. 1
should have realized I'd end up on the
left eventually.

PLAYBOY: You frequently return to the
link between God and conservatism.
You've also said Nelson Rockefeller
doesn’t make sense without religion.
Perhaps you'd better explain.

HESS: Conservatives Dbelieve that some
people are born in a state of such grace
as to be rich. That is a religious state-
ment. Also, you hear conservatives say
time after time that if all the wealth in
the world were redistributed today, the
same people who own it now would have
it again in a few years. That, too, is a
religious statement.

PLAYBOY: Why?

HESS: Because it isn't based on empirical
evidence. You've simply got to believe it,
take it on faith. Now, look at Nelson
Rockeleller. What's his 1.Q.?

PLAYBOY: Probably average.

HESS: Perhaps average or slightly below,
but certainly within the normal range. 1
know for a fact that he can read, although
i's not known that he can write. Take
away his money and do you really think
he'd end up with another billion dollars?
If we all had 1o start over, I know a lot
of welders who'd end up with more
money than Rockefeller. And the ones
whod come out with the really big
money would be the street husuers and
people like Robert Vesco. Certainly not
the people who have it now. 1 think
many conservatives believe old man
Rockeleller invented pewroleum. They
don’t know petroleum gets drilled. They
think it comes out of a board room. A
bunch of executives get together and say,
“Let's have a million gallons ol oil.”
And the board votes on it and then
there’s a million gallons of oil. Conserv-
atives don’t think food comes out of
the ground. either. They think it comes
out of Saleway. Conservatives are totally
detached rom the natural world.
PLAYBOY: More so than liberals?

HESS: Liberals are even move elitist but
i a diflerent way. The only reason I'm
knocking conservatives is because they're
worth Kknocking. Liberals scarcely are.
Comnservatives make a number ol grievous
errors, butethey also make a number of
correct analyses. It is not known to me
that liberals make any correct analyses.
And when liberals attempt a move to
the left, they usually become Stalinists,
because they believe in a strong central
authority. When conservatives move left,
they become libertarians or anarchists in
a single jump. The first Weatherperson
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I ever met had been a Youth for Gold-
water member in ‘64.

PLAYBOY: As one who helped start the
National Review, how did you like work-
ing for William F. Buckley, Jr.?

HESS: He was good to work for, because
he is talented. That alone places him a
cut. above most owners and managers.
And socially, I never spent a boring
evening with Bill Buckley. He's as
charming, witty and mercurial in private
as he is in public. T have no regrets about
my conservative yecars because of the
many fine people, like Buckley and
Goldwater, 1 met and worked with. Con-
servatives in this country are just head
and shoulders above liberals in every
way. Can you imagine working for
David Susskind? Susskind is always weep-
ing crocodile tears for the common man,
but I wonder if he's ever met one, aside
from his servants. Buckley, on the other
hand, would be the first to admit that
he's a superior person.

PLAYBOY: An analysis you seem to share.
HESS: Bill is superior, but why shouldn’c
he be? He was brought up on a high-
protein diet. He didu’t have to go to
public school. The wonder isn’t that
there is a Bill Buckley but that evervone
else isn’t that witty and well educated.
Alter all, there’s no real shortage of pro-
ein in the world and the only thing
you have to do to get kids educated is
abolish the school system.

PLAYBOY: Are you saying that the rich
are smarter than the poor?

HESS: Unfortunately. yes. Rich children
are frequently brought up with a lot of
attention and a diet rich in food chemi-
cals without which the brain, however
hopelul, turns into an unfortunate mush.
PLAYBOY: So the rich are superior, but
not because ol any natural talens.

HESS: The rich have only one natural
talent: an ability to insult the poor. But
even that may be an acquired skill.
PLAYBOY: Althouglh you admire Buckley,
you no longer agree with him. From your
point of view, where did he go wrong?
HESs: He went wrong because, in the
end, he actually believed he was pre-
serving God's will. T remember a dinner
party Bill had at his place in Connecticut
soon after the first issue of National
Revtew was published. This fellow kept
staring at him and finally said, “You
know, Bill, you have the profile of a
voung Caesar.” Well, instead of being
embarrassed by hat preposterous re-
mark, Bill reveled in it. And in retro-
spect, I conclude that people who do not
blush when they are compared to Caesar
end up being Caesar.

PLAYBOY: After writing lor the National
Review, you became, among other things,
the most sought-after conservative speech-
writer in America. What was the secret
ol your success?

HESS: You may not have been expecting
a divect answer to that question, but, in
fact, I did have a secret, a secret I will
reveal now, because nobody will pay
any attention to it, anyway. My secret
was—flourish of trumpets—the declar-
ative sentence.

PLAYBOY: That's it?

HEss: Well, there was a little more. but
that was the core of my secret. With—if
youw’ll excuse the expression—Iliberal use
of simple, declarative sentences, Anglo-
Saxon words and active verbs, anybody
can be a great speechwriter. Compared
with the convoluted structure, passive
verbs and Latin roots of most political
speeches, my stuff stood our like pure
crystal.

PLAYBOY: As a speechwriter, you are most
closely identified with Goldwater, but you
also wrote lor Nixon and Ford. What
were they like?

HESS: The funny thing about being with
Nixon is that you never know when
he has left the room. Nixon is like a

“What Lyndon Johnson
really said about Ford was,
‘Jerry can’t fart and chew
gum at the same time.”

lot ol other-directed people: shadowy
figures identified more by the impressions
others have of them than by the impres-
stons they have of themselves. Whereas
Goldwater has a vivid perception of him-
self, sees and knows himsell through his
own eyes, Nixon can only know himself
through other people’s eyes. 1 seriously
believe that Richard Nixon does not
exist when no one is looking at him.
PLAYBOY: And Ford?

HESS: Jerry used to be a perfectly ordinary
fellow and. oddly enough, he still thinks
of himself that way. Unlike Nixon and
Johnson, Ford can't refer to himsell in
the third person without cracking up.
PLAYBOY: Did you know him well?

Hess: We played tennis together and
socialized a bit. He was a good neighbor.
Honest. 1 don’t think there’s any evil
there.

PLAYBOY: How about intellectual
abilities? Johnson is quoted as having
said, “Jerry Ford is so dumb he can't
walk and chew gum at the same time."”
HEss: Johnson is quoted as having said
that. But what he really said was, “Jerry
can’t fart and chew gum at the same
time.”

PLAYBOY: Can he?

Iis

HESS: I assume so. although I must con-
[ess that I've never actually seen him do
it. Although Ford is mot a terribly
bright man, his intellectual ability is suf-
ficient for a relatively unimportant job
like President. However, I don't think
he has the brains to be a truck driver.
PLAYBOY: You also wrote speeches for
billionaires like H. L. Hunt. What kind
ol person was he?

HESS: Hunt was a Stalinist and he
PLAYBOY: Wait a minute. H. L. Hunt,
the H. L. Hunt, was a Stalinist?

HESS: Sure. He once told me Americans
should be given numbers of votes com-
mensurate with their money worth. As
one of the world's richest men, that
would have given him exactly the sort
of special advantage a commissar enjoys
in the Soviet Union.

PLAYBOY: What kind of speech does one
write lor a hillionaire?

HESS: Mostly, I wrote specches praising
“the great system that produces all our
material - well-being.” It was easy. I
simply leaped [rom the fact of the
productivity to a generalized justification
of everything associated with it. Of
course, I never bothered to explain how
the “system” works or the price it exacts
{rom the people and the planet.

PLAYBOY: While still a conservative, you
expressed admiration for Lenny Bruce.
Most conservatives hated Lenny Bruce.
HEsS: They hated him because he talked
divty. Liberals liked him because he
talked dirty. But conservatives knew he
was telling the vuth about the erosion
of liberty in American society. Liberals
weren't  so about that. They
thought, “Well, he might be right, but he
couldn’t be referring to me. Alter all, 1
don’t mind when he says shit.” They
never understood that Lenny Bruce was
a libertarian, not a liberal.

PLAYBOY: As an anti-Communist writer
and editor, you must have had many
dealings with the FBI.

HESS: Oh, Lord, yes. The FBI provides a
lot of “research™ material to conserva-
Live writers.

PLAYBOY: Did you ever rely entirely on
the FBI for one of your “exposés'?

HESS: Are you Kidding? What other
source was there? You don't think any-
body on the right did any research, do
you?

PLAYBOY: Well, we did kind of assume——
HESS: No way. Ralph DeToledano. James
Kilpatrick, Bill Buckley—all of us got
material from the Government. We didn’t
have 1o do any investigative reporting il
we didn't want to. All you had o do
to be an anti-Communist writer was sign
up. Then they'd send you people’s names
and Communist Party membership-card

Sure
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numbers in the mail. Some of us won
journalism prizes just for going down to
the post office.

PLAYBOY: What about the CIA? Did it
provide vou with any research?

HESS: Some,

PLAYBOY: Based on what we now know
about CIA operations. would you [avor
disbanding that organization?

HESS: No, I'd put the CIA on wial first.
Although I don’t believe in laws. I do
believe in criminality. And when you
have a bunch of muggers, thieves and
murderers. rather than just letting them
dissolve into the woodwork, you ought to
make a very serious evaluation of wheth-
er or not they should be permitted to
live in vour neighborhood. If it's decided
that there’s no way to rehabilitate those
people. which 1 suspect. because lying,
stealing and murdering are terrible hab-
11s 1o get into, 1 think we should consider
exiling them to a country more com-
patible with that sort of behavior,
PLAYBOY: What country do you suggest?
HESS: The Soviet Union might be a good
place for them. In Russia, the biggest
mugger is likely 1o become head ol state.
PLAYBOY: But many Americans argue that
we need an espionage network.

HESS: Pericles, 1o cite a general who once
had a lucid moment, made a wonderful
speech about seerecy in a free society. He
said Athenians could invite their enemies
to see all their secrets, because the real
secret of that city's greatness was its
courage and loyalty.

PLAYBOY: But some time alter Pericles saiid
that, Athens was defeated by Sparta.

HEss: Perhaps they should have kept just
one secrel.

PLAYBOY: Do you think the U. S. should
keep one secret?

Hess: I don’t think we need anything be-
yond a few Polaris submarines to coun-
terbalance the Soviet nuclear force. And
in the unlikely event ol a Russian in-
vasion, the American people could easily
defend themselves. We're resourcelul,
patriotic and very well armed. We'd be
like the Vietnamese. As the British [ound
out 200 years ago, vou can't beat [armers,
So I don't think we need 100 billion
dollars a year to delend this country.
And we certamnly don't need a bunch
of cheap, gangland assassins,

PLAYBOY: Speaking of Americans’ being
well armed. in a sociery with as few laws
as possible, would gun control be one
ol them?

HESS: No, I don’t think so, but I doubt
il the manulacture of guns would be a
very serious occupation in oan anarchist
society.

PLAYBOY: Why not?

HEsS: Becruse we don’t hunt for food
much anymore and the [reer a society
gets, the less need there is o shoot
people.

PLAYBOY: You sull own guns, although
you no longer hunt. Why?

HESS: Because I might have to fight some-
body one ol these days.
PLAYBOY: Who?

HESS: A tax collector.
agent. Who knows?
PLAYBOY: Would you shoot a burglar?
HESS: Il somebody breaks into your house
at night, before you can discuss why he's
there, you've got to get his attention and
a gun isn't a bad way to do that—unless
you happen to be seven leet tall and
bulletproof. There are some terribly vio-
lent people in this imperfect world, and
I can’t quite see giving my life to one
of them because of a theoretical position
on guns,

PLAYBOY: So your theoretical position on
lile ourweighs your theoretical position
on guns.

HESS: Your lile is the only real property
you own. Every other form of property,
I [eel, is debatable. But you are the only
one who can own your life. Murder,
then, is the ultimate thelt, and I think

A Government

“Iwould argue in favor
of Americans’ continuing
ownership of weapons. . . .

‘If guns were outlawed,

only the Government
would have guns.””

it's perfectly responsible to say, “No,
you will not have my life.”

PLAYBOY: When your home in Washing-
ton was vandalized, were any of your
guns stolen?

HESS: Yes, a target pistol.

PLAYBOY: So your gun, presumably, en-
tered the criminal pool. And. indirectly,
you muxde it that much easier for Sara Jane
Moore to pick up her pistol at a moment’s
notice.

HESS: Fortunately, my gun was recovered.
But even if it weren'r, you arc begging
the question, which is, “Who should own
guns?”’

PLAYBOY: \Who slionld own guns?

HEss: Il the were nobody, if
everybody’s suns—including mine—dis-
appeared at the same time, no one would
be happier than I. But pending that
golden moment, do I really want the
CIA, the FBI. the Army, the Navy, the
Air Force. the Searet Service, etc. 1o
be the only armed Americans? No. As
long as they've got guns. 1 think the
people generally should have them. too.
PLAYBOY: But as long as the general pub-
lic is armed. the street aiminals will
also be armed.

HESS: Street aiminals do not kill people in

A NSWET

greiat numbers. Most killing is emotional,
and even without guns, emotional
killing would proceed with rocks, base-
ball bats and ice picks. Most Killing in
this counury is Federal, with war and the
highway svstem heading the list. The
300-horsepower engine kills more Ameri-
cans than any handgun.
PLAYBOY: Now who's begging the question?
HESS: You're right, I am. But to return
to my original point, 1 would argue in
favor of Americans’ continuing owner-
ship of weapons by adjusting a National
Rifle Association slogan to fit my an-
archist view: “If guns were outlawed,
only the Government would have guns.”
PLAYBOY: You said carlier that even if we
dismantled most of our military appa-
ratus, a Russian invasion would still be
unlikely. Why?
HEss: Because there aren’t enough ships
im the world to launch an invasion
against the U. S, and, anyway, most ol
Russia’s ships are full of American grain.
So they'd have to walk. Now, maybe you
could walk acvoss Alaska, but that's a
long way. And by the time the Red Army
got here, it would be totally corrupted.
PLAYBOY: Corrupted by whar?
HESS: Everything, Theyv'd be deserting to
open McDonald's franchises. This coun-
try is brresistible. It corrupts Americans,
who are, by and large, the greatest people
on carth. Would 1t do less to Russians?
I doubu it.
PLAYBOY: You don’t seem to be a [an of
Kissinger's détente policy. Have you ever
met Kissinger?
HESs: You mean the [oreign-policy Presi-
dent?
PLAYBOY: Yes.
HESS: No, but I have the sick feeling that
I helped inwoduce him 1o Republican
politics. Bill Baroody and I edited a
book for Mel Laird called The Conserva-
tive Papers and we decided to include
in it some of Kissinger's work. That
book established his credentials in the
party. Whar a mistake! There is some-
thing essentially dangerous to a [ree so-
ciety about a man who feels that the
affairs of state—aflairs that direcily result
in wars and other cataclysmic events—
should be conducted without reference
to the people aflected.
PLAYBOY: How about Ted Kennedy? Do
you know him?
HESS: Recently, while at a friend’s house
for dinner, he dropped in and was the
neatest guy there. Warm, amiable, just
plain nice. We had a long talk about the
possibility of a decentralized technology
and he really seemed 1o 1ake my position
seriously. Then, within a month, he made
a speech to the World Future Society
describing the role of technology in the
same old liberal terms: a small, elitist
group solving all the problems for every-
body. So I guess it doesn’t pay to meet
people you are going to take an abstract
(continued on page 158)
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me. “Get outta here!” I scream. “Get the
[uck outta here!™

A tall black man with long skinny
arms and enormous hands picks me up
and throws me over his shoulder as bul-
lets begin cracking over our heads like
strings ol firecrackers. Again and again
they erack as the sky swirls around us
like a cyclone. “Motherfuckers, mother-
fuckers!” he screams. And the rounds
keep cracking and the sky and the sun
on my face and my body all gone, all
twisted up, gangling like a puppet’s, div-
ing again and again into the sand, up
and down, rolling and cursing, gasping
for breath. “Goddamn, goddamn mother-
fuckers!”

And finally I am dragged into a hole
in the sand with the bottom ol my body
that can no longer leel twisted and bent
underneath me. The black man runs
from the hole without ever saying a
thing. The ounly thing I can think of,
the only thing that crosses my mind, is
living.

The attack is lifted. They are carrying
me out of the hole now—two, three, [our
men—quickly they are sirapping me to a
stretcher. My legs dangle off the sides
until they realize T cannot control them.
“l can’t move them.” I say, almost in a
whisper. "l can’t move them.” Pm still
carelully sucking the air, trying to calm
mysell, trying not to get excited, not to
panic. I want to live. | keep telling my-
sell, Take it slow now, as they strap my
legs to the stretcher and carry my wound-
ed body into an amurac (amphibious
tractor) packed with other wounded men.
The steel trap door ol the amtrac slowly
closes as we begin o move to the north-
ern bank and back across the river to
the battalion area.

Men are screaming all around me.
“Oh, God, get me out ol here!” “Please
help!” they saoream. Oh, Jesus, like lit-
tle children now, not like Marines, not
like the posters, not like that day in the
high school, this is for real.

“Mother!” screams a man withour a
face.

“Oh, I don't want to die!” screams a
young boy cupping his intestines with his
hands. “Oh, please, oh, no, oh, God, oh,
help! Mother!™ he screams again.

We are moving slowly through the
water, the amtrac rocking back and forth.
We cannot be brive anymore; there is no
reason. It means nothing now. We hold
on to ourselves, to things around us, to
memories, to thoughts, to dreams. I
breathe slowly, desperately trying to
stay awake.

The steel wrap door is opening, I see
[aces. Corpsmen, I think. Others, curi-
ous, looking in at us. Air, [resh, I leel, I
smell. They are cnrying me out now,
Over wounded bodies, past wounded
screams. I'm in a helicoprer now. lofting
above the battalion area. I'm leaving the
war. I'm going to live, I am still breath-
ing, I keep thinking over and over, I'm

going 1o live and get out of here.

They are shoving needles and tubes
into my arms. Now we are being packed
into planes and as each hour passes, I
begin to believe that I am going to live.
I begin to realize more and more as I
watch the other wounded packed around
me on shelves that T am going to live.

I still fight desperately to stay awake.
I am in an ambulance now, rushing to
someplace. There is 2@ man without any
legs, screaming in pain, moaning like a
little baby. He is bleeding terribly from
the stumps that were once his legs,
thrashing his arms wildly about his chest,
in a semiconscious daze. It is almost too
much for me to watch.

I cannot take much more of this, 1
think. I must be knocked out soon, be-
fore I lose my mind. I've seen too much
today, I think, but I hold on, sucking
the air. I shout, then curse for him to
be quiet. “My wound is much worse
than yours!” I scream. “You're lucky,”
I shout, staring him in the eyes. “I can
leel nothing from my chest down. You
at least still have part of your legs. Shut
up!™ I scream again. “Shut the fuck up,
you goddamned baby!" He keeps thrash-
ing his arms wildly above his head and
kicking his bleeding stumps toward the
roof of the ambulance.

The journey seems to take a very long
time, but soon we are at the place where
the wounded are sent. I feel a tremen-
dous exhilaration inside me. | have made
it this far. I have actually made it this
far without giving up and now I am in
a hospital where they will operate on
me and fnd out why I cannot feel any-
thing from my chest down. I know I am
soing to make it now. I am going to
make it not because ol any god or any
religion but because I want to make it,
I want to live. And I leave the scream-
ing man without legs and am taken to a
room that is very bright.

“What’s your namez" the voice shouts.

“Wh-wh-what?"" I say.

“What's your name?”
again.

“K-K-Kovic,” I say.

“No!” says the veice. I want your
name. rank and Service number. Your
date ol birth, the name of your father
and mother.”

“Kovic. Sergeant. T'wo-oh-three-oh-two-
six-one, uh, when are you guin;.',' (et

“Date of birth!™ the voice shouts.

“July [eurth, nincteen [orty-six. I was
born on the Fourth of July. I can’t
feel &

“What religion ire youz"

“Catholic,” 1 say.

“What outfit did you come from?z"

“What's going on? When are
going to operate?” I say.

“The doctors will operate,” he says.
“Don’t worry,” he says confidently.
“They are very busy and there are many
wounded, but they will take care of you
soon.”

the voice says

)'Oll

He conunues to stand almost at atten-
tion in front of me with a long clip-
board in his hand, jotting down all the
information he can. 1 cannot under-
stind why they are taking so long to
operate. There is something very wrong
with me, I think, and they must operate
as quickly as possible. The man with the
clipboard walks out of the room. He will
send the priest in soon.

I lie in the room alone, staring at the
walls, suill sucking the air, more than
ever now determined to live.

The priest seems 1o appear suddenly
above my head. With his fingers, he is
genuly touching my forchead, rubbing it
slowly and softly. “How are you?" he
asks.

“I'm fine, Father.” His face is very
tived, but it is not frightened. He is al-
most at ease, as il what he is doing he has
done many umes belore.

“I have come to give you the last
rites, my somn.”

“I'm ready, Father,” T say.

And he prays, rubbing oils on my face
and gently placing the aucifix to my
lips. “1 will pray lor vou.” he says.

“When will they operatez” I say to
the priest.

“I do not know,” he says. “The doc-
tors are very busy. There are many
wounded. There is not much time for
anything here but wying to live. So you
must try to live, my son, and I will pray
for you.”

Soon after that, T am taken to a long
room where there are many doctors and
nurses, They move quickly around me.
They are acting very competent. “You
will be fine,” says one nurse calmiy.

“Breathe deeply into the mask,” the
doctor says.

“Are you going to operate:" I ask.

“Yes. Now breathe deeply into the
mask.” As the darkness ol the mask slow-
ly covers my face, I pray with all my
being that I will live through this opera-
tion and sec the light of day once again.
I want to live so much. And even before
I go to sleep, with the blackness still
swirling around my head and the numb-
ness ol sleep, I begin to fight as I have
never fought belore in my life.

I awake to the saeams of other men
around me. I have made it. T think that
maybe the wound is my punishment lor
killing the corporal and the childven.
That now everything is OK and the score
is evened up. And now I am packed in
this place with the others who have been
wounded like mysell, strapped onto a
strange circular bed. T feel wbes going
inte my nose and hear the danking.
pumping sound of a machine. I still
cannot feel any ol my body, but I know
I am alive. I feel a terrible pain in my
chest. My body 15 so cold. It has never
been this weak. It leels so tired and out
of touch, so lost and in pain. I can still
barely breathe. I look around me, at

(continued on page 85)
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“I am glad to see that you have changed your
mind about my inflatable doll.”




S Ay e __



A

THE HAE
THIS TIME

gil scott-heron has been called the black bob dylan. he doesn't appreciate it

personality By VERMOMN GIBBS 11 was THE season of the black
wind. Proud Afvoscats bugabooed the midnight streets. Tongues lashed brim-
stone medleys about the coming Armageddon, when America would finally
pay for her sins. Hip revolutionaries demanded the new order. Out of the fire
of the Watts and Harlem battalions that took to the sidewalks of the Sixties
swinging Molotov melodies, The Last Poets arose. They issued several albums
of poetry and music that were a summation of the decade’s passionate rhetoric,
from Malcolm X to Jerry Rubin. The Last Pocts preached the voodoo Gospel,
. a serangled cry that beat against the siren shriek of the Harlem night. For
y many people in the black movement, they represented the ultimate union
ol Poetry and politics. They spat into th metal breeze and screeched
e frenzied incantations of Malcolm X, Huey Newton and Imamu
arika. Their screams were part of lhc Sixties shock wave that
conY inced America she could no longer look away.

Gi] scott-Heron was not a member of The Last Poets, but
\ere in the mid-Seventies he is the last poet. In spite of Bob

DYlap’s wriumphant and widely covered Rolling Thunder
evue, people are not listening to poets and visionaries
th wiY they did in the Sixties. Winter has settled on the Ameri-
Can consciousness, and to those intent on bringing back the
g old diys, Gil Scott-Heron and his Midnight Band—with
4(“ Alrjcan drums, dashikis and strongly political, often black
“ational js, messates—must be the most unwanted leftover from
& fecade that genuflected to the society-saving ideology of each
aew tirade without stopping to examine its importance. But to his
1ans and Lo Whose ingering malcontents who consider the social
movyements Of the Sixties to have been something more than a series
of fads, Scott-Heron is the only sane man in a house of lunatics.

Like the society that it reflects, popular music has lost much of its
purpose and idealism. Having endured black militants, flower chil-
dren and acid-rock freaks, the women’s and gay liberation movements,
and having treated each with the proper degree of media hysteria,
Americans woday would rather forget. But, at the saine time, there is
the desperate realization that no matter where we hide, the issues have
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not changed and the problems have not
gone away. Because Scott-Heron remains
to prod the movement consciousness at a
time when there are “less people taking
a stand"—like Dylan, who has renewed
his mission with his last two albums,
Blood on the Tracks and Desire—his is
one of the most important voices of the
decade.

The Tennessee-born New Yorker, now
living outside Washington, D.C., first
came to national attention in 1970,
when—at 21—he released an album of
poetry and percussion, Small Talk at
125th and Lenox (Flying Dutchman), that
contained the explosive poem/song The
Revolution Will Not Be Televised.
Along with The Last Poets (Douglas)
and Stanley Crouch's din’t No Ambu-
lances for No Nigguhs Tonight (Flying
Dutchman), iz proved to be the high point
of militant poetry. There were other
black movement pocts who put out
albums 1n the late Sixties and early Seven-
ties—Sonia Sanchez. Don L. Lee and later
Nikki Giovanni—but only Scot-Heron
has survived intact inte the mid-Seventies.
He now has relcased seven albums, by
himself or with pianist Brian Jackson
and The Midnight Band, a group that
was formed in 1972. In addition, he has
published two novels, The Fulture (which
he wrote at 19) and The Nigger Faclory.
But it’s the songs in those seven albums—
fierce, angry murtterings and brooding
testaments of love and hope—that have
led people (in Rolling Stone, among other
places) to speculate about his being an-
other Dylan.

Scott-Heron snorts contemptuously at
the comparison and fixes me with a dead-
ly glare for daring to bring up the sub-
ject. We are huddled in the offices of
screenwriter (Super Fly)y and director
Phillip Fenty, minutes after seeing a com-
pleted version of Baron Wolfgang Von
Tripps, Fenty's latest movie. It’s a dud
and Scott-Heron isn't feeling too good
about having committed himself to pro-
viding the sound wack. The prophet of
the Seventies is cramped in the small hot
room, refusing to remove his heavy over-
coat. ‘The impression is brown—a bar
tered brown-gray hat is cocked over one
side of his face, a weary-looking brown
overcoat is carelessly hanging from his
rangy frame. Cracked and ancient black-
gray oxfords encase the feet.

“Did Bob Dylan play with James Last?
Matt Dillon is my man,” he says coldly,
refusing to smile. Then he answers the
question: “No, I'm not into him, man.
I heard Blowin' in the Wind, but 1
don’t know what he did for white folks.
I'm not wrying to do nothing like Blow-
in’ n the Wind or Just ke a Woman.
What did he do?”

“He took up from the beatniks and
Woody Guthrie and helped start the

protest movement in the early Sixties;
isn’t that enough?™

“Man, we got protest songs that go all
the way back to the 1700s.” he says.

“Yeah, I know. But I'm talking about
a particular era and a particular genera-
tion—so that's why, when they compare
you to him, I want 10 know how you feel
about it.”

“Well, 1 didn’t even know what that
meant,” he admits, after a long silence.
“I'm just now understanding what that
means, and it's an insult. I'm doing
something else altogether, and 1 would
guess that anyone with an adequate
amount of perception would be able
to dig that.”

He glares at me balefully and con-
tinues, “I'm not really writing protest
songs—protest is not what I'lm about.”

“It isn'e?"” I say, incredulously. “Then
what are you aboutz"

“It's prewy obvious that there is an
cntire black experience that don’t relate
to no protest. And 1 be dealing with a
whole lot of those things. When people
get ready to write something about me
and Brian and The Midnight Band, they
should look at all that we did. It ain’t all
protesting. I mean. that's some of it. But
we deal with all the stureets that go
through the black community, and all
of them streets ain't. protesting.

“You know,” he says wearily, “people
be coming to see some wild-haired, wild-
eyed motherfucker, because that's the
impression they get ol me from my songs;
but most of the times when people pull
me off to the side at concerts, the songs
they want to discuss don't have noth-
ing to do with politics—even though
those are the ones that are most explicit.
They want to say something about Your
Daddy Loves You, because it seems to
them that we wrote it about them. Or
they want to say something about Pieces
of a Man. The songs that people want to
talk about are the ones that are more
personal than political, more private
than public, more of an emotion than an
issue. I like the fact that my mother is
one of my biggest fans. It's important
to mec that she understands what my
songs are about, becanse it proves to me
that what I'm talking about ain’t crazy.
It's only crazy in terms of the fact that
we still have all these things—the lack
of application of them different laws
and how black people have had to end
up fighting for things they was supposed
to have from jump street—that we have
to sing about.”

Originally, Scott-Heron and Jackson
wanted to write and produce for other
acts; but when they went to New York in
1970, jazz producer Bob Thicle recog-
nized the volatile nature ol Scott-Heron's
songs, the ferocious originality of his jazz-
tinged vocals and the magnetic possibil-
ities of his personality. He quickly signed
him up as a solo artist.

“I had done some singing, but it was

secondary to my primary interest as a
songwriter. I used to sing in this group,
and we sang them soul jams by The
Temptations and Sam and Dave. So I
can do that. The question is whether
somebody else can do what I can do, who
call themselves singers.

“The objective is to be more like an
instrument in an attempt to blend in
with the music, rather than have one
over the other. When people used 1o de-
scribe jazz 10 me, they would be describ-
ing modes and styles that different
people fell into—and then they would
always describe Coleman Hawkins as
being off to the side, moving parallel to
where everybody was at but not really
in too-tough contact with them. And 1
can dig me and Brian as being like that.
We be secing what other people be
doing, but we want to do this here.”

In spite of his protestations to the
contrary, Scott-Heron did become known
because of song/poems such as The
Revolution Will Not Be Televised and
Whitey on the Moon—songs whose
bitter, denunciatory rhetoric linked him
ideologically in most people’s minds
with the Black Panthers and Angela
Davis. Even though there is another side
to him, as can be heard on songs such
as Lady Day and John Coltrane, cven in
those moments of calm reflection, it is
impossible for him to avoid the mission
he has taken on himself: to sound the
warning, to be the voice of black rage
in the Seventies.

“People have polarized,” he says, at-
tempting to explain the changes in at
titudes and values that the Seventies
have brought. “The middle-class people
who were just in the movement for the
adventure of the moment have gone on
to do whatever it is that middle-class
people do. There’s still a whole lot of
programs in the community that can be
cffective, but a lot of the people who
were aiming their heads toward that
when they were in college, they ain't
there. They've been kidnaped by Exxon!

“Surviving becomes the ideal after a
while. A whole lot of people got killed
for talking about helping the commu-
nity. I never was oo familiar with the
Black Panthers—but a lot of ideas they
had came into focus with ideas I had,
and a whole lot of them got killed, be-
trayed or put in jail. I can’t really say
what mistake I thought the Black Pan-
thers made, because hindsight is always
20/20. It's easy to look back and say
what they should or should not have
donc. But they seemed like they was
doing what they knew how to do, in
Oakland. You have 1o do what you can
with as many people as you can get to-
gether, and if you can’t get but a certain
number of people 1ogether, then maybe

(continued on page 146)



PHOTOGRAPHY BY DWIGHT HOOKIR

JAYNE'S GIRL

for years jayne marie mansfield lived in the shadow
of her famous mother. now she’s letting the sunshine in
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“Because my mother was a very
beautiful, well-known lady,
I've had hassles all my life—
jokes and kidding. So I grew
up very fast and wanted

no part of show business.”
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“If you're going to be a
movic star, you should

live like one,” declared
Jayne (above), and no one
topped her as the Blonde
Bombshell—five pictorials in
PLAYBOY, living in a fairy-
tale pink mansion with

a heart-shaped pool—
before her tragic death in
1967, Then 17, Jayne

Marie today says: “ T hat
sex-symbol thing of the
Fifties was like a mask, a

rt my mother had to play.
paB ut)zim-es have chan ged.}:’

15 FOR the million things she gave me.” And for a girl named Jayne
Marie Mansfield, embarking upon a movie career of her own—with
some inherited savvy and other obviously marketable assets as her
birthright—that sloshy old Mother’s Day sentiment may not be [ar
wrong. She is her mother's daughter beyond question, though the blue eyes and
chestnut hair and more subtly curved contours add up to a cool contemporary
understatement of those pinupgirl attributes that Jayne the First deployed as if
she meant to shake the world at least once a day with a ZI-gun barrage of




“My mother and I were more like sisters, veally . . . there wasn't
much of an age difference. I know I'mn very similar to her,
though more petite. She was 5'6” and large—in places I'm

nol. Anyway, I don’t intend to be stereotyped in my mother’s
sexy image. That came from another era and il's just not

me. I think of myself as a natural, realistic beach girl.”







“Married from 18 to 19; then I left
Hollywood, and wanted to keep
to myself for a while. I spent four
months in a Tibetan women’s
center in India. Now . . . well,

I have a lot of mouvie offers.”



platinum curls, quotes and cleavage. Jayne Marie is a sexpot of the new breed
and would rather be called a daredevil than a femme fatale. Just back from her
debut hlm gig in the lead role of The Great Balloon Race, she talks like an
excited home-coming athlete who's had a hot streak at the Olympics: “I should
be put into the Guinness Book of World Records for this one. . . . I was the hrst
woman to cross the Bermuda Triangle and touch ground in a hot-air balloon. It
was a real race they used for the ilm, with lots of sinister little subplots added. 1
play one of the good guys, a girl who just wants to win (concluded on page 172)
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BORK ON THE FOURTH OFJULY

people moving in shadows of numbness.
There is the man who was in the ambu-
lance with me, screaming louder than
ever, kicking his bloody stumps in the
air, arying for his mother, crying for his
morphine.

Directly across from me there is a
Korean who has not even been in the
war at all. The nurse says he was going
to buy a newspaper when he stepped on
a booby trap and it blew off both his
legs and an arm. And all that is left now
is this slab of meat swinging one arm
crazily in the air, moaning like an ani-
mal gasping for its last bit of life, know-
ing that death is rushing toward him.
The Korean is screaming like a madman
at the top of his lungs. I cannot wait for
the shot of morphine. Oh, the morphine
feels so good. It makes everything dark
and quiet.

I'm sleeping now. The lights are flash-
ing. A black pilot is next to me. He says
nothing. He stares at the ceiling all day
long. He does nothing but that. But
something is happening now, something
is going wrong over there. The nurse is
shouting for the machine and the corps-
man is crawling on the black man’s
chest; he has his knees on his chest and
he’s pounding it with his fists again and
again.

“His heart has stopped!” screams the
nurse.

Pounding, pounding, he’s pounding
his fist into his chest. “Get the machine!”
screams the corpsman.

The nurse is pulling the machine
across the hangar floor as quickly as she
can now. They are wrying to put cur-
tains around the whole thing, but the
curtains keep slipping and failing down.
All the wounded who can still see and
think now watch what is happening to
the pilot right next to me. The doctor
hands the corpsman a syringe; they are
laughing as the corpsman drives the
syringe into the pilot’s chest like a knife.
They are talking about the Green Bay
Packers and the corpsman is driving his
fist into the black man's chest again and
again until the black pilot’s body begins
to bloat up, until it doesn’t look like a
bocly at all anymore. His face is all puffy
like a balloon and saliva rolls slowly
from the sides of his mouth. He keeps
staring at the ceiling and saying nothing.
“The machine! The machine!” screams
the doctor, now climbing on top of the
bed. waking the corpsman’s place. “Turn
on the machine!” screams the doctor.

He grabs a long suction cup that is at-
tached to the machine and places it care-
fully against the black man’s chest. The
black man’s body jumps up from the bed,
almost arcing into the air trom each bolt
of electricity, jolting and arcing. bloating
up more and more.

“I'll bet on the Packers,” says the
corpsmin.

(continued from page 76)

“Green Bay doesn’t have a chance,”
the doctor says, laughing.

The nurse 15 smiling now, making fun
of both the doctor and the corpsman.
“I don’t understand football,” she says.

They are pulling the sheet over the
head of the black man and strapping him
onto the gurney. He is taken out of the
ward.

The Korean civilian is still screaming
and there is a baby now at the end of
the ward. The nurse says it has been
napalmed by our own jets. I cannot see
the baby, but it screams all the time, like
the Korean and the young man without
any legs I met in the ambulance.

I can hear a radio. It is the Armed
Forces radio. The corpsman is telling
the baby to shut the hell up and there
is a young kid with half his head blown
away. They have brought him in and
put him where the black pilot has just
died, right next to me. He has thick
bandages wrapped all around his head
till I can hardly see his face at all. He is
like a vegetable—a 19-year-old vegetable,
thrashing his arms back and forth, bab-
bling and pissing in his clean white
sheets.

There is a general walking down the
aisles now, going to each bed. He's
marching down the aisles, marching and
facing cach wounded man in his bed. A
skinny private with a Polaroid camera
follows directly behind him. The general
is dressed in an immaculate uniform with
shiny shoes. “Good afternoon, Marine,”
the general says. “In the name of the
President of the United States and the
United States Marine Corps, I am proud
to present you with the Purple Heart,
and a picwure,” the general says. Just
then, the skinny man with the Polaroid
camera jumnps up, flashing a picture of
the wounded man. “And a picture to
send home to your folks.”

He comes up to my bed and says exact-
ly the same thing he has said to all the
rest. The skinny man juinps up, snap-
ping a picture of the general handing the
Purple Heart to me. “And here,” says the
general, “here is a picture 10 send home
to your folks.” The pgeneral makes a
sharp left face. He is marching to the
bed next to me, where the 19-year-old
kid is still pissing in his pants, babbling
like a litle baby.

“In the name of the President of the
United States,” the general says. T'he kid
15 screaming now, almost tearing the
bandages oft his head, exposing the parts
of his brains that are sull left. “I present
you with the Purple Heart. And here,”
the general says, handing the medal o
the 19-year-old vegetable, the skinny guy
jumping up and snapping a picture,
“here is a piclure,’” the general says,
looking at the picture the skinny guy has
just pulled out of the camera. The kid is
still pissing in his white sheets. “And

here is a picture to send home

" The
general does not Anish what he is saying.
He stares at the 19-year-old for what
seems a long time. He hands the picture
back to his photographer and as sharply
as before marches to the next bed.

-

All his life he'd wanted to be a win-
ner. It was always so important to win,
to be the very best. He thought back to
high school and the wrestling team and
to Lee Place and Hamilion Avenue,
when he and the rest of the boys had
played stickball or football. He thought
back to that and remembered how hard
he'd tried to win even in those simple
games.

But now it all seemed different. All
the hopes about being the best Marine,
winning all those medals. They all
seemed crushed now, they were gone for-
ever. Like the man he had just killed
with one shot, all these things had dis-
appeared and he knew, he was certain,
they would never come back again. It
had been so simple when he was back
on the block with Richie or running
down to the deli to pick up a pack of
Topps baseball cards; even working in
the food store that summer before he
went to the war now seemed like a real
nice thing. It seemed like so much nicer
a thing than what was happening around
him now, all the faces, the torn green
fatigues, and just below his foot was the
guy with a gaping hole through his
throat.

The amtrac was heading back to the
thick barbed wire where the battalion
lived and everyone around him was
quiet. There was no question in his mind
they all knew what had happened—that
he had just pulled the little metal trig-
ger and put a slug through the corporal’s
neck.

Inside he felt everything sort of squeez-
ing in on him. His hands kept rubbing
up and down his leg. He was very nerv-
ous and his finger, the one that had
pulled the trigger, was sort ol scratching
his leg now.

Later, when they got back to the bat-
talion area, he gave a quick report to a
young licutenant in the major's bunker.
“They were attacking,” he said, looking
at the lieutenant’s face, “and we moved
hackward.”

“You retreated.” the licutenant said.

“Yes, we retreated and he got shot.
He lived a litle while, but then he died.
He died there in the sand and we called
for help. And then we put him in the
amtrac. He must have run away when
they started firing. It was dark and I
couldn’t tell.”

“OK,” said the young-looking lieu-
tenant. “*Come back again in the morn-
ing and we can go over it again. Too bad
about .. ." he said.

“Yeah,” he said.

(continued on page 176)




ART BUCHWALD'S SPECIAL |
COMMEMORATIVE BICENTENNIAL '
SOUVENIR ALBUM

for the first time anywhere, new historical
evidence shows what went on behind the
scenes in our madcap colonial days

*'Now, over there will be the golf course and
tennis courts and swimming pool, which will be free
for anyone who buys one of our homes."'

11 = and drawings depicting
] =

4= here are many paintings

L events of the Colonial i
and Revolutionary period,

and we know from studying

/: %.J § them what tI?f: Bri_lish

|; 12 and our patriots dl_d.
l ‘4‘ But no one is certain what
o was being said.

= No one, that is. but

Art Buchwald, who has in
his possession the tapes
that went with the pictures
at that point in ume. Here.
in an exclusive exhibi-
tion, he shares them with
our readers.
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"*The Boston Massacre,” by Paul Revere (Detail),
The Melropolitan Museum of Art. Gift of Mrs. Russell Sage, 1910,

“That should keep them
quiet about gun control!”
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by Benjamin West (Detail).

The National Gallery of Canada, Ottawa, Gift of the Duke of Westminster, 1918,

"The Death of General Wolfe,"

Walter Plorzhelmer Collection of Inteliigence Servico, Washington, D.C.

“What do you mean,

we hung the wrong Nathan Hole?"
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by David Martin, Copyright by While House Historical
Association, Photograph by National Geographic Sociely.

"“Banjamin Frankiin,'

“Cherry took off her bra. Rock had never

seen such a beautiful pair of boobs. ‘Now, Baby,’
he said, ‘I'm going to show you

something.” He dropped his pcmfs and

Cherry gasped, 'It's too big, you'll kill me.

“Washington's Farewal!to His Officers at Fraunces Tavarn, New York, December ‘.'1?&3."

by Alonzo Chappel (Detail). Chicage Historical Society.




“I don't give a
goddomn what
Gloria Steinem
says. Get your
ass out of here.™

>

The John Carter Brown Library.

‘] love coffee, | love tea. | lave the

girls and they love me 7 [ F."

Courtesy, The Henry Frane!s Ou Pont Winterthur Museum,

“I never got a dime from Lockheed."

*Of course we're going fo re-enlist, General.

Why do you ask?™”
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HER WORST DREAMS Were coming true.
The Funniest Lady in America was
about to be followed around, tagged
afier, scrutinized and pried upon by
a reporter. You knew they were
her worst dreams because in the
Real Live Lily Tomlin Show that
toured the country last fall, there
was an obnoxious reporter, Deirdre
Dutton, played by Lily Tomlin.
Deirdre badgered Lily. She was
whiny, ceepy and sanctimonious.
She wanted to know all about Lily's
sex life. She interrupted; she was
exasperating. It was all done on an
11-foot-high video screen, Deirdre,
in a floppy straw hat and eyeglasses,
popping onscreen to annoy the real
live Lily with questions.

Deirdre appears on the screen and
peers at Lily. “Uh, Lily, I hope
youre not going to hold back. 1
want this interview very much 1o
reveal the real you. Uh, it's a long
way, Lily, from Detroit, the city ol
cars, to Hooray for Hollywoaod, the
city ol stars. Uh, do you find it cor-
rupting?” “Of course,” says Lily.
“That's why I moved out there.”

Lily puts her hands on her hips
and scowls at Deirdre on the screen.
Deirdre persists. “Lily, I want wvery
much now to discuss with you your
frank film on heterosexuality. 1
guess people are pretty much
amazed. Lily, that a woman who
looks like you do can play a hetero-
sexual so realistically and still be
perfectly”—she pauses—“normal.”

The andience starts laughing on
the word heterosexual. Most people
think Deirdre is talking about the
role Lily played in Robert Altman’s
film Nashwille, but, in fact, Lily has
been working on a bit in which Ju-
dith Beasley, her housewite character
from Calumet City, Illinois, goes 1o
a gay party and meets a man who is
the only other straight person in
the place.

Onstage, Lily relaxes into a soft
chair and answers Deirdre with res-
ignation. “Well, 1 did a lot of re-
search, Deirdre, you know, so by the
time we started flming, I was used
to it. I've seen these women all my
life. I know how they walk; I know
how they talk; 1 spoke to some psy-
chiatrists, but they don't know the
answers . . . and of course my fam-
ily, they said, 'How could you do
such a thing? Pcople just don’t un-
derstand”—Lily gives off a deep
sigh—"you don’t have to be one 10
play one.”

There was a real live reporter on
Lily's tail after her New York show.
They met in the midst of a cham-
l)aguc-am[—iluit-i)askct party for press
and bigwigs sponsored by Lily's rec-
ord company. Dick Cavett slumped
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Wounlin

you could
start by asking
ernestine or edith ann,
but they
probably wouldn’t
know, either

personali{y
By LOUISE BERNIKOW
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unnoticed against the bar. Bob Altman
was deep in drink with a tableful of
people. Evervone prowled.

"A genius. She's a genius.”

“The female Lenny Bruce.”

“Heavy. Really heavy.”

This was being said in spite of a per-
formance riddled with technical trouble.
The sound system went out. You could
hardly hear. The video setup was off,
flashing bits of Deirdre and Judith and
Bobby Jeannine, the cocktail organist, at
all the wrong moments. Tomlin stopped
the show and stood there with her hands
high over her head, saying, "Thank you
all a lot. This has given me a wonderful
opportunity to observe you all,” while
technicians tinkered madly to get it
right. She sat down on the stage, saying,
“1 have learned to wait. There's a lot
of technology in art,” and the audience
was with her, as the crowd was with her
alterward at the party.

The reporter sat unobtrusively among
the paparazzi, sipping champagne. There
had been a briel encounter in Tomlin's
dressing room, a rather formal introduc-
tion and a shy handshake. Now Tomlin
moved around in the crowd, shepherded
by her PR people. She smiled. She shook
hands. She Kissed Bette Midler. She was
not jive. She did not have that fuzzed-
out, cardboard, When-can-I-get-out-of-
here? look the reporier had seen on the
laces of stars at a lot of those parties.
Suddenly, Lily appeared a1 the report-
er's right shoulder, leaned over and
whispered, *Are you counting how many
people 1 kiss? That's what rraysoy
wants, isn't it?"’

“Um.” said the reporter. It was not
clear what rraysoy wanted. It was clear
that the reporter wanted to know about
energy. How did she do it? Two hours
nonstop and solo on the stage and two
howrs more into the party. The report-
cr's feet ached, but Lily showed no signs
ol tiring. She disappeared into the crowd
with a wink and the two did not meet
again until the next might, backstage at
Lisner Auditorium on the campus of
George Washington University.

Everything worked the next night and
Lily warmed up, onstage, ad-libbing a
lindle. Edith Ann, her surreal five-year-old
character, said, “Sometimes I like 1o sit on
the drain in the bathtub when the water's
running out. It feels mner-esting,” and
looked out at the audience with a gaga
leer. There were two shows and, be-
tween them, a party in Lily's dressing
room. Lots of hip, denim-jacketed, boot-
wearing women came to say, “It's so
great to see 2 woman comic who doesn’t
put hersell down,” and ask Lily for an
interview, an endorsement, a benefit,
“Hey, how come 1 do all this stuff for
you and you guys never even play my
album on the air or anything?” Lily
said, and then right away she smiled so
no one lelt bad. She talked with a deaf
woman in sign language. Everyone in

the dressing room hung back, acting shy.
People hugged the walls, licking the rims
of their champagne glasses, staring at
Lily and not knowing what to say. “Hey,
why is it so weird in this room?" She
laughed. No one spoke. Lily started jok-
ing to break the silence, and then she
spotted the reporter.

“I had a dream about you last night.”

The reporter froze. Everyone was lis-
tening. What was it going to be? Did
they shoot pool in thewr Maidenform
bras? Did she see the reporter’s face
tumbling around in a whirring washing
machiner No. She said, “I dreamed we
talked this whole thing out and decided
not to do it.” She meant no story.

“Well,” the reporter shot back, “do
you want to qunz”

“No," Lily said, “I think I cleared out
all my anxiety abour it by dreaming it
Secretly, the reporter was flattered that
alter her big-time New York opening,
Lily Tomlin found yoom in her dreams
ior the likes of hersell. Louie, this could
be the start of a beautiful [riendship. . . .

Alter the second show, they went out
lor some food at the Bistro Francais in
Georgetown. Lily drank four hot choco-
lates and three glasses of orange juice,
but solid food would not go down.
George Boyd was there, a tall, thin, rath-
er devilish and amiable person, Lily's
road manager lor the tour. Secing that
she was not eating. he remarked that
she was getting too thin and that he had
noticed {rom backstage that the pants
she wore in the show looked loose. But
it didn't work, because Lily was playing
around, taking all the Domino sugar
packets out of the bowl and spreading
them on the table, casting about in her
brain for a game to play.

“Anybody got a hat?”

It was the same voice cveryone had
just heard in the show, the voice of
Edith Ann, the nutsy, knowing kid. On-
stage, Edith Ann had filled a balloon
with helium, held it to her lips and taken
the gas in, holding it much the way
people inhale dope. Then she had looked
at the audience and asked, “Anybody
want a hiez"

Someone happened to have a red base-
ball cap at the dinner table. Lily threw
the sugar into it, along with one packet
ol Sweet 'n Low. "OK. LEverybody ante
up.” She slapped a quarter onto the
table. but the game, which she hadn't
quite invented vet. never happened, be-
cause suddenly she was making [aces at a
guy who had been staring at her [rom the
next table. They were strange Edith Ann
laces, her tongue turned over and sticking
oddly out of the side of her mouth.

.

Onstage, Lily lets go of the strangest
laugh anyone has ever heard. It 15 a
laugh that begins somewhere near a
witch's cackle and ends up like a broken

record at a horror house in some amuse-
ment park that doesn’t exist anymore.
She has her hands on her hips; her back
bends; her knees come forward; her hair
nearly touches the floor. She laughs that
insane laugh.

It comes out of nowhere, preceded by
a line about Henry Kissinger (“l read
somewhere in an interview that Henry
Rissinger said power is the ultimate
aphrodisiac. Reflect on what it just might
take for him to get it up.”), followed by
another line that leaves the audience
chuckling ("And 1 hope all the women
in this audience know that FDS kills
cockroaches™). Then that bizarre laugh.

"Guess who died?”

She laughs again. “You remember
Fred? Betty Lou's Fred: 1 just read in
the paper this mornin’ that he kicked
right over and I'm on my way to the
funeral. - . . Well. my goodness, this
place is like a wake. . .. Betty Lou, what-
cver possessed you to wear that black
ensemble with that heavy veilz Why,
you're depressing everyone. . . . Wait a
minute, where is Fred's secretary? Oool,
I didn’t know she was that [ar along.
You know, Betty, I tell you, it’s just a
pity you couldn’t of had Fred's children;
everybody else did.”

She looks at the corpse and proceeds
1o fix it up with some blusher and then,
laughing all the while. a blond wig. She
props up the corpse. She plays ventrilo-
qusst, talking through the corpse, then
organizes a snapshot of Fred and the
gang and ends up leading everyone in
“Powder your face with sunshine. puc
on a great big smile” and “Everyone
right behind me, last one to the ceme-
tery’s a rotien egg.”

Hall the audience is caught in panicky
Taughter. The other half is shocked, rat-
tled, stunned and maybe a little con-
fused. Where is that cute, funny Tomlin
they saw on ‘TVz This is weird swff.

Cleveland was a bummer. Lily had
agreed 10 do a benefit there for the
Cleveland Women's Congress, but it
wasn't what she thought it would be.
She got to Cleveland thinking she would
play for a tuned-in audience and she
was all wrong. Things were messed up
that day, anyway, she should have
known; problems about scheduling and
then the show [reaked her out,

There is a taped prelude that goes
on the video saeen before Lily comes
onstage. It shows “Miss Tomlin" pre-
paring. She shaves her legs. plucks her
evebrows, chugs down a beer, brushes
her eeth and washes it all down with
more beer, then she leaves the dressing
room and stops offstage for a deep snort
ol cocaine. Everywhere else, audiences
cracked up. In Cleveland. silence. Lily
listened backstage and couldn't figure
out what was wrong. Then she walked

(continued on page 188)



humor
By . BARRY GOI SON

I'M BEGINNING to suspect that a lot of
women have only one thing on their
minds.

Women touched or transformed by the
women's movement—and I don’t know
many who haven’t been—would probably
regard me the way blacks look on white
“liberals.” 1 was one of those guys who
welcomed the women's movement from
the standpoint of simple justice—the
illogic of sexual discrimination—and for
purely selfish reasons, since 1 felt men
would be allowed to drop some of the
roles they’d been conditioned to play.
Since I wasn’t born after 1970, I'm stll
part of the problem, of course. But I did
look forward to many of the changes 1
saw coming, and one of them was in the
area of sex.

We men are suppuscdly bred to be the

ssors, but from the time that both
¢ skin problems and my interest in girls
erupted, there were things that seemed to
me patently unfair. Taking the initiative,
for example—from the first shy approach
after math class to the final cajolements in
the back seat of a car. Why, I asked my-
self, can’t a gixl give me the eye? Why
can't a girl ask me out, run out of gas on
a deserted lane and promise me she'll
respect me afterward?
Now I'm getting answers: These days,
women can {(concluded on page 166)

ILLUSTRATION BY JOHM COLLIER




our july playmate discovers there’s
nothing wrong with panesville,ohio,
that leaving it won’t cure

IlE[l.II(IliIITI(III
F
INDEPENDENCE

“My sisters accepled the traditional
Japanese values—they all married and
stayed home. But my mother under-
stood that I had to get away. Besides,
she knew I could take care of myself.”

FHOTOGRAFHY BY PHILLIF OIXON







“I am a natural woman
who enjoys all the
natural things in
life—including

my own fantasies.”

ou can tell at a
glance that there
is nothing ordinary
about Deborah
Borkman. As she says, “The
Eurasian combination cer-
nly gives you a different
look.” Deboral’s mother
is Japanese; her father—
whom she hasn’t seen in
eight years—is  Swedish-
American. Deborah, the
fourth of six children
and the first born in Amer-
ica, is so striking a woman
that when she went to
Japan with her mother a
couple of years ago, she at-
tracted just as many §
as she always had in Paines-
ville, Ohio, where she grew
up. As a matter of fact, all
four Borkman girls looked
so exotic that the neighbor-
hood boys used to hang out
on their front porch; when-
ever the courting got diff-
cult, they would press Mrs.
Borkman into Ann Lan-
ders-type service: “She has
always ried to help every-
one, and she's the kind of
person with whom you
can't be anything but your-
sell.” Debbie's admiration
for her mother is in sharp
contrast to her negative
feelings about her father—
a soldier who wouldn't al-
low Japanese to be spoken
in his home—and about
Painesville, a small indus-
wial city that, for Debbie,
has always lived up to its
name. “There was nothing
for me there,” she says.
“All T thought about was
getting away.” Despite her
obvious intelligence—she
chooses her words with care
and uses them with accu-
racy—she dropped out of
high school in her freshman
year (“It was so violent
they had armed guards in
the corridors™). She worked
as a cab dispatcher for a
while. Then she broke a







leg in a motorcycle acci-
dent: advised to swim as
part of her therapy, she be-
came a lifeguard and spent
a year working in Florida
("It was OK because of the
sunshine; I'm a child of the
sun and as long as I get 1,
I'm happy”). Then came
the wip to Japan. Debbie
and her mother tra 1
throughout the islands, vis-
iting  longlost  relatives.
Deborah intended to stay
there and model, but she
found that geuing into a
new culture and a new pro-
fession was a bit much.
Back to Painesville—but
not for long. Our heroine
went to visit some [riends
in Los Angeles; while there,
she was oftered a fashion-
modeling job. And, of
course, she staved. There
are some things Debbic
doesnt like about L.A.

such as the “meat mar-
ket” singles scene and the

“Sex, to me, is a private
matler; but if you relale to
sSOmeorte On a men fﬁ'f
level, then the physical

”

100 part just follows naturally.




“It’s sad that people would pick up a magazine just to
look between someone’s legs, when there's so much more
to appreciate aboul nudity. I can admire the beauty of
a healthy body, even when it’s a woman’s. And I don’t
feel there’s anything dirty about posing for pLAYBOY.”







“You should pursue
whatever you're good at,
but when it comes to
competing with men,
forget it. Who wants to
drive a truck, anyway?”

rampant image-conscious-
ness (“Sometimes I feel like
saying, ‘Could you please
scrape away the plastic,
so I can get inside and
talk to you? ”). But, of
course, she digs the great
California outdoors. She
also likes to go dancing and
to shop for funky items at
L.A’s many antique shops
and garage sales. Not too
long ago, she visited Paines-
ville—to help her mother
move to Kent, some 90
miles away—and realized
how good things were on
the West Coast: “I saw all
my old friends who had
tried to discourage me from
quitting school. I'd expect-
ed some of them to amount
to something, but they were
all just working and drink-
ing, and they were all un-
happy. 1 could remember
feeling the same way—but
at a much younger age.”
Deborah, who is all of 19,
couldn't resist walking
down the block to see her
old cherry tree: “I would
sit up there in the summer-
time, looking at the sky
and eating cherries. That
was where I found peace of
mind; in a family of six
kids, you've got to do
something. So I looked
up at it this time and I
thought, How the hell did
I ever get up there? And 1
didn’t dare try it again.
You're not going to write
that, are you? It's pretty
silly. . . .”" Not by uvs, it's not.




PLAYBOY’'S PARTY JOKES

Mommy, Mommy,” cried litdle Sally as she ran
into the house, “Bobby's been trying to get
me to play ‘married’ with him again!”

**Oh, that nasty boy!” exclaimed her mother.
“I hope you were firm in your answer.”

“You bet, Mommy!” said Sally. “I told him
no husband of mine was ever going to get a
quickie just because Sesame Street would be on
in five minutes!”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines orgy as ass
en masse.

As the couple left the party and got into their
car, the woman moved close against her hus-
band and began working her hand up along
his thigh. Later, at home, she hurried him up to
their bedroom, raced him in undressing, urged
him on to climax and, following a brief rest,
began to stroke his body again; then she whis-
pered in his ear, “Now you can take the baby
sitter home.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines humdinger
as an electric dildo.

The beaver of hot-pantied Pearl
Incredibly just didn’t curl.

When a hot-handed date

Said, “Your twal hair’s so straight!”
She suggested he give it a whirl.

When his oil field dried up, the sheik found
himself in financial straits, so he decided to give
up his harem and settle for one wife on the basis
of who was best at fellatio. As one after another
of the women went down on him night after
night, he found it difficult to make up his mind.
But then the last and youngest of his lovelies
did him in a way that drove him out of his
skull. “You're the one!” he gasped. “But tell
me,” he added, “just what is the secret of your
fabulous technique?”

“What I did, O Sovereign of the Sands, was
to suck on ice cubes just before my time came
to participate in the competition,” replied the
girl. “You see, an old woman, wise in such mat-
ters, once told me that the cooler head always
prevails.”

Behind the locked door of his private office, a
businessman had just completed some extra-
marital activity with his shapely secretary when
the phone rang. At a nod from her boss, the
girl got up and answered the call. “No, Mrs.
Smith,” she said, “he isn’t in at the moment—
so I'll let you speak to him."”

On their first date, the boy drove out to the
edge of town and E:rked, but when he put his
hand on the girl's breast, she got out of the car
in a huff and walked home. “Dear Diary,” she
wrote before going to bed, “a girl’s best friend
is her legs!”

She did go out with the same boy again,
though, and he drove out into the country, but
when he slipped his hand under her skirt, she
again jumped out of the car and headed home.
“Dear Diary, 1 t,” went her entry for that
night, “that a girl's best friend is her legs!”

But that incident blew over, too, and on their
next date, the boy drove all the way to the
county line. “Dear Diary,” the girl wrote pen-
sively some hours later, “there comes a time
when even the best of friends must part.”

You know,” said one of the bar patrons, “‘that
handsome devil over there is really hung!”

“Lance, dear,” replied his companion, “you
said a mouthful!”

A crab working hookers in Natchez
Takes refuge, when one of them scraiches,
In her nook for a nap,
For the shrewd little chap
Finds he’s safest when sleeping in snatches.

Woe've heard of a female lab technician who
has asked to be transferred from a genetics-
research project because the horny director
keeps trying to get into her genes.

ity

To put it bluntly, doctor,” said the recent bride-
groom, “my organ is so large and my wife’s is
so small that—well—each creates a difficulty for
the other.”

“In such cases,” announced the medical man,
“my advice has always been that both spouses
make an adjustment that will enable them to
lick their respective problems.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a posi-
card, please, 1o Party Jokes Edilor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Ill. 60611. §50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



“Here, Prince. Right here, boy. Ah, yes, right there, Prince. . ..”
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ISTEN, STUPID,” Mack told Billy, “You always say you ain’t got no luck in life,

but now thar's changed. This is going to be the biggest thing ever happened to

you, so you hear me good and you don’t do nothing but what I tell you, see?”

“Sure, Mack,” said Billy. It was night and moths were tumbling around

the overhead light in Mack’s bungalow down near the waterfront. There

was a third man in the room, a fat man in a white suit and dark glasses who sat in a

corner, drinking beer from a paper cup. Anybedy who wore dark glasses made Billy
nervous, and he said: “Listen, I don’t want to break no law.”

“Law? You ain’t going to break the law.”” Mack laughed, screwing up his hoxer’s face
with its mashed nose and ridges of scar tissue. “You going to be a hero, stupid. You going
to have your picture in the papers. And you don't have 1o do a lick of work. You just
going to take a vacation in the sun.”

“Tell him,” said the fat man in the white suit. I don’t have all night.”

Mack took a pull at his beer bottle and wiped his mouth on the back of his hand.
“OK," he said to Billy. “You heard about them old Jap soldiers turning up thirty years
after the war, and they don’t know nothing about what's been happening, but all of a
sudden they're famous, and people write books about them and all?” He grinned, squint-
ing at Billy across the table. “Well, why let them Japs get all the glory? 1 mean, they lost
the war. Who won it? We did. Well—"

The fat man got impatiently to his feet. He had something in his hand that gleamed
when it caught the light. “We've got it all worked out,” he said to Billy, and he tossed
what he was holding onto the table. It was a pair ol military identification tags on a
chain. “That’s yours,” the man said. “You're a dead man come back to life. You're
Robinson Crusoe.” His face was pale and pufly and his teeth showed yellow when he
spoke. “You're the last one out of World War Two."

The fat man was a publicity agent from Los Angeles named Carraway who for years
had dreamed of some sudden, single success that would liberate him from the second-rate
crooners and hoofers he served and despised. He needed to find a star—but where? How?
There was no talent in the sleazy world he lived in.

One day, as Carraway was leafing through the newspaper, his eye chanced to fall on
a story about the discovery of an elderly Japanese soldier in a Philippine jungle. His first
reaction had been one of envy, as he reflected on how profitably a Tokyo publicity man

LOOT O

could promote such an unusual client . . . magazine articles, personal appearances, a
best-selling book, even a movie. If only he could have such luck! And then he thought:
Why not? The idea made his pulse jump and brought hot sweat to his skin. “Why not®"
he said aloud. “Why not?” He hurried to his apartment to think things out.

He knew he couldn’t plant a middle-aged American warrior on a populated island
and pretend that he had been lurking in the bushes there for 30 years. No, his man would
have to be lound on some deserted atoll, where he could have drifted after his ship went
down. Fine, thought Carraway. But what about the sailor’s identity? This would be a
tricky problem, indeed. After further meditation, Carraway concuded that he would
need a partner—not just any partner but one with special job qualifications.

Carraway'’s long association with the entertainment world had sharpened his instinct
for human corruptibility, and with a certain amount of patience, he managed to find
what he wanted—a Naval records clerk willing to participate in a speculative enterprise.
With the help of this public servant, Carraway obtained the names and particulars of
several sailors lost at sea who had no wives or other close relatives to come around
raising difficult questions. All he had to do was make a final selection. In the meantime,
he began sketching out projects for commercial exploitation.

To play the part of his hero, Carraway needed a man with a Navy background who,
if not handsome, was at least pleasing in appearance, as well as docile and trustworthy in
nature. Beyond that, the fellow would have to be such a nonentity that he could vanish
from his present life unnoticed. How could such a2 man be (continued on page 119)

SCULPTURE BY DAVID BECK

fiction
By DAVED ELRY

tt was a sensational

publicity stunt—but

there was more than
coconuts on that island
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'1 MAY SEEM unpatriotic or even treasonous, in this Bicen-

tennial year, to suggest that our beloved frankfurter—
America’s ubiquitous hot dog—is a German immigrant.
Nevertheless, it's true—at least technically. As a member
of the sausage family, of which there are more than 500
varieties, the frankfurter has a long and noble genealogy.
Born of necessity as a means ol preserving food, sausage was

IRLUSTRATION BY DENMIS MICHAEL MAGDICH



known to Homer, Aristophanes and Api-

cius. It was a favorite nosh of carousing Ro-

mans during their periodic freak-outs. Sausages were
so closely associated with pagan revels that the Emperor Con-
stantine banned them after his conversion to Christianity.
That experiment was no more successful than our own
attempt at Prohibition. A big (continued on page 170)
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where can the steelers’ front
four wear shorts? anyplace they want to

SHUR S

ONCE UPON A TIME, short pants were for Iittle
boys. And big boys like yourself wouldn't
want 1o walk down the streets of your basic
metropolis in a pair. A crack from someone
and you might lose your cool, right? Well.
that was once upon a time and now shorts
on guys are as common as no bras on girls.
Of course, it also doesn't hurt to bhe built
like the four boys at right—whose names
just happen to be Dwight White, L. C.
Greenwood, Ernie Holmes and Steve
Furness, and whose occupation is man-
ning the defensive line for the world-
champion Pitsburgh Steelers. When
they want to horse around in the latest
looks in shorts—styles that are about
mid-thigh and trim—who’s going to

stop thems? (The Cowboys sure
couldn’t.) You may not be as 1im-

mune o smartass remarks in your

shorts as these studs are, but

youwll be every bit as cool.

PHOTOGRAFHY BY BILL KING




Opposite page: Steve
Furness (he's the up-front
guy) wears colton pop-
lin shorts with an ex-
tension waistband and
stitched-down double-
pleated front, by
Alexander Julian, about
$55. Behind him, Dwight
White sports cotton twill
shorts with belt loops
and patch pockets, by
Campus Sportswear, $9.

Airborne L. C. Greenwood

prefers denim Jamaico
shorts with a double-
crossover belted waist,

by UFO, $20. Ernie
Holmes aids L. C.’s

lift-off wearing polyester/
cotton shorts featuring

a pleated front, by
Franklin Bober for

Arthur Richards
Sport, about $20.
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found? Carraway could hardly run an
ad in the papers.

One day he went to San Diego to pro-
mote a burlesque dancer and ran into
an old acquaintance, a beefy night-club
bouncer named Mack O'Neill. After a
few drinks, Carraway hinted at his diff-
cult casting requirements. “Say, I know
just the guy you want,” Mack told him.
“Matter of fact, he’s right outside the
bar, waiting for me. Come over to the
winder here and you can see him good.
There he is, Carraway. That's Billy
Johnson.”

Carraway took a look. Across the street
stood a tall, gaunt man with shaggy gray
hair and a slightly bewildered expression.

“Billy's kind of dumb,” Mack said,
“but he ain’t feeble-minded. He's just
slow. Know what I mean? When I tell
him something, he don't forget it. And
when I tell him to do something, he does
it.” He gave Carraway a wink. “I told
him to wait for me there, and I been in
here over an hour and he ain’t moved.”

*“I need a man,” said Carraway. “Not
a dog.”

“Don’t get me wrong, Carraway. Billy's
OK. It's just he's loyal to his friends.
And I'm his friend. He ain’t got no
others. Onc’s enough. Hell, I'm good to
him. When he don’t have no money, I
slip him a few bucks.”

“Has he ever been in trouble?”

“No, he ain't got no police record.
No wile, neither, and no folks, nothing.”

“What does he do>”

“Dor Why, Billy don’t do much. Some-
times he washes dishes and sometimes he
digs ditches or picks [ruit, stuff like that.”

Carraway nodded, frowning thought-
fully. “And you say he was in the Navy
in the war?"

“Yep. We was on the same ship. A
can—you know, a destroyer. I was pretty
wild in them days—looking for trouble,
you know?—and they wasn’t a man on
the ship I didn't take on.” Mack burst
out laughing, “Them gooneys didn’t
know I was a pro, see. They couldn’t un-
derstand how come I was cooling them
so quick! But Billy, he stood up against
me an hour or more, even though they
wasn’'t much left of him when I was
done. It didn’t leave him no smarter,
that's for sure!” Mack cocked his big,
battered head and gave Carraway a
shrewd glance. “Listen, Carraway,” he
said, I don't know what you got in
mind, but if you're lookin® for some guy
you can make up any shape you want,
Billy's your boy.” He chuckled. “Provid-
ed you cut me in. Because Billy, he does
what I say, see?”

“Get him over here,” said Carraway.
“T want to see how he walks and I want
to hear his voice.”

“Sure,” said Mack. He went to the
door. “Hey, stupid!" he bellowed, and

114 Billy jerked his head up at the sound of

the familiar voice. “See if you can get
across the street without geutin® run
down!”

Carraway watched Billy approach.
“Perfect,” he said under his breath. Billy
moved with a dreamy hesitation, gazing
around as if he'd never seen a car
before—or a street, either, for that mat-
ter—and his long-jawed face bore an
expression of innocent wonder. A Gary
Cooper type, thought Carraway, already
envisioning him bearded and in cast-
away rags. But he wasn’t sure about him
yet. “You sure he's got all his marbles®”
he asked Mack.

“Depends what you want him for,”
said Mack. “You ain't plannin’ to run
him for governor, are you? Hey, dum-
my." he said to Billy, as Billy came up,
“this here’s a talent scout who's goin’
to make you a big movic star, so say
hi to the man.”

Billy looked at Carraway, noticed the
extended hand and shook it.

“He wants to hear what you sound
like, stupid,” Mack told him, “so you
speak out and say somethin’.”

Billy thought for a f[ew moments.
“Ain’t nothin’ comes to my mind,” he
said finally.

“Tell him that poem 1 learnt you last
month.”

Billy thought again. Then he recited
an obscene version of Mary Had a Litile
Lamb. He spoke slowly, but his voice
was firm and deep, and Carraway was
satisfied.

“You drink, Billy?" he asked.

“Beer,"” said Billy.

“Got a woman?"

Billy smiled and Carraway noticed that
he still had most of his teeth. “I had a
woman,” Billy said, “but she took off
last month. Nina was a nice girl.”

“She was a cheap whore,” Mack said.
*She wasn't no good for you, Billy, and
you know it.” Billy looked down at his
shoes but didn’t say anything. “You know
that, don’t you?” Mack repeated, with
irritation in his voice. “That Nina was
just a cheap, no-good whore, right?”

“Guess so,” said Billy, still staring
down.

“I run that bitch off,” Mack told Car-
raway. “These women, they latch on to
Billy like barnacles, see, so ever' so
often I got to scrape ‘em off. They take
advantage of his trustin® nature, under-
stand, and he’s like a slave to them.”

“Lucky he’s got a friend like you to
protect his independence,” Carraway re-
marked dryly. He stepped back a pace
and looked Billy up and down. “All
right,” he said to Mack. “He'll do. Let's
have a drink and I'll tell you what it's
all about.”

The two men met several times in the
next [ew weeks, working out the details.
At the end of that time, Carraway went
down to Mack's bungalow with the

identification tags and Billy was told
what was going to happen to him.

The following week, Billy and Mack
flew to Hawaii and stayed in a shack up
in the mountains that belonged to a
friend of Mack’s, and it was there that
Mack taught Billy the part he had to
play, following the material Carraway
had written.

“They ain't no more Billy Johnson,”
Mack said. “You never even heard that
name. He's gone. He don’t exist. OK,
sailor? Now, you tell me—what’s your
name?”

Billy shook his head. “Don’t know.”

“That's right,” said Mack. Then he
squinted at Billy’s neck. “What's that
you got there? What's that you're wear-
in't"” He reached out and lifted up the
identification tags. “Hey, here it says
‘]- E. Williams, Jr.” That your name?
You named Williams?"

“Can’t remember.”

“Well, youre wearin® these dog tags,
so you must be Williams. That right?”

“Seems I heard thar name somewhere,
but I don’t know if it’s mine.”

“Why, it’s got to be yours, sailor.™

“Yeah? Well, if you say so, maybe
s

Carraway had insisted that Billy be
drilled on this point. Loss of memory
would be the only protection against the
questions that only the real Wilhams
could answer. And suppose some ex-
shipmate showed up to chat about old
times? “He won't need to say he's Wil-
liarns,” Carraway assured Mack. “Once
he's found down there, the newspapers
will identify him as Williams fast
enough.”

“Suppose they take his prints?” Mack
had asked.

“I've taken care of that,” said Carra-
way. He had made up a fake Service
record for Williams, with Billy's finger-
prints on it, which the cooperative Naval
clerk had substituted for the original.
Carraway wasn't anxious to have this
forgery subjected to a close inspection,
however, and had decided that Billy
would not apply for Williams' back pay.
No point in being greedy, he thought.

Billy spent every day in the sun to tan
his body and he let his hair and beard
grow. “Ain’t nobody going to recognize
you,” Mack said with satisfaction. Every
Saturday, Mack went into Honolulu for
some recrcation, but he didn't take Billy.
“Suppose when they find you, they give
you a checkup and you got the clap?”
Mack said. “I mean, where the hell
would you have got it? From a sea gull”
So Billy stayed in the cabin and thought
about Nina and waited for Mack to come
back.

“You're a man that's been throwed
away on an island for so long you can't
remember,” Mack would tell Billy as
they sat outside by a stream, fishing.

{continued on page 173)



PLAYBOY’S HISTORY OF
ASSASSINATION

PART VII

article By JAMES MGKINLEY  t:¢ concluding chapter—as of this

bicentennial year—to the nation’s bitterest legacy: the killing of robert kennedy,
the near-fatal shooting of george wallace and the attempts on gerald ford

ANOTHER KENNEDY FALLS

Above, the eight-shot .22 revolver taken from Sirhan Sirhon on the
night Robert Kennedy was shot. Minutes after his victory speech,
Kennedy stopped to shoke hands with the hotel kitchen staff. Just
outside this kitchen, the gunmon owoited him in the pantry.

‘We must recognize
that this short life can
neither be ennobled nor
-enriched by hatred or
revenge. Our lives on
this planet are too
short and the work to
be done too great to let
this spirit flourish any
longer in our land.

—SENATOR ROBERT F.
KENNEDY, April 5,
1968, on the
assassination of
Martin Luther
King, Jr.
RoOBERT Francis Kennedy’s
life was to be short, indeed,
in that flourishing spirit of
hatred and violence. Only
62 days after Memphis and
the murder of Martin Lu-
ther King, Jr., the spirit
descended out of Los An-
geles’ midnight skies into
the tawdry confines of a pan-
try in the Ambassador Ho-
tel as a Jordanian refugee
named Sirhan Bishara Sir-
‘han put a .22-caliber mini-
mag bullet into Kennedy’s
(text continued on page 118)







ILLUSTRATION BY VINCENT TOPAZIO

Sirhan empties his gun (left) and Kennedy is down
in a pool of blood. He is barely conscious (tap) when
busboy Juan Romera comfarts him with a rosary he
presses inta his hond. "Am | all right?"' Kennedy
asks, and wife, Ethel, and sister Mrs. Stephen
Smith whisper encauragement to him (above left).
When the ambulance arrives, Kennedy is comatase.

o

After being subdved by Roosevelt Grier ond Rafer
Johnson, Sirhan is hustled out of the Ambassadar
Hotel (above right). The caption on this photograph,
when it was published, read, ''The man haos
refused to give his name and palice are checking
fingerprint files." Sirhon's brothers saw the photo-
graph in the maorning poper and identified him.




Like the ossassinotion of John Kennedy, the shooting of George Wallace was caught on film.
TV comeras show Arthur Bremer in the crowd, wearing o Wollace campoign button {top left
ond rightl. Without warning, he steps forward ond begins firing (center left). As Wallace
falls, Bremer continues to pump slugs into him (center right). Bremer subdved, Woallace lies bleed-
ing fram numerous wounds (bottom left), os his wife throws herself over him {bottom right).

brain. Kennedy died 255
hourslater, on D day, June 6,
1968, at the age of 42. With
him died his hopes of gain-
ing the Presidency. With
him died, too, any linger-
ing illusion that somehow
America, with the deaths of
]ol:ln Kennedy, Malcolm X
and King, had been purged
of her destructive urga. In-
deed, by the end of 1968, it
was clear the year was one
of the most violent since the
end of World War Two. In
the burgeoning horror of

Vietnam, the year an
with news of the Tet offen-
sive, then careened through
broad-scale campus antiwar
revolts and the decision of
President Lyndon Johnson
not to seek re-election,
through the martyrdom of
King and its attendant
ghetto riots, on to the mur-
der of Bobby Kennedy and
the nightmare of the Dem-
ocratic Convention’s police
riot and, finally, to the elec-
tion of Richard M. Nixon.

Obviously, 1968 was a

year to remember, if only to
avoid repeating, for it was
certain that the spirit of
hatred and revenge that
Bobby Kennedy reviled had
come to dwell among Amer-
icans as seldom before. Yet,
for Kennedy, in the City of
Angels on the evening of
his greatest triumph, in the
vital California primary, it
may well have seemed oth-
erwise, It may have seemed
that it was again possible
to believe, as he said ten
minutes before he was as-

sassinated: “We can work
together [ ite] the di-
v("lsgeion. thﬁl:iolmce. the
disenchantment with our
society, the division, wheth-
er it’s between blacks and
whites, between the

and the more affluent, be-
tween age groups Or over
the war in Vietnam. We are
a great country, an un-
selfish country, a compas-
sionate country.”

Sirhan Sirhan didn’t, as
far as is known, hear Ken-
nedy speak those words.
Kennedy had ended his
short victory speech in the
hotel’s Embassy Ballroom
about 12:10 AM. on Jume
fifth. He could then have
moved off the Podium to his
left, exiting through the
mass of jubilant supporters,
the lines of Kennedy Girls.
His bodyguards thought he
would and started clearing
a way. Simultaneously, a
hotel employee suggested
he go toward the right. But
Karl Uecker, an assistant
maitre de, surveyed the
caowd and led the Senator
toward the rear through a
curtain in the direction of
a nearby service pantry.
That seemed a good way
to avoid the mauling
Bobby had taken through-
out the campaign from en-
thusiastic fans and was a
good way to get to his inter-
view with the “pencil press”
in another meeting room.
In retrospect, it also seemed
a random choice, one that
might confound a con-
spiracy.

Itdidn’tconfound Sirhan.
Near a crude sign reading
THE ONCE AND FUTURE KING,
he waited by a steam table
in the narrow pantry and
watched as Kennedy moved
along, shaking hands with
the kitchen help, trailed
by his outdistanced body-
guards, surrounded:{ jour-
nalists who had divided the
route. Precisely what hap-
pened next is debated. But
several things seem clear.
There is Sirhan in a pecul-
iar half crouch, smiling,
his hand moving to his belt
and a little gun coming up
in it—like a cap gun, a
witness said—and then the
gun fires as Sirhan lunges
toward Kennedy, almost as
though striking at him with
a knife, one man said, and




then Kennedy is falling
backward toward an ice
machine, down to the con-
crete floor, while the gun
keeps firing, = again and
‘again, even though Uecker
has grabbed Sirhan, and
then the shooting stops as
. others mob the Jordanian,
throw him over a steam
table and try to tear the
gun away. All around,
the screams go up: “My
" God.” . .. “Oh, no.” . ..
“Jesus Christ.” A radio an-
nouncer blabbers into his
recorder and a TV man
films the hysteria, both of
them disassociated, unbe-
lieving. Five others are
wounded also, but Bobby
draws the thost attention.

His blood pools as the strug-
gle continues to subdue the
slender, unexpectedly strong

assassin. Bobby's friends are

among the subduers. George

Plimpton takes hold of Sir-

han. Later, he will remem-

ber Sirhan's “enormously
aceful” eves. Roosevelt

Grier finally secures the
gun. He gives it to Rafer
Johnson. The two black
men shout oaths while

le call out, “Kill him,

ill' the bastard.” Rafer

fights the lynchers off and

Jesse Unruh, characteristi-
cally polemical, jumps to

the top of the steam table

and announces, “We don’t
want another Dallas, Tf
the system works at all, we
are going to try this one.”

People twist Sirhan’s leg,

but Grier pins him down

while they wait for the co
Kennedy, meanwhile,
asks, “Am I all righe?” Next

to his heart, he holds a
rosary volunteered by one
of the encircling people and

twisted around his thumb
by Juan Romero, a busboy
"who has cradled Bobby's

head and said, “Come on,
- Mr. Kennedy, you can
. make it.”

Dr. Stanley Abo probes
the wound behind Ken-
nedy’s right ear with his
finger to relieve the pres-
sure, and Ethel Kennedy,

ant with their 1lth
child, and her sister-in-law
~ Mrs. Stephen Smith comfort
the near-comatose victim. It
takes 17 terrible minutes to
ﬁet Kennedy out of the mad-
ened pantry and into an
ambulance. By that time,

On September 5, 1975, on the grounds of Colifornio’s copitol, the first known ottempt on
President Ford's life was mode. Lynette "Squecky"” Fromme, o member of the Charles Manson
fomily, approached Ford in a crowd, pulled out a military-style .45 outomotic, pointed it ot him and
fired. Although she had put a loaded clip inta the pistol, there was no cariridge in the chamber.
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Little more thon two weeks ofter the first ottempt, Sora Jane Moore, an ex—FBI informant, fired o
shot ot the President with o .38 revolver. Inmediotely below, Ford reocts in shock when the sound
of the shot reoches him os he woiis in o crowd in front of the St. Froncis Hotel in San Francisco.
At bottom, police wrese Moore to the ground. She loter stated that she hod meant to kill him.
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Sirhan is in custody. The cops have
pulled him from under Grier at 12:25,
hustled him out, read him his rights and
thought he looked remarkably collected,
almost *“smirky.” Hoping he can help
preveit another Oswald disaster, Unruh
rides to the precinct station with the as-
sassin—who refuses to give his mame—
and later says the swarthy boy mumbled,
“I did it for my country.” That's hotly
disputed, but it’s true that in the hours 1o
come, the suspect displays a canny cool-
ness, a sure knowledge of his rights (like
Oswald, he'll ask for an A.C.L.U. lawyer;
unlike Oswald, he’ll get one). an inter-
est in famous murders and remains anony-
mous until his brothers see his picture in
the morning newspaper and tell the
police who he is. For now, all the police
know is that he probably shot Kennedy
with the eightshot Iver-Johnson .22 re-
volver that Rafer Johnson had handed
over, all eight chambers contining ex-
pended cartridge cases, and that he was
carrying $410.66, a clipped David Law-
rence column speculating on Kennedy's
inconsistency in opposing the Vietnam
war while supporting military aid for
Israel, two unexpended .22 cartridges, one
expended .22 slug, a Kennedy campaign
song sheet and an ad inviting the public
to an R.F.K. rally at the Ambassador on
Sunday, June second. The police wonder
if the expended slug was used in target
practice and if the ad means he had been
stalking the Senator.

If so, he succeeded. Kennedy was fa-
tally wounded, although neurosurgeons
did all they could to remove the hone
shards and lead fragments [rom the kill-
ing shot, which entered the right mas-
toid—a honeyvcomblike hone—to sever
arteries and lacerate cells. Had he lived,
Kennedy, at best, would have been deaf
in the right ear and paralyzed on the
right side of his face and would have suf-
fered bad vision and spastic spells. Ted
Kennedy and Ethel and Jackie, in from
London, looked on as Bobby's life seeped
away. His brain died at 6:30 p.». on June
fifth, the EEG wave hardening to a line.
His body lollowed at 1:44 A.m. on June
sixth. Now for Sirhan it was murder and
for America the agony of another Ken.
nedy funeral. Following a painstaking au-
topsy, Bobby's body was flown to New
York, where it lay in state at St. Patrick’s
Cathedral on June seventh, the day Sir-
han was indicted for R.F.K.s murder.
Coretta King, widowed two months be-
fore, came 10 pay her respecis. So did
Ralph Abernathy, up from Washington,
where the Poor People’s March that King
had hoped to lead now languished by the
Mall in a shaniytown called Resurrec-
tion City, its members hoping moral
suasion would bring the stronger anti-
poverty legislation Robert Kennedy had

120 ¢ndorsed. President Johnson attended the

High Requiem Mass of June eighth—
the day a no-account thief named James
Earl Ray was caught in London—and
heard Ted Kennedy eulogize his brother:
“He should be remembered simply as a
good and decent man who saw wrong
and tried to right it, saw suffering and
tried to heal it, saw war and tried to stop
it.” Fiuingly, only two days before, L.B.J.
had issued a call, doomed, as it turned
out, for gun-control legislation that
would prevent mail-order sale of all fire-
arms and their interstate trade. (Such a
law wouldn’t have stopped Sirhan, how-
ever, since he got his $25 gun through his
brother, who got it from a man who'd
gotten it from a woman, who'd gotten
it for protection after the Watts riots.)

Robert Kennedy's remains were moved
down the roadbed from New York to
Washington in a funeral train all too
reminiscent of Lincoln's. Kennedy's
people, the ones he had counted on 10
help make him President, filled each
window and lined the tracks: black and
white, men and women, the aged and the
children, people rich and poor, offering
homage as best they could.

Robert Kennedy was buried that eve-
ning in Arlington Cemetery on a gentle
knoll 60 feet from his brother's grave.
Unlike his brother's, Robert Kennedy's
funeral ceremony was simple, but like
his brother’s, dampened by rain. After a
short liturgy, Bobby's son Joseph Ken-
nedy III received the casket's covering
Hag. He passed it to his mother. The
Kennedys. family-strong and ghostly in
the light of myriad candles, moved one by
one 1o kneel and kiss the mahogany
coffin. Then it was over.

Sirhan Bishara Sirhan, for now every-
one knew his name, spent June eighth
reading and listening to radio music in
his jail’s infirmary. His leg and finger
had been injured in the pantry fracas.
He had a few bruises. Otherwise, he was
in good health, small (53", 120 pounds)
and liche and, accordmg to the New
County Jail doctor, “selfsatisfied, smug
and unremorseful.” That fagade would
crumble frequently in the months o
come, as through his lawyers Sirhan
learned of the massive evidence against
him, testifying to his act, its motivation,
its planning. So much incriminated Sir-
han that his lawyers—including the esti-
nmable Grant Cooper—decided they could
only plead that Sirhan’s mental capacity
to premeditate the crime was diminished,
and so Sirhan was really guilty only of
second-degree nurder. Certainly, their
client’s behavior, his violent mood
swings, suggested that the “diminished
capacity” notion might be true. A con-
sulting psychiatrist, Dr. Bernard Dia-
mond, even suspected that Sirhan might
have been in some sort of trance when he
shot Kennedy—an idea shared by Robert
Blair Kaiser, a writer-investigator who
participated in the defense planning and
later published an invaluable history of

the case. The trance idea was interest-
ing—and jibed with Sirhan’s interest in
the occult, in thought transference, sell-
hypnosis and Rosicrucian doctrines—but
it was hard to sell to a jury. Sirhan’s own
story wouldn’t stand up, either. Who
would believe, even if it were true, that
he'd gone to the Ambassador, gotten
“dizzy” on tom collinses and decided to
drive home but was too drunk, took his
gun from the car so it wouldn't be stolen,
went again into the hotel [or coffee, found
some in the area behind the Embassy
Ballroom stage and then was somehow
in the pantry, where he guessed he did
shoot Kennedy, but he couldn't remem-
ber a thing about it? No, liquor-induced
amnesia might contribute, but it couldn't
carry the whole defense. Sirhan’s attorneys
in time agreed on a narrow defense. He
killed Kennedy, but he wasn't in a ration-
al state of mind; was, in fact, rather crazy.

For its part, the prosecution set out to
prove that Sirhan assassinated Kennedy
with malice alorethought, motivated by
Kennedy's pro-Israel statements. Theyrea-
soned that those staternents, particularly
after the Six-Day War humiliated the
Arabs in 1967, had so inflamed the Jor-
danian that he undertook vengeance, thus
becoming the prototypal lone assassin: a
paranoiac but legally sane young man
with a political fixation and a savior
complex. The state’s expert psychiatric
witnesses would debunk the defense’s con-
tention that Sirhan was demented. OI
course, the state had plenty of other
evidence, too, eventually ten full volumes