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—Joe Namath

Because shaving, wind, weather Brut 33 Skin Moisturizer cando  time you shower or shave. Even one
and old man sunshine can make a  for a man's skin what a workout  application can help make your
man's skin feel dry, chappedand  can do for his body. Condition it. rough, dry skin feel smooth and

uncomfortable.

Toneit. Make it feel good all over.  comfortable again. (If it makes your

That's why a man needs new And like all physical fitness skin look better too, don’t complain.)

Brut 33 Skin Moisturizer. It's a

programs, skin care works best Brut 33 Skin Moisturizer for men,

greaseless lotion containing twelve when you stick with it. Just rub a from Fabergé. Because beingrough
moisturizing ingredients that are little Brut 33 Skin Moisturizer into  and tough doesn’t mean your skin

quickly absorbed by the skin.

your face, hands and body every  has to feel that way.

Brut 33 Skin Moisturizer

Physical fitness for a man’s skin. © 1577 FABERGE, INC.




y comment is
censored

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous te Your Health.




PLAYBILL

In 163, a littleknown young English writer named Iohn le
Carré published a novel called The Spy Who Came In from the
Cold. It became an instant best seller and was followed by a
steady succession ol best sellers (among them The Looking
Glass War and Tinker, Tailor, Soldier, Spy) that established
Le Carr¢ as the reigning master of the spy thriller. So when
we were offered the chance 10 extract something from Le
Carrd’s forthcoming novel, The Honourable Schoolboy (1o be
published by Alfred A. Knopf in the U.S. and by Hodder and
Stoughton in England), natrally, we jumped. The part we
chose takes place in Southeast Asia. and particularly in Pnom-
penh, during the last davs of the Cambodian civil war. That's
all we're going 1o 1ell you about it (after all, it's a thriller),
except that Le Carrd, who, under his real name, David Corn-
well, did a stint in the British Foreign Service, spent a couple
ol years researching the book throughout Southeast Asia during
the recent unpleasanimess there. Be assured, it’s a hair-raiser.

Speaking of hairraising, this month’s interview, conducted
by Los Angeles [ree-lance writer Lawrence Grobel, is with 2 voung
nnn who's got the tallest and possibly oiliest hairdo in Holly-
wood—the Fonz, also known as Henry Winkler. In case you've
spent the past two years in Tibet, Winkler is the star of ABC's
Happy Days and the heartthrob of countless millions of reen-
age girls all over the country. He's also one hell of an actor.

While Grobel was busy following Winkler all over the set,
we had Marjorie Rosen, author of Po peorn Venus: Women, Mou-
tes & the American Dream, stationed in Europe with the cast
and arew ol the war picture in progress A Bridge Too Far.
The excesses involved in putting together a big-budger war
film inspived 4 Movie Too Far, which is, we think, an ex- 27
tremely clever tide. “For some, the moviemaking process may — ABBEY CLYNE
be slow and dull” Rosen told us, “but this assignment
proved totally fascinating. And., frankly, quite sexy.”

IL, like a good fellow, you've been reading pravsoy regular-
ly, you're already lamiliar with the works ol one Edward Abbey
(author of The Monkey Wrench Gang), whose last piece for
us was an essay clled The Right to Avms. We sent Abbey
on a trip down the Colorado in a dory and White-Walter
Ramblers (illustrated by Chicago artist Dan Clyne) is the result. \

We also sent two Playmates (Hope Olson and Patti McGuire), one ‘
Bunmny and Staff Photographer Richard Fegley (prepped by As- e J IJ
sistant 'hoto Editor Michael Berry and stvlist Christing Bartholome) BERRY, BARTE
down the same river on a raft, and the result of that is the pic- (
worial Riverboat Gambolers. Different strokes for different lolks.

Now for the bad news: Living ogether is no longer the
ideal setup for the unmarried. Seems you don’t have to be mar-
ricd to ger the short end of the divorce stick these days.
Some recent legal rulings could spell disaster if you've split up
alter cohabiting and think you're going 1o hang on 10 what's
“yours.” Cohabitation: The Tender Tyap, by Emma Stevens
andl Stephen Holmes, explains the whole depressing story but—
here's the silver lining—offers a few helplul hints on how to
protect yoursell.,

After reading that one, you'll need some upbeat relief, and
this month it's supplicd by [requent prLavsoy contributor
Jules Siegel, whose Kill Them and Eat Them (with artwork by
Doug Taylor) suggests what we should do when the Martians
land. Anson Mount, our presugious prognosticator, predicts the
coming season’s gridiron winners in his annual Pro Football
Preview, with accompanying art by Reagen Wilson. Last Decem-
ber's Playmate, Karen Hafter, demonstrates the art of putting on
a bathing suit in Tying One On; this month's Playmate, Julia
Lyndon, demonstrates the art of taking off a shirt; and 11 win- A
ning photographers demonstrate their lensmanship in the entic- .2
g end resule of Playboy's P!ay_murcr Photo Contest. As people Ny _ -
are wont to say in the month of August, “Hot enough for ya?”  mMouNT ' ¥ WILSON
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Heineken. Holland's finest.
America’s number one
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Light or dark.
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Helneken tastes tremendous—no wonder it's number one,




LeCar vs.

La Competition

Le Car, the car over 1% million Euro-
peans drive with a passion is rapidly be-
coming the hot car in America, too. By
offering a combination of performance,
economy and comfort no other little car
can match.

Le Car picks up where Rabbit,
Honda Civic and Chevette leave off.
Le Car is the only one to come with
front wheel drive, rack and pinion steer-

ing and Michelin steel-belted radials
standard. The result is incredible han-
dling and cornering and tremendous
maneuverability.

In 1976, Le Car won 12 out of 16
races, beating Hondas, Datsuns,
Toyotas, Pintos, Vegas and Fiats.

Get something unheard of in a
little car: comfort.

Forget the stiff, harsh ride you usu-
ally get with little cars. Le Car’s ride is
remarkably smooth. Even on the
roughest roads, its smoothness will
amaze you. One reason for this is a
longer wheelbase than the Rabbit, the
Civic or the Chevette.

Le Car's interior is surprisingly
roomy. And you'll probably find the
seats more comfortable than the com-
petition’s. Another nice touch: the front
seats lift up and forward, so your
passengers don't have to be contor-
tionists to get in and out of the back
seat.

To add to the fun, Le Car offers an
optional gigantic sun roof which we call
a “fun roof.” The others have nothing
like it.

So before you buy any little car, test
drive Le Car. You'll find that the compe-
tition really isn’t much competition at all.
Call 800-631-1616 for your nearest Le Car
dealer. In N.J. call collect 201-461-6000.

Renault USA, Inc. ©1977.

Le Car by Renault®



THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY

in which we offer an insider’s look at what’s doing and who’s doing it

LAINIE WOWS 'EM
IN CENTURY CITY

Singer Lainie Ka-
zan ({left), whose
| talent is one of
a kind, now has
a place to
sing that's also
unique: her very
own Lainie's
Room in the
Playboy Club in
Los Angeles.
There, not
long ago, she
tossed aceleb-
rity-filled par-
ty that was
labeled in
the Holly-
wood Re-
porter as “a
supernight

with super- T
T SATURDAY NIGHT IS
people. PARTY NIGHT

Celebrating at pLaveovy's wingding for
the Saturday Night gang, interviewed in
May: (above) writers Rosie Shuster,
Alan Zweibel and Anne Beatts, cast
member Dan Aykroyd; (right) perform-
er Gilda Radner, guest Candice Bergen.

WHY ARE THESE MEN
WEARING BLACK TIES AND SMILING?

For their reportage on the links among the Howard
Hughes empire, the CIA and Walergate, Larry DuBois
and Senior Editor Laurence Gonzales (below) have won
the Sigma Delta Chi Distinguished Service Award in
the field of magazine reporting. Medallions and plaques
were presented to the pair at ceremonies in San Diego.

PLAYMATE UPDATE: FROM CENTERFOLD
TO EUROPEAN DISC CHARTS

Our August 1974 Playmale, Jean Manson, has made the big time
in Europe, recording three hit singles for CBS Disques there.
Her 1,000,000 seller Avant de Nous Dire Adieu (Before We Say
Goodbye) was number one on the French charts, high elsewhere.
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PALL MALL RED
PALL MALL GOLD100's with a filter.
The great taste of fine America’s best-tasting
Pall Mall tobaccos. king-size cigarette...
Not too strong, not too light. made to taste even

Not too long. Tastes justright.  milder with a filter.

Only 7 mg. tar.
Lower than all the Lights.

20 FiLre|
C'Gﬂnnrzs

PALL MALL EXTRA MILD
Lower in tar than

95% of all cigarettes

sold. De-tarred but

not de-tasted.




The words “Levi's” and “'Panatala’ dra registered trademarks ot Levi Strau

It is a bit of a surprise, we suppose.
Panatela slacks and tops fit like Levis. And
wear like Levis. But they don't look like Levis,
which can take some g‘?tting used to.
Especially if you've been investing large
sums of money in “dressy” clothes that —despite

Yes, Levi’s

their lofty prices—don't really measure up to
Panatela’s combination of superb fabrics and
contemporary styles.

The fact is, good taste and sound construc-

tion and fiscal sanity can be combined in a
single garment. Called Levis Panatela.
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SATURDAY'S CHILDREN
The interview with the gang from
NBC’s Saturday Night (vLavBoy, May) is
superb. You must at least have set a
record for the number of crazies in one
interview. I can’t wait for Playboy Inter-
vicws the New York Jets.
(Name withheld by request)
New York, New York
If they were funny, we'd do it. They're
not funny.

Your May interview is pure joy. It
made me realize how much I've missed
not secing Saturday Night these past [ew
months. The NBC affiliate here deprived
me and  thousands of other Saturday
Night fans when it substituted Music Hall
America. Thanks to pLAYBoY for the first
laughs I've had in weeks!

Michael James
Chattanooga, Tennessce

I thought I was sick, but the Saturday
Night interview made me even sicker.
I loved it only one problem—not
enough of it.

Kat Drako
Johnson City, Tennessee

Hilarious, absolutely hilarious, that
Playboy Interview with the Saturday
Night people. Funny enough to take its
place right up there alongside rraysoy’s
most fanious excursions into humor.

Martin Pasko
New York, New York

Although I'm a fan of Saturday Night,
I get to sec it only when visiting my
parents on Long Island. WRGB-TV re-
fuses to air the show because it mukes
more money showing old B movies, Time
for a change in Albany!
Bob Moore
Albany, New York

Fantastic! That’s the only way to de-
scribe your interview with the Saturday
Night people.

Stephen J. Maikovich
Whiting, Indiana

We're sure no one cares about this ex-
cept us and Neil Israel and Mike Mislove.
We did not write Tunnelvision; they did.

Al Franken and Tom Davis
NBC's Salurday Night
New York, New Yok

I could never watch Saturday Night
again, knowing that such depraved minds
are the entire backbone of the show. If
there is one ounce of humor in mangled
baby ducks or a child being crushed
under a truck, T have failed to find it
O’Donoghue does not have one tenth of
the intelligence that any one of the
Muppets has. My suggestion is to cut him
up into little pieces and send him to Idi
Amin for breakfast. Now, that's funny!
Ha-ha-ha.

Mary Rogero
Clearwater, Florida

Chevy Chase’s lack of talent is exceeded
only by his mrrogance. Someone please
give this boy a lesson in humility. He “in-
fluenced” the national election—indeed!
Does he know how many millions of
Americans there are who voted for Carter
who have never even heard of Chevy
Chase?

Barbara Williams
Beverly Hills, California

Thanks for a splendid interview. Long
live pLAYBOY and Saturday Night]
Barry Kaufman

New Orleans, Louisiana

I really enjoyed your interview with
NBC's Saturday Night crew (especially
since I have a thing for Gilda Radner).

Arthur Blue
Reidsville, Georgia

Your interview with the cast of Salur
day Night has reinforced my old hatred
of television. They're lightweights.

John V. Johnson
San Francisco, California

As an avid Saturday Nighter, 1 was to-
tally amused by your May interview. It's
casy to see wherc the show's creative genius
stems from after reading it. Is there any
chance of getting Gilda to expose “the
best legs in the business” in an upcoming
issue?

Russel Minnocci
Hampton, Virginia

BEWITCHED AND BEWILDERED
Bewitched by Older Women (rPLAYBOY,
May) has to be the best pictorial essay your
magazine has ever published. I am 29 and
for the past two years have been “be-
witched” by a woman six years my senior.
I'll choose my mature, loving woman over
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Macho.
It's b-a-a-a-d.

The powerful scent
for men by Fabergé.
Macho is b-a-a-a-d.
And that's good.
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a giddy, fickle youngster any day. I'll leave
them to the middle-aged men who need
to prove their masculinity.
Alan Yearsich
Phoenix, Arizona

In the future, if you do an article on
older women, why not feature older
women? That way, we might avoid an
untimely rush on the purchase of burial
plots by all those poor 50-year-olds.

Bob Karnavas
Pomona, California

Congratulations for giving us an ex-
cellent and long overdue view of “older
women.” For those of us younger men
who fantasize about, or enjoy, the allure-
ments of women over 30, your pictorial
essay is a welcome change from your usual
fare of beautiful but blossoming girls.

(Name withheld by request)
Morristown, New Jersey

In Bewitched by Older Women, every
picture except one is of a woman 30-35
years old. Even the artde refers to 30
and up. Since when has that been “older™?

Julie Adams
Los Angeles, California

Waxing exuberant regarding Ursula
Digard’s linguistic abilities, you inform
us that she “speaks Swedish, French, Ger-
man, Italian, Spanish and Swiss fluently.”
But the Swiss language does not exist.

Erich Baumeister
Arlington Heights, Illinois

Schwyzerttitsch, or Swiss, is a dialect
spoken by about half the German-speal-
ing population of Switzerland. Anyway,

we asked Ursula for a sample of her
Swiss. Here she is, saying “Cheese.”

Your pictorial on older women is sen-
sationil—about time we got to see some
women instead ol girls.

Johll Menns
San Bruno, California

T write this with more than a little con-
cern for your editorial integrity. With the
exception ol the baroness, you fudged on
your May pictorial of “older” women.
The genuine article isn't that hard to
find. Meet Jo, a 41-year-old grandmother.

Mike Haskins
Denver, Colorado

Thanks, Mike. We checked and, sure
enough, Jo Jarrett is the proud mother of
two sons, 19 and 22, the latler having

o5 G B
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just become a father. How does she keep
her youthful appearance? Jo says, “Just
tucky, I guess.”

I was extremely disappointed in not
seeing my grandmother. Please, let's not
have that happen again.

M. I’ Ambrosio
Rochester, New York

WHAT US STUPID?

I thoroughly enjoyed the May issue
and had quite a bit of fun with The
What-Me-Stupid? Quiz. Having scored 14,
I would like vou to concede question
number ten, which would make my score
15. April fifth and May third are the first
Tuesdays of each month. Following in the
serics would be June seventh. However, if
Jack Sharkey wrote that last year, I'll
concedel

E G. Rich
Great Falls, Montana

Our panel of judges has awarded you the
extra point. But they would also like to
remind you that nobody likes a smaytass.

Not too long ago, certain sharks were
found in ocean caves lying perfectly still.
They were said to be “sleeping” or in
a semicomatose state. The divers were
able to touch the sharks rather forcibly
without the sharks’ showing any percepti-
ble reaction.

Aaron Jonasson
Gig Harbor, \Washington

Sorry; rvequiem sharks (Carcharhinus
springeri), the species that frequents un-
derwater caves, do rest immobile for long
periods of time, but their senses, includ-
ing eyesight, remain alevt. The assump-
tion that they are expenencing sleep, as
we know it, could prove fatal.

EXTENDED PLEASURE
James R. Petersen’s article (The Ex-

tended Male Orgasm, rLAYBOY, May)
made my day. If my own case is typical—
and there seems no reason to believe oth-
crwisc—a woman can go along lor ten
years, with more partners than I care 1o
think about, before meeting up with one
of that elite and rare species, the sexually
aware man. Now Petersen’s very cloquent
and persuasive pitch for pleasure helps
reduce the likelihood of having 1o wait
another ten years for the next onc.

Anne Alexander

San Antonio. Texas

Where is the female while you are
domng all the starting and stopping to
control the orgasm? Not diff-hanging,
I hopel

Bob Carson

Ogden, Utah

For years, I have enjoyed such phe-
nomena as seven-minute orgasmic phases,
up to ten climaxes an hour and an abil-
ity to maintain an ecrection for as many
as 12 straight hours (even cold showers
didn’t work). Masters and Johnson vir-
tually ignored my inquiries and only my
sexual partners believed me (and they
kept such things secret). 1 stll don't feel
“normal,” but that's perfealy OK. Peter-
sen and pravsoy have brought me closer
to humankind again.

Chuck Domm
Baltimore, Maryland

Masters and Johnson handle sexual
problems. Whatever it 1s you've got, it's
definitely not a problem.

The orgasm is orgasm is orgasm—not
number, not intensity or whatever other
measures onc might vanly attempt to
apply to ccstasy.

Bradley Arnault
Savannah, Georgia

MULLING OVER MULLEN
You can swop now! Playmate Sheila
Mullen will last me for the rest ol the
year.
Momis Allen
New York, New York

Tell “Motor Mouth™ Mullen I'll be
glad to listen to her rap amy time she
wants,

Rick Stone
Chicago, Illinois

How much more proof do you need,
non-Calilornians, that, indeed. the most
beautiful women in the world are Cal-
ifornia women? Sheila has my heart and
voie for Playmate of the Year! A most
unique sort of beaury.

Daniel A. Riccatelli
Reseda, Calilornia

TERRORISM
Your article Terror, Inc. (PLAYBOY,
May) is a mixture of fantasy and reality



WHY MOST CRITICS USE

MAXELL TAPE TO EVALUATE
- TAPE RECORDERS.

Any critic who wants to

do a completely fair and

impartial test of a tape re-

corder is very fussy about
the tape he uses.

Because a flawed tape

can lead fo some very mis
leading results.

A tape that cant cover
the full audio spectrum
can keep a recorder from
ever reaching its full
potential.

A tape that’s noisy
makes it hard fo measure
how quiet the recorder is.

A tape that doesn't
have a wide enough bias
latitude can make you
question the bias settings.

- sound consistently the

And a tape that doesn't

maxellm.gg;gg =

]

same, from-end to end,
from tape to tape, can
make you question the -
stability of the electronics.
If a cassette or 8-track
jams, it can suggest some
nasty, but erroneous com-
ments about the drive

mechanism.
And if a cassette or
8-track introduces wow problems that plague other
and flutter, its apt to pro-  tapes.
duce some test results that So its not surprising that
anyone can argue with. most critics end up with our
Fortunately, we test tape in their tape recorders.
Maxell cassette,8-trackand It one way to guaran-
reel-to-reel tape to make  tee the equipment will get
sure it doesn’t have the a fair hearing.

MAXELL. THE TAPE THAT’S TOO GOOD FOR

Maxell Carporatian of America, 130 West Cammercial Ave., Maanachie, N.J. 07074
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in the usual tradition of praysoy. How-
ever, when David B. Tinnin., with the
help of the Isracli agent David Halevy,
asserts that there are some 200-3(1) terror-
ists of Arab background in the United
States and thercby pours dirt on the Arab
community in this counuy. we feel that
PLAYRBOY is being used not as an instru-
ment for education and entertainment
but, rather, as a vehicle for Istaeli propa-
ganda. This is unfair and ugly, in viola-
tion of the body and the spirit of
rrAvBoY. And so. to the claim concerning
Arab terrorists in America, we say, “Hog-
wash!”

Dr. M. T. Mehdi. President

American-Arab Relations Committee

New York, New York

Tinnin’s claim that there are 200-300

trained lervorists of Avab ancestry in the
United States is hardly an indictment of
the entive Arab community.

David B. Tinnin’s simplistic, not to
mention sophomoric. article on terrorism
boils down to a description of the lorces
of light and civilization (Israel) hghting
heroically against the forces of darkness
and barbarism (the Arabs). I thought
reavsoy had higher literary and journal-
istic standards.

Gary Leiser
Salt Lake City, Utah

I found the Terror, Inc. article very
alarming. I suspect that the decision to
provide Tinnin with his inlormation
came from the highest levels of 1the CIA
or Mossad and ihat this was done for a
specific reason—to spread the message
that terrorism is a real threat and thae it
cannot  be counteracted  with  present
restrictions on our intelligence agencies,
such as the CIA and the FBL. We must
now consider whether or not the time has
come to begin pragmatic and eflective
COUNETMEasures.

John Geirland
San Pedro, California

KELLIE KUDOS
Wow! Kellie Everts (Humping Ivon,
rraysoy, May) is incredible! What a
magnificently sculpted female. As a long-
time weight-training  enthusiast, I can
certainly appreciate the results of her
fine development.
Tony Schirementi
Chicago Heights, Illinois

I ran across a pictorial in one of your
issues of a few years ago that might be
ol interest to some of vour readers. It just
happens that Miss Kellie Everts was
crowned Miss Nude Universe in that pic-
torial (pLAvnoy, February 1968). 1 only
regret the censorship that prevented you
from a {ull frontal “coverage” ol that con-
test. Thank you [or a beautiful magazine,

Stewart Thompson
Carleton Place, Ontario

Kellie Everts is the sexiest woman who
has ever graced the pages of PLAYBOY.
(Name withheld by request)
Rawlins, Wyoming

FOND OF FONDREN
Of all the ladies I have scen in
rravisoy, Debra Jo Fondren is without a
doubt the greatest, Her outstanding fea-
ture is her long, cascading hair that drives
me Cl'il?.}’.
Anthony Pomersbach
Kingston, Ontario

Enough is enough! You've teased us
twice already. What are you going to do,
give us a picture of Debra Jo Fondren
every two or three months hefore allow-
ing her to become Miss December? Real-
ly. “Debra Jo has been asked 1o return
for a reshooting.” You're going to have
enough pictures of her for three gatefolds.

Neil Anderson
DeRalb, Tlinois

Welve found you can’t have loo many

pictures of Debra, Neil. She'll be getling

the full photo ircatment next month.
Until then, try 1o temain calm. Here's
something for your nerves.

WHO NOSE WHAT EVIL?

I was ar first amazed, then alarmed. to
read in Think Tank (rraysoy. May)
about the advent of the selective nasal
desensitizer Veilex. Nature endowed us
with our senses as tools [or survival. Many
(l;lllgL’l'Ollh .‘illh“il;l“c(.’.‘i llil\".‘ |lll|)le&lsallt
odors. Others, such as natural gas. have a
distincly offensive odor added to alert us
to their presence. What will be the
chances of survival for a family entering
its gas-filled home after unwittingly being
exposed to Veilex? Where there is smoke,
there is fire. God help us il we can’t smell
the smokel

John D. Sansone
Sewaren, New Jersey

BRAVO, BORGES!

Afer reading The Other, by Jorge Luis
Borges (rrLAavsov. May). I found it neces-
sary to compliment you on your consist-
ent and successful efforts 1o present the
best in liteviature 1o your readers.

M. Kilbride
Santa Barbara, California

LILLTAN LOVER
I know of no other beauty who could
look as inviting and seductive as Lillian
Miiller does while slurping on a soda of
mashed potatoes on your May cover.
Tin Heagarty
Vienna, West Virginia

D'ARBANVILLE DELIGHT
It 1s overwhelming 1o see that in May's
issie, PLAYBOY has moved up a step by
exhibiting some absolutely “classic” pho-
tographs by David Hamilton. It would
be a trae pleasure to sec more of Hamil-
ton’s work in your magizine.
G. Engelmann
Hackensack, New Jersey
Photographer Hamulion’s work  was
previously showcased in “The Age of
Awakening” in the August 1971 pLAYBOY.

TWO HANDS CLAPPING
Robert Sheckley's fine story Silversmith
Wishes (rreavsoy, May) has the simplicity
of a Zen tale.
Martin Holladay
Shetheld, Vermont

SPEED THRILLS
Loved your article Long-Distance Run-
ners (prayvsoy, May). Couldn't seem to
take my eyes off the photography. It is
quite original.
John White
Chehalis, Washingtion

You've made a servious omission. The
850-c.c. “John Player” Norton is a scream-
er that really handles.

Bruce G. Reynolds
Denver, Colorado

You left owt the fastest production
bike made in the world today, the La-
verda 1000. Although it is not well
known (because you don’t see much when
one goes by). 11 is still the [astest factory-
made machine money cn buy.,

Rick Brown
Houston, Texas

My wife and I wok our Honda
GWI1000 on a 4500-mile honevmoon last
summer. We rode it through the Oregon
rain. a South Dakota snowstorm in June
and over 76 miles of gravel and rock to
get around the Idaho flood. The bike
never complained or caused us any tou-
ble, even in high altitude.

Lerry Barber
Los Angeles, Calilornia

Glad yowre happy, but it doesn’t

sound like much of a honeymoon.
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Don’t tell me taste isii’t

everything.

I expect one thing from my cigarette. Taste. And only
Winston gives me the taste 1 like.
Winston is all taste all the time. And for me,

taste is everything.

nston
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TN Winston King.Winston 1005.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

KING, 100's: 18 mg.“tar", 1.2 mg nicatine That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
gv. per cigarette; FTC Repart DEC. 786, —
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Crown Rovyal from Seagram. Diamonds from Harry Winston, Inc.




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

hat's not what they mean by “flash-
ing vour card,” dummy. A disgruntled
customer at a Casper, \\'yoming, store
didn’t hesitate to bare lis feelings 1o the
female cashier. We're not quite sure what
prompted his behavior, but alter she to-
taled his purchases, the 45-yearold man
flopped his penis onto the counter along-
side his Master Charge.
™
The University of Texas™ Daily Texan
announced this lecture in a symposium
scries: “Computers and You: Friend or
Enema?”
L
A reader reports seeing this sign hang-
ing outside a bar in Albuquerque, New

Mexico: HAPPY HOUR 2-3 WE TIGHTEN
LOOSE WOMEXN,
-
Cuckold of the Month: When a 34-

year-old Swiss businessman  discovered
that Ius wile had a lover, he took one
himsell out of revenge. He went so [ar as
1o move his mistress into the home he sull
shared with his wite. Some weeks passed
one alternoon the husband came
home to find his house deserted and a

and

note from his wife that read: “I've
away with your mistress. We're in love.

run

Take care of the baby and the dog.”
.

And that includes your foot. An article
about douching in the Fort Collins four-
nal offers female students at Colorado
State Umniversity this sound advice: “A
good rule of thumb for genital care is
never put anything in your vagina
that you wouldn’t put in your mouth."”

[ ]

According to an

Chester

the
County, Pennsylvania, Daily
Local News, the district attorney's ofhce
1s weighing the [ate of 30 gamecocks
confiscated in a raid on a cockfight.
The headline “DISPOSING OF

COCKS A "MAJOR DILEMMA, ™

account in

A Maumee, Ohio, legislator has come
up with the ulumate solution for cold
weather: He has introduced a bill wo
abolish January and February and wans-
fer their days to June, July and August.
"By eliminating the coldest days of the
vear and increasing the number of warm
summer days,” he said, *we could cut our
energy nceds by approximately one
third.” Although the legislation was in-
tended as a prank, the legislator acknowl-
cdged that a few of his colleagues thought
it was a good idea.

]

A San Francisco ad executive has de-
veloped a board game called The Game
of Lesbian, designed to enable gay
women 1o raise their consciousnesses.
Players can score points by killing a rapist,
starting a women's elinic or getting a date
with a gym teacher.

This is not a Polish joke: When an
unhappy husband from Warsaw, Poland,
stopped bugging his wile, she agreed 1o
grant him a divorce. The 45-year-old man
first tried to prod her into a split by re-
leasing cockroaches in the kitchen. When
that failed, he infested her bed with bugs.
When that failed, the undaunted hus-
band threatened her with mice—that's
when she acquiesced.

.

The following message was Dblared
over the loud-speaker at an Omaha sofi-
ball game: “Your atention, please. In-
woxicating beverages are not permitted
on these premises. will be
prosututed.”

Violators

°
A veteran at tax fraud, George Turner
ol Chicago. managed to milk the TRS for
more than 5100,000 over the past 20
years by pairing false Social Security
numbers and false W-2 [orms with real
names. When things got too easy (he
made 550,000 in a (wo-year period),
George decided 1o try a more inter-
esting name: He picked Mickey
Mouse, A tax lorm naming a
*Michael Rodent™ and listing as
dependents Mousketeers Annette,
Jimmy, Doreen and Cubby was
sent to every regional tax ofhce in
America—and George received
checks lrom all of them.
.
Well, first you ply her with

hquor. . . . This headline ap-

peared in Portland’s The Ove-
gonian over a story about the
production ol certain dried [ruits:

“I1OW ARE DATES MADE EDIBLE?"
L ]

Should Jesus Christ return to earth in
the next 80 years, he could find an in-
vested income of more than S44,000
walting for him. Ernest Digweed, a
retiredd  schoolteacher from Poris-
mouth, England, died recently,

21
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leaving instructions in his will to invest
his money for 80 years for Jesus. He stip-
ulated, however, that the executor of his
will must obtain proof of Jesus' identity
before paying out the accumulated
money.

.

A 23yearold Easton, Pennsylvania,
man is being held for trial on an
indecent-assault charge for kissing a coed'’s
posterior. According to the Easton Ex-
press, the incident took place at the Lafa-
yette College library, where the young
man apparently found the buttocks of a
coed leaning over the table more inviting
than his studices.

L

Guilty of discharging: The Socialist-
Communist City Council of Siena, Italy,
has sentenced 4000 pigeons to die by
guillotine. A city official said it's the most
humane way of destroying them.

.

This ad for a chocolate-and-nut-covered
ice-cream bar appeared in the Honolulu
Star-Bulletin: “Paddy’s Pies—Put Nuts in
Your Mouth and a Smile on Your Face.”

PLAYBOY’S
HALL OF
HEENG FAVE

Voted in for coming up with a solu-
tion for a problem that doesn’t exist:
a doctor at a Southern medical school
who told a symposium that there’s no
physical reason why men can’t breast-

feed babies. If a baby sucks long
enough on a male’s nipples, he claims,
the stimulation will produce mother’s
milk—or, in this case, father’s milk.
There are hormonal drugs, adds the
doctor, that can help turn men inlo
breast feeders if sucking isn’t enough
Lo get the milk flowing.

UP YOUR SANDBOX

n this modern age,
I il’s easier for chil-
dren to have sex than
it is for them to have
fun. Today, toys are
complicated, comput-
er-lested contraplions
conceived by child
psychologists and eru-
dite educators. Dolls
walk, talk, wel and
have plastic penises.
Games, guns, gadgels
and gizmos teach kids
fiow to count, hill,
write and rape. The
following s an ad-
vance peek at some
of the contemporary
playthings that are
now in the planning
stages.

THE MIDEAST WIN-THE-WAR GAME

Two or more players assume the
roles of Arab powers while a lone
player assumes the guise of an Israeli
general. The object of the game is to
recapture Jerusalem or to blow a scale
model of Isracl off the face of the
earth. There are lots of thrills and
excitement as plastic P.L.O. figurines
hijack aircraft, raid temples and exe-
cute helpless hostages. Anything can
happen: Religious war escalates into
nuclear holocaust if the right interna-
tional powers intervene. For ages five
to adult.

THE TIM 'N” TINA TRANSSEXUAL DOLL

Tim can be a real man with a hairy
chest, testicles and an adorable little
plastic penis. Tina can be a lovely
liberated lady with breasts and a va-
gina. Yowr child determunes the sex of
this darling doll, with its beautiful
bisexual features: Tim 'n’ Tina can
be male, female or hermaphrodite,
since his? her? 1ts? interchangeable sex
organs cian cusily be removed or
snapped back into place. For ages
two and up.

LITTLE MR. WIZARD
HOME POLLUTION KIT

Imagine your child making a sub
stantial contribution to the eventual
destruction of the environment! With
the Little Mr. Wizard Home Pollution
Kit, any boy or girl can be as thought-
less, shortsighted and immoral as those
major industrial polluters who don't
give a damn about the eccology. An
casy-to-understand  instruction  book
tells your child how to make smog,
toxic chemical waste, noise and other
popular pollutants. For ages 10 to 18.

THE DELUXE SUPERMARKET PLAY SET

Frustration, depression and anger
arc the things your child will feel as
he or she pretends to purchase enough
groceries to feed a make-believe family
of four (not included). The set con-
tains a rubber salary check, guaran-
teed to bounce, and a metal shopping
cart that operates at the cost of $20
per aisle. Fake food stamps, toy car-
tons of recalled mushroomis, pseudo
soybean additives, tiny cans of con-
taminated tuna and canned goods in-
lected with botulism are all included
at no extra cost. For ages 4 1o 12,

WINNIE THE FOOP BEAR

This lovable stuffed animal is the
perfect present for children who live
in apartments where pets are not al-
lowed. Now your child can experience
the aggravation of having to house-
break a pet without the bother of
having a real animal around the
house. Give Winnie a hug and he
poops on the spot. When you
squeeze his furry tummy, you quickly
find out what he's stuffed with. Win-
nie comes complete with refills and old
newspapers. For ages two to five.

THE INNER-CITY PLAY SET

Plastic, dilapidated tenements and
slum buildings snap together in sec-
onds to form a miniature ghetto. Over
40 plastic playing picces include de-
linquents, hoods, pimps, prostitutes,
rapists, crooked cops, rats, roaches and
other assorted scum nidive to inner-
city locations, plus zip guns, lead
pipes, tire chains—all the things your
child needs to commit murder, rob-
bery and other sordid offenses against
mankind, God and nature. For ages
Ttoll. —MICHAEL J. PELLOWSKI




The New Mazda RX-3SP

(Please dont tell your mother you're going to buy one.)

Once you somehow manage
to take your eyes off the car it’s

adrenalin time behind the wheel.

The acceleration is rotary-
engine quick. The handling is
precise and responsive. The
stops are provided by power-
assisted front disc brakes.

Other RX-3SP credentials
include a 5-speed stick shift.
Torsion bar stabilizer. A back-
ground of over 100 racing
victories in international
competition. And a
price a mother could
love— $42907% (or
$3945*% minus the
special appearance
package shown here.)

And now, the world’s most

remarkable engine is backed by

the world’s longest engine
warranty.

Mazda warrants the basic
engine block and its internal

parts will be free of defects
with normal use and prescribed
maintenance for five years or
75,000 miles, whichever comes
first, or Mazda will fix it free.
This transferable, limited war-
ranty is free on all new rotary-
engine Mazda sold and serviced
in the United States and Canada.

*Based on California and Texas POE
prices including dealer prep. Slightly
higher for other Ports of Entry.

Freight, taxes, license and optional
equipment are extra. Automatic

transmission not available in
EPA high altitude counties.
Mazdas’ rotary engine licensed
by NSU-WANKEL.

maZbDa
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EVENTS

hen we heard about “Tattoo '77,”
we decided it was something we
had to cover. So we dispatched writer
Robert S. Wieder o the scene. His reporl:
It's 30 degrees outside in Reno, but
there are people here like walking cata-
logs of Picasso going around the Holi-
day Inn in tank tops. Temperature be
damned, this is Tattoo ‘77—"the larg-
est gathering of tattoo artists ever scen
anywhere in the world,” according to the
invitanon, which features, naturally, an
cagle astride the globe. There are 1000
conventioneers here and they outnumber
Normals in the lobby and casino about
three to one. On one guv's back is a
Mansonlike prophet, lightning shooting
from his finger tips amid furling waves
and screaming banshees. Another sports
I LOVE YOU SWEETPEA against a great sun-
burst across his can; yet another has a
huge serpent crawling out his asshole
and up his back.

This being a gathering of the best,
there’s a ton of tatwooing going on.
The noise of buzzing pens mikes the
place sound like a dentists” convention.
The scene also teems with leather, heavy
metal and pseudo-biker ornamentation.
Close-cropped hair abounds: alter all,
excess hair detracts [rom flash (a popular
term in the tawoo lexicon, roughly syn-
onymous with bedazzling) and, besides,
the butch/kink element is here in lorce;
the room tinkles with ear, nostril and
nipple rings. An elderly white-haired
gent, pure bank president from the neck
up, looks like an explosion in a Kem-
Tone factory from there down; he's
adorned with everything from a sca ser-
pent to, so help me, Reddy Kilowatt. He
wears tit rings and a small aluminum
bar. "“Fat Albert” Morse, whose book
The Tattooists is moving like flu serum
at $30 a copy here, tells me that one old-
timer has 20 rvings in all on his body,
including a cock ring. I'm astounded.
How'd he ever get through the airport
metal detector?

Also on display is a lot of stuft from
the wvicarious tattoo indusiry—jewelry,
posters, buttons, “I'shirts based on tattoo
designs, which avoid the problems of
pain_and permanence. Behind the im-
passive faces of those being colored 1
see flecting, almost subliminal twitches,
gasps and  white-knuckled  clenchings.
*Just listen to the Pointer Sisters or the
Allman Brothers and you won't feel any
pain,” I'm told. I prefer the comforting
hiss of nitrous oxide, thanks. Then
there's the matter of permanence: You
can’t go naked again. “Remember,” cau-
tions Pordand Blackie, whose wash-n"
wear body suit by Cliff Raven will cost
$10,000 when it's done, “love is forever,
but a tattoo is six months longer.”

Then there's the sex angle. After all,

“In the Best Tattooed
Woman contest, it's five
to one for the belly dancer.
| voted for Swedish Ivy.”

this s a series of tiny rapid penetrations,
the old in-out, in-out writ small. Artist
Phil Sparrow once kept a journal record-
ing what persons did with their new tat-
toos. Some lucked, some fought, some
drank; 879 went home and masturbated
while admiring their new decor.

A shrink would go ape here: The pre-
dominant themes are sex, death, vio-
Ience, magic and nawre. The gamut
runs from prancing gays to good ole boys
to Grandpa Waltons and Grandma Wal-
tons, plus dykes and punks and cowboys
and persons so otherwise normal they
could run for alderman. A silver-luired
ringer for Mary Worth is a virtual frolic
of songbirds and Howers. There hasn’t
been such a mixed bag since the F.D.R.
coatlition.

Women are now the biggest noncult,
casual-tattoo market. They tend toward
butterfiies, birds and flora, but one photo
shows a mons bearing a Liule Devil and
NO MEAT ON FRIDAY? We've come a long
way, baby; [rom 1attoos of puss to tattoos
on puss. But iU's unnerving—women of
such looks that I could drink their bath
water. who need decoration like the
Raiders need passing, are gray-blue with
artwork: sunbursts across their breasts,
crimson peonies on their shoulder blades.

In the casino bar, a girl named Star is
trying to get sloshed enough to have her
nips pierced. She and tattoo artist Don
Eaker apree that the economic basis of
this business is bikers. The swastika and
chopper flash are very big. But almost no
bike-related designs are on flash sheets
here. They aren’t displayed for sale, says
Don, because when worn by the wrong
person, they are susceptible to removal
by buck knife. Says Star: “You'll definite-
ly getcher arm cut off if vou don’t know
whatcher talkin'.”

1 express annoyance at the idea of
“restricted” art and the veto power of
goths, which doesn’t impress a nearby
drinker in outlaw colors and earrings
who locks like he could beat up the
Manson Family. Curt views are ex-
changed and he makes it known that the
next stage of the argument will involve
wansfusions. Everyone in the vicinity
placates the guy.

Comes the Awards Meeting and it’s
announced that, to avoid bias, the judg-
ing for the Best Tarooed Man and
Woman contests will be done by the
media. This s news to the media, but
six of us are commandeered to serve s
judges. Twelve ladies parade belore us.
Lady Blue, a curly-haired brunctte, has
Swedish ivy growing in  symmertrical
strands down her back and the outsides
of her legs all the way to her ankles. A
belly dancer has precise matching dark-
blue inlays covering her shoulders like a
shawl. One woman weurs a blue dress
with a neat hole milored to show a sea-
scape on one buttock. We huddle and
vote. It's five 10 one for the belly danc
er—an obvious sop to crowd response. |
voted for Swedish Ivy.

There are 20 men competing. This is
even tougher: Hall of these guys would
stop wraffic in L.A. We narrow it to eight
semifinalists and parade them by again,
It is truly difhicult to pick any one as out-
standing, and we so want to please the
cowd, many of whom react to disap-
pointment by breaking things. We go oft
to confer; some of us don't want 10 re-
trn. But we vote, and it's five 1o one
for a custom Ed Hardy Bicentennial Miss
Liberty enfurled in stars and stripes from
sacrum to neck.

Fortunately, patriotism sells well here
and our choice is warmly received. Hardy
is named Artist of the Year by artists’
ballot, best male and [emale artists are
selected and we all run for planes.

After all is said and done, I decide I
respect the art. Not just because it's the
one form where the canvas directs the
artists or because of its great schizo-
phrenic potential—you can be John Doe
coming and Conan going: I respect it
because out of some 6000 designs, there
wasn’t one Happy Face. That is taste,
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pic films about World War Two will

be measured from now on against
Joseph E. Levine's A Bridge Teo Far, based
on the late Cornelius Ryan’s incisive
best seller and produced on a stupen-
dous scale, as if costly big-name stars
were a dime a dozen (though Robert
Redford reportedly earnmed atr  least
$2,000.000 for several weeks' work: see
page 92 for the inside story on a mile-
stone in the making). Several reallife
characters involved in one of the hairiest
debacles in the historv ol modern war-
fare are porrayed by James Caan, Dirk
Bogarde, Michael Caine, Scan Connery,
Edward Fox, Elliott Gould. Gene Hack-
man. Anthony Hopkins. Laurence Oliv-
ier, Rvan O'Neal and Maximilian Schell.
If that’s not enough lor vour money,
there is Liv Ullmann in the hlm’s only
substantial female role—as a Duich gen-
tlewoman who gave over her house to
the Allied wounded. Liv also doubles as
narrator ol the opening sequences, which
set the stage for an airborne assault
conceived back in 194 by British Field
Marshal Bernard  Montgomery.  More
than German, the villain of the
picce 1s Momgomery—an offscreen pres-
ence whose egomamacal zcal to beat the
Russians to Berlin prompted a misbe-
gotten plan o air-drop 35,000 English,
American and Polish pavachute  troops
far behind enemy lines. Their mission,
part ol Operation Market-Garden, was
to take a bridge at Arnhem.

The batle surategy and build-up, for
once, are made quite comprehensible in
William Goldman's screenplay. directed
with meticulous anention to detail by
Richard Attenborough. Although his out-
rage over the waste ol brave men’s lives
is the main issue, Auvenborough takes a
cue [from Rvan's well-documented ac-
count and lets the facts speak for them-
selves, Bridge Too Far could easily have
slipped into another spot-thecelebrities
Hollywood war game. yet the sheer mag-
nitude of the piece cuts every superstar
down 1o size without losing the sense that
cach side’s losses are measured in flesh-
and-blood people. Bogarde, as Lieutenant
General Frederick Browning—a staunch
delender of Montgomery's lollv—ollers a
chillingly perfect portrait of by-the-book
militarism, matched by  Connery  as
Major General Robert Urquhart, who
cannot conceal his cantempt for an oper-
ation fucked up from start to finish.
Viewing the destruction of  Arnhem
through the eves ol Olivier, as an elderly
Duich doctor on a jeep tour of the rub-
ble. constiiutes a wordless, cloquent edi-
torial on the insanity ol war. Just one
crucial lapse is O'Neal's boyishly light-
weight  porurayal of U.S.  Brigadier
General James M. Gavin, a part prob-
ably Dbeuer Redford. "That

;!lly'

suited o

A Bridge Too Far: superb.

“Bridge Too Far is the
most humane and intelligent
antiwar movie since
Paths of Glory.”

Little Girl: sexy, sinister teeny-bopper.

weakness is more than covered by a score
ol compelling vignettes and unforget-
table images—such as a mushroom sky
full of parachutists floating earthward,
with the gruesome beauty of a bad
dream. toward imminent death in a held
held by German snipers. AMore than a
standard  historical  re-enactment  that
wallows obscenely in spilled  blood,
Bridge Too Far is the most humane and
mtelligent antiwar movie since Stanley
Rubrick's Paths of Glory or since Auen-
borough's own poetic film version of the
musical Oh! What a Louely War.
.

Jodie Foster’s super screen presence

and sly sexual precocity are apt to be-

come a legend if she can keep up her
current pace as the first femme fatale in
film history who's scarcely ready for a
training bra. As The Lintle Girl Who Lives
Down the lone, Jodie doesn’t appear to
need it but gets ample support, never-
theless, from Martin Sheen (as a dogged
child molester), Alexis Smith (as his dot-
g, doomed momma) and Scott Jacoby.
Scott plays a crippled amateur magician
who becomes Jodie’s tecnaged partner
in crime—and cventually her partner in
bed—while author Laird Koenig and
director Nicolas Gessner thicken the plot
of this cunning, nonviolent psychological
thriller about a 15-vear-old charmer with
no surviving rel=tives. Though she pre-
tends to have a father—Daddy's a poet,
always locked up in his siudy. she in-
sists—the kid keeps house by hersell.
reads Iimil)‘ Dickinson, smokes French
cigarettes, knows a bit about fast poisons
and embalming, never goes to school and
tries her damnedest to outwit a hostile
adult world. Producer Zev Braun. with a
sharp eve for hot property, gives little
Miss Foster a sturdy showcase and Jodie
makes the most of it, as usual, undoing
dirty old men—in the audience as well
as on the screen. Shirley Temple was
never like this.

°

A former stunt man making his first
feature, director Hal Needham has
turned out a ramblin® wreck of a comedy
titled Smokey and the Bandit. Although
stunt drivers and photographers seem to
do all the work, Burt Reynolds and Sally
Field are the movie’s nominal stars, who
go hotrodding through the South. leav-
ing carnage behind them, hotly pursued
by Jackie Gleason as a redneck sherift
mamed Bulord T. Justice. There's a slew
of country music on the sound track to
alter the pace of automobile crashes and
frenzied chase sequences. There is even a
rudimentary plot—something about sinug-
gling Coors beer east of the Texas state
line—but you will find no explanation of
it here.

°

Hookers, Jesus freaks, neo-Nazis, big
mists and do-gooders have their day, and
their say, in Citizens Band, a crazy patch-
work of a movie that tells more about
the C.B.radio cultural phenomenon in
ten minutes than Smokey and the Bandit
can handle in close to two howrs. Citizens
Band suanis off like a mini-Nashuille
about a motley group of characters in
and around a small Southwestern UL S.
town—where C.B. radio opens new chan-
nels of communicition for many lonely,
inadequate people who have discovered a
new technological toy that alleviates
anonymity by making every man the host
of his own talk show. As sharp social
comment, the filin scatters its shots, but
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director Jonathan Demme practically
floods the screen with local color, much
of tt hilarious. nearly all of it ribald,
riotous and lowbrow. The wildest epi-
sodes concern a long-distance trucker and
C.B. devotee (Charles Napier, the brawny
stud-hero of two Russ Meyer sex epics)
who sets up his favorite hooker (Alix
Llias. code-named Hot Coffee) in a
brothel van on wheels. What he does
not foresee is getting laid up with an
injury that brings his two wives to town
on the same bus. When the ladies
(played with dry, down-home brilliance
by Marcia Rodd and Ann Wedgeworth)
start showing off their [amily snapshots,
they discover they have a helluva lot in
common. Cilizens Band's “now”-genera
tion stars are Candy Clark, Bruce McGill
and Paul Le Mat, the latter pair as rival
brothers who have unwittingly shared
Candy's sexual [avors; she gets extra kicks
via her own C.B. hookup with a frus-
trated teenaged boy, firing his masturba-
tory fantasies by remote control. Band is
full of crackling energy and should help
Le Mart elbow his way to room at the top.

FILM CLIPS

Star Wars: As you've probably heard,
all your Flash Gordon [antasies updated
(gloriously) lor the Seventies, with robots,
monsters, good and bad guvs, inter-
galactic doghghts—plus Alec Guinness [or
a touch ol class. Something for the kid in
everybody.

Sweet Revenge: Originally titled Dandy,
the All-American Gl (and reviewed as
such in rLAYBOY's September 1976 issuc),
producer-director Jerry Schatzberg's ami-
ably amoral comedy about a feisty Seaule
car thiel was shelved for a year by MGM.
By any name, the movie still looks good,
with dandy performances by Stockard
Channing, as the girl whose heart belongs
to a $20,000 Dino Ferrari, and Sam
Waterston, as her dumb-struck lawyer.

The First Nudie Musical: Another side-
tracked spool, rated R and sold off by
aramount  after receiving a  favorable
review right here (rLAvBOY, May 1976)
and wowing 'em in a lew Texas tank
towns. Bright and bawdy as ever, lledg-
ling hlm maker Bruce Kimmel's Mel
Brooksian salute to porno chic bounces
back under new auspices (those ol
Northal Films, the [olks who brought you
Cousin, Cousing), with star Cindy Wil-
liams comin® through the wry in fine style.

The Greatest: Since Muhammad Ali has
been something of an actor throughout
his career, it's no surprise that his por-
trayal of himsell in this so-called film
dramatization of his life is, o say the
least. believable. Why the hlm makers
thought they needed as reputable a
screenwriter as Ring (M*A*S5*H) Lard-
ner, Jr. to supply the dialog, however, is
another question, since The Grealesl is
basically a promotional documentary al-
lording barely a glimpse ol what the man
is really like—and that's a shame,

XRATED

Dirl'y Duck opens
with the bold
claim that “this
film has no socal-
Iy redeeming val-
ues.” Well, that’s
dead righr, yet the
movie has some
vialue as a promis-
ing X-rated car-
toon feature in the
tradition of Ralph
Bakshi's Fritz the
Cat. Written, de-
signed and direct-
ed by animator

Charles Swenson, Donald he ain't.

hold, with or with-
out money. Com-
pared with last
year's heavy trips
into sadomasoch-
ism and guile, the
77 porno pics be-
gin to look bright,
sassy and upbeat,
despite their em-

phasis on some-
thing borrowed/
something blue.

Whether audi-
ences conditioned
to the same old
schlock want sex
with a smile and a

with music and
most ol the sound-
track voices  sup-
plied by the team
of Flo and Eddie
(Mark Volman
and Howard Kay-
lan. two seasoned
lunatics  formerly

“With luck and a little
more practice, Dirty
Duck might take off

like a big-assed bird."”

smidgen ol story
remains to be
seen.
.

Annette Haven
(again) dominates
Reflections as a
comely cousin who

associated with
Frank Zappa's Mothers of Invention),
Dirty Duck is built around the lustful
fantasies of a shy insurance adjuster
named Willard Eisenbaum, who inad-
vertently inherits a very large, lewd duck
from one of his cients. Why a duck? I
was a turtle for a while, but things were
a litde slow,” replies Dirty Duck. Then
he and Eisenbaum embark upon a series
of cartooned misadventures, encountering
Captain  America, bull dykes. harlots,
screaming [aggots and an armored tank
equipped with a voice reminiscent of
Humphrey Bogart's.  Swenson’s  satire
could do with some honing to round off
the rough edges, though his style in ani-
mation is spare, original and wittily
porno-cum-graphic. With luck and a little
more practice, his Dirty Duck might take
off like a big-assed bird.
L

In Desires Within Young Girls, real ro-
mance rears its head rather refreshingly
in the usually cold, cold world ol me-
chanical sex that characterizes most of
porno. Veteran sex star Georgina Spelvin
performs only one hard-core scene, as a
luxury-loving matron who fucks her hus-
band to death and subsequently learns
she is not as well off as expected. So she
brings her two adolescent daughters
home from finishing school and tries to
peddle them off to rich men's sons. An-
nette Haven (see The New Guls of Porn,
July) and Clair Dia play Georgina's
daughters, a letching pair who grow up
last and lool around with gusto—in fact,
they take on a platoon of eligible and
impressively potent males belore they
foil Momma's plans by doing it for
love with fellas they want to have and

comes back, afier
14 years. to even the score with an in-
cestuous brother and sister (Paul Thomas,
Kathy Kaufman) who wouldnt let her
join in their sex games when the three
were kids together. Without Annetie—
looking photogenic, as usual, and work-
ing some mischief with masks at a
welcome-home party that turns into an
orgy—Reflections would be just another
marathon hump. Cinematically smooth,
even sophisticated at first glance, it fi-
nally settles for oral-genital group gropes
and the usual quota of cum shots.

L]

The big scene in Big Thumbs is man-
aged with humor and great sexual bra-
vura by porno superstar Jamie Gillis,
who appears as himself in a climactic
courtroom scene to prove to the jury
that the heroine can have an orgasm. In
addition o his usnal equipment, Jamie
brings along “a complete set of gradu-
ated dildos, used once by an aging sul-
tan.” As the damsel in undue distress,
England's Jancue Sinclaiv plays a girl
who presses a suit against her landlord,
claiming that she became a perpetually
frustrated nymphomaniac after a faulty
clevator more or less threw her into an
act of fellatio with a [riendly neighbor
(Ras Kean). Each witness has a story o
tell in Mashback, of course, and the
judge takes the plaintift o his chamber
lor a quickie. Although its title is irvele-
vamt (in the heroine’s opinion, there 1s
supposed 1o be a correlation between long
thumbs and lengthy penises), Thumbs
uses the format of courtroom comedy-
drama with moderate success. But Jamue's
tongue-incheek wur de force outdoes all
the film's previous encrgetic insertions.
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‘ White rum and tonic

It's been a day full of joyous
discovery, and it's far from over.
Because you know how to make
the most of precious moments
like these.

That same confidence led you
to become a white rum drinker long
before it became fashionable.

You discovered that white
rum gives you lasting pleasure. It
makes a smoother, more enjoyable
tonic drink than you could ever
make with gin or vodka.

And now that the word is out,
others are leaving gin and vodka

You're a white rum drinker.

for the pleasures of white rum. For
good reasorn.

White rum is made smooth and
mellow by time. It ages for at least
a year, by Puerto Rican law.

Neither gin nor vodka receive
the benefit of aging.

No wonder that drinkers are
finding that white rum enhances
every one of the traditional gin and
vodka drinks, from the martini to
the screwdriver.

And isn'tit nice that you
were among the first to know. &
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If you think an economy car would
put you in a compromising position,
look again.

With a Volkswagen you could ac-
tually wind up with more room and com-
fort than you have now.

Our Dasher, for example, comes in a
beautifully appointed 2-door hatchback or
4-door sedan, with fully reclining bucket
seats, plush carpeting, and enough room
for five passengers.

In fact, the Dasher beats just about every
car in its class in combined interior room
and trunk space. And in a wagon, it has
more cargo area than any car in its class*

Then there's our Rabbit, which has been

*Based on EPA Interior Volume Index mensurerent, published in

catching everyone by surprise. Even Detroit.
To start with, it takes off like a shot.

With acceleration from O to 50 mph in an
amazing 7.7 seconds. (That's faster than a
Triumph Spitfire.) And with front-wheel
drive that literally pulls you around corners.

. It also has
more room for

the afficial 1977 EPA Guida 2nd Edition



people than 25 other cars you could [€
buy (indluding Monza, Mustang TI, Pinto, \§
Toyota Celica, and Datsun B-210). And

more room for luggage than 53 other cars.

(Would you believe, with the rear seat folded
down it can hold 21 bags of groceries. And
with the seat folded up it still has more trunk
space than a Cadillac Seville.)

Finally, we come to Scirocco, our true
sports car that gives you extravagance and
plain good sense at the same time.

Last year Scirocco was the Trans Am
Champ for cars under 2 liters. And speaking
of style, the Scirocco was just named one of

the "25 best-designed factory-made prod-

ucts available in America today' by Fortune
Magazine**

It also gives you something few sports
cars can offer: room for four and more trunk
space than a Ford LTDII.

Yet (amazingly!) a Scirocco has the same
fuel economy as a Rabbit.

Both Scirocco and Rabbit get #~
37 mpg on the highway and /4
24 mpgin |

" *Fortune, May 1977.

the city. Dasher gets 36 mpg highway, 24
mpg city. (Of course, these are EPA estimates
with standard fransmissions. Your mileage
may vary depending on how and where you
drive, optional equipment and your car's
condition.)

With all this going for our Volkswagens,

we suggest you stop in to your Volkswagen

dealer for a test sit. |
It's one way to get through the

energy crisis without getting bent

out of shape.
Economy

without sacrifice.

EH OF AMERICA, THE, 11
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MUSIC

s not another “Lady Sings the

Blues,” bul once again a jazz
singei’s path has been star-crossed
by drugs. Flora Purim, an immi-
grant from Brazil len years ago,
is now recetving the accolades
that once went to Ellag, Carmen
and Sarah. (Downbeat polls have
named her top female vocalist for
three consecutive years.) Warner
Bros. Records snatched her away
from the more esoleric Milestone
label with a multimillion-dollar offer.
She’s married to the brilliant Brazilian
percussionist  Airto Moreira and  they
have a daughier, Diana. But there are
thorns in the bed of roses: a cocaine bust
in 1971, 16 months in Terminal Island
penitentiary, and now the threat of de-
portation, The Department of Immigra-
tion will send Flora Purim, as an alien
and ex-felon, home, persona non grata,
unless a deportation order can be blocked
on humanitarian grounds. Wriler Len
Lyons talked to Flora to get her side
of the story.
rraysoy: How did you get busted?
puriy: I lent my 12string to a [riend,
Then I got a call for a recording session,
so I went back to pick it up. I didn’t
know my [riend was dealing, and the
apartment got busted while I was there.
It's funny, the police report said they
found coke in my bra and I don't wear
a bra.
rravsoy: Why can't jazz shake the drug
connection?
pURIM: In some ways, jazz, drugs and the
blues all go together. Blues are sad be-
cause of the black people’s grief over
being brought here [rom Alrica. But
I think all this is changing. Jazz has
become happier music since it's [used
with rock and pop. and it’s started to
reach more people. The musicians want
to promote things other than this selk
imvolved image.
rLaysoy: You once said Scientology got
you off drugs. Is that for real?
purizM: Definitely: but in the beginning,
I didn’t believe in 1t, either. It really
did help me confront other people and
myself without wying 1o hide things.
Alter a while, I learned that my mood
didn’t have to depend on drugs and that
musicians who used them wouldn’t reject
me if T didn’t want to smoke or blow
with them. Actually, what I gained was
more control over my own cmotions.
Chick Corea had a swong infuence on
me. When I was singing with Rewurn 10
Forever, Chick wouldn’t allow anyone
who used anything—even alcohol, even
aspirin!—in the band.
pLAYBOY: When you first came to the
States, you were so broke you had to
crash with friends, and now you're going
to be a millionaire. How did it happen?

h

Flora Purim tells her story.

Flora Purim talks
about jazz, the music
biz and her drug bust.

J. 8. B. by E. L. & P.: petty theft.

rurim: If you sell your soul, you can be
very rich.
PLAYBOY:
you?
ruriM: To make some musical dreams
come true, like having the best musicians
all the time, playing only the best halls,
and so on, I needed money. To get
money, I had to leave a record company
and producer I still love and go to
Warner's, where the cash flow is so much
greater. What I didn’t know was what
would happen after the switch, and that’s
the selling-your-soul part. I have no pri-
vate life. I have to call ten people before
I make a move. All the decisions are out
of my hands.

PLAYBOY: Does that include the music
you sing?

rurim: They don’t touch that. Theyd
have 1o kill me first. We're producing
our albums.

pLAYBOY: But will Warner's scutle [or
just a jazz auaicnce? Won't your ap-
proach have to change?

puriM: OK, it's already changed to an
extent. I'm approaching my music louder

And how does that apply to

and harder. You have 1o, if you
want to play out of the jazz-club
atmosphere. You know, I've al-
ways refused—until now—to put
on those $1000 dresses that no
normal woman would ever wear,
because 1 didn’t like that “atti-
tude.” I'm in a different reality
now. I have to make sure 7000
people who come to see us—see,
not hear—get their money’s worth.
That means putting on a show.
I'm also more hybrid than I ever wanted
to be. I'm closer to Brazilian roots again
but not as free as I'd like to be. I found
out it’s really harder to be disciplined than
free, and this new album, Nothing Will
Be as It Was . . . Tomorrow, is organized.
Very organized.

rLAYBOY: Don’t you think overproduc-
tion is a problem in American music
today?

puriM: I know what you mean. If you
add swrings or horns, it can put distance
between you and the listener, and you'll
never sound the same on the road. I
don’t work that way. What you hear on
my records, you can pretty much play in
your garage or pracice room. Maybe
that's a reason my songs are popular—
the young, local bands can play them.
pLAYBoY: What else is making your
music popular?

puRimM: In my opinion, what impresses
people most is self-confidence and hon-
esty, After that, it's your ability. Your
audience might like the music first, but
it's not cnough. They want 1o know you
as a person. | don’t hide my weaknesses.
Even if I sing flat, so what? I don’t slide
up to the right note, like Billie or Car-
men. Maybe I'll use it as a coloring
sound or do something new with it.
rrAYsoY: What are your chances [or
avoiding deporiation?

rurim: I don't know. I'm hoping Im-
migration will look at me as a useful
person. Jazz is the first music you could
call American. The [act that I'm a Latin
and a l;uniiy woman and that I promote
American music should be o my credit
If they take me away [rom it, it's going
to be a reflection of the way America
treats her art lorm.,

.

You can rent your blues and photo-
graph your soul

You can even dig some diamonds out
of rack 'n roll

You can change the world

But if you lose control

They will take away your T-shirt

Emerson, Lake and Palmer, the world’s
most solemn rock-'n’rollers, have re-
leased a funereal-looking double-pocket
album called Works (Atlantic). It is olten



Minolta by Minoita by Irving Penn.

Save a lot of money.
Buy a good used camera.

When should you buy a used camera?

When it's a brand-new Minolta SR-T, the
classic 35mm single lens reflex owned by
more than three million people.

And especially now when a Minolta SR-T
costs less to own than ever before.

What have three million people seen in it?

For one thing, an easy-to-use camera. The
patented through-the-lens metering system
tells you the correct exposure. You just
match up two needles in the viewfinder to
set it.

For another thing, the SR-T is a fast-
handling camera. The viewfinder tells you
everything you need to know to get a sharp,

SVSIEANAS

Mo?e 'tl_]ﬂa?fhreev million people own a Minolta SR-T.

perfectly exposed picture. So you'll never
lose sight of your subject while you fiddle
with camera controls.

And the Minolta SR-T is a system camera.
It accepts any of almost 40 interchangeable
lenses that Minolta makes in two series—
the advanced Rokkor-X and the moderately
priced Celtic brand. And they all have the
Minolta bayonet mount that makes lenses
easy to change.

Solook into a Minolta SR-T. The good used
camera that's easy to use. And easy to buy.

For more information, see your photo
dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 101
Williams Drive, Ramsey, N.J. 07446.
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A&C Panetelas

can't be imitated.

-

AT

There's only one
beautlful smoking
experience.

A&C

' '  PANETELAS

What makes A&C Pane-
telas so special? Maybe
it's the handsome, com-
fortable shape. Or the
time-tested blend of aged,
rich-tasting tobaccos. Or
the choice of imported
wrappers:darkCameroun
or light. Try an A&C Pane- |
tela and see for yourself. |

One thing is for sure—
there’s only one beautiful
smoking experience,
A&C Panetelas.
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difficult to characterize something as big
as these four sides, but we think the lines
quoted above will give you the general
idea.

E.L.& P. cach provide one side ol
music on Works and the three of them
ger together for the grand finale on the
fourth side. The statelv lines we have
selected o head this review are a reason-
ably representative  sample of  Greg
Lake's side.

Carl Palmer is a bit more eclectic. He
does two songs that sound like Doc
Severinsen and the band from 'I')'u To-
night Show. Aud he continues E, L.& P.'s
practice ol rocking the cl.msl(a with
selections by Prokofiev and J. S. Bach.

There is absolutely nothing wrong
with stealing from classical composers. In
fact, knowing whom to steal from is a
sign of real talent. But Bach did not play
rock 'n’ roll and you can’t wurn a Two
Part Invention im I Mmor into Louie,
Louie by adding a drum track.

The everybody-on-stage-for-the-big-pro-
duction-number side tries to turn Cop-
land’s Fanfare for the Common Man
into a long rock number with similar re-
sults. E L. &P. might be a bit more
palatable if they weren’t so damn serious.
They seem to think that they are inter-
preting the music, revealing something
that nobody ever saw before: missionaries
of culture 10 the Qumilude set, opening
our eyes 1o the glories of real art.

Keith Emerson is so far into culture
that he seems 1o have lelt rock 'n’ roll
behind altogether. His solo side is taken
up entirely by his Piano Concerto No. 1.
Emerson tickles the ivories himself and
he has the London Philharmonic Orches-
tra [or a backup band. What is surprising
is that Emerson’s concerto is the least
objectionable side of the album. If you
are going to mess with the dassics, you
might as well really ger into it: Use all
those strings to play something rather
than have them fll in chords behind a
rock band.

The concerto is not great music. but it
is a serious attempt, and writing cven a
poor one takes a lot of work. Emerson
has more ideas than he knows whart 1o do
with; he tends to state an idea and then
go on to the nexr one without pausing to
develop anything, hut some of the ideas
are very good. We think he ought to stick
to this sort of writing. His concerto is un-
likely to push Brahms out ol the standard
repertoire, but it is closer 10 being good
classical music than the rest of Waorks is
o being good rock 'n’ roll.

°

Garland Jeffrevs, the Ghost Writer
(A%M), has put his ear to the pavement
all over Manhattan and has writen
songs that reflect the mixture of his black,
white and Latino heritage. He's got the
big-city Ivrical savvy of our best song-
writers but is. thankfully, devoid of the
easy answers that they occasionally ped-
dle. He is angry and conlused and his



words embody this rather thin try to
explain it. while the music moves com-
fortably from rock to reggae with Jef-
freys grasping each form as il it were his
own. From the Stoneslike pissed-off
rocker Wild in the Sireets to the scuf-
fling sensuous reggae of 1 May Not Be
Your Kind, it's his rich voice that pro-
vides the music with its emotional heart.
®

All right, this is rLAYBOY talking. And
we're about to review Marie Osmond's
new record. You can sec it coming, right?
We're so attuned to a higher order of
musical artistry that we're going to tear into
This Is the Way That | Feel (Polydor) like a
school of sharks going through Dannon
apple yoghurt.

Well, o tell the truth, there is a certain
smooth sameness to Marie’s performance—
like something you can squeeze from a
lily-white tube in an even, slick snake line
and lop off in three-mmute-23-second
segments. Put the word love or music into

each title, pass Go and colleat $2.000,000.
But that's show business and—Iike
masturbation—we're all guilty of it in

some form. The key thought to hold in
your mind when listening to bubble-gum
music or Muzak or even Pat Boone is
that you might think you could do better,
but that noble thought and a herd of
huffalo on Methedrine won't ger you
across town on the bus.

The people who record (or write or

Music to brush your teeth by.

paint) this artistic Nembutal are quite
professional and even the thinnest, most
mindless excuse for music is (listen dose-
ly) executed by craftspersons who never
miss @ note and who could play just about
anything they wanted to if you put it on
sheet music i front of them. These
musicians—from  the deadly Osmonds
themsclves right down to the percussionist
who rings the cowbell—are stone pros
who are highly regarded practitioners.
That doesn’t make their songs any more
pleasant to listen to than a truckload of
potato salad hitting the sidewalk from the
wp of the World Trade Center; but
belore you laugh at them, try picking up
a truckload ol potato salad.
°

Our reviewer would like to apologize
for the delay in filing this review of
Southside Johnny and the Asbury Jukes’
sccond album, This Time It's for Real (Epic).

Seems that he was laid up with a broken
leg and his girlfriend was handling the
disc-jockey chores. Somehow, Southside
Johnny got mixed up with the Great
Hits of Phil Spector. Or was that Jerry
Lieber and Mike Stoller? Never mind.
The confusion is cleared, the leg is healed
and now the boy can dance, which is just
as well, "cause This Time is a record that
won't let you sit still. Miami Steve—the
guitarist from Bruce Springsteen’s E
Street Band—descrves top honors  for
writing, arvanging and producing most
of the songs on the album. At the center
of each tune are the Miami Horns—the
most impressive set ol woodwinds and
brass this side of Jericho, site of the
world's first hattle of the bands. The wall
of sound supports the heartfelt vocals of
Southside Johnny and the wemendous
lead work by Willic Rush. (The rhythm-
and-blues soul format is too resirictive to
showcase a flashy guitarist properly, but
take our word for it—this boy can flv.)
While none of the songs on this album
matches the stunning Fever on the Jukes'
debut, the over-all quality here will dis-
pel the PR hype that this is just the farm-
team band for Springsteen. These boys
are major-league material.
@

The world scems to have caught up to
Dickey Bews. It has been said that if
guitar licks could be copyrighted, Betts
would be a very rich man. With the

it may be missing one blade.

Good News! has twin blades while ordinary dispos-
ables have just one. That's why Good News! gives
closer, safer, more comfortable shaves. Lots and lots
of em. So get Good News! And wake up, one up.

Gillette

Good News!
The Twin-Blade Disposable Razor.

£ 1977, The Gillette: Company. Safety Razor Division, Baston. Mass.

Gillette
Despos:

ibie: Tom Bl Raors

If your razor isn't a Gillette Good News!,”
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Allman Brothers Band, he helped create
a distinctive rock-"n"-roll guitar style that
virtually every picker south of the Ohio
River has mined for good chops. You
hear people who sound like Betts every-
where these days. He is a much better
guitarist than any of his copiers, but his
picking is no longer startling enough to
carry a whole record. On Dickey Berts ond
Great Southern (Arista). he tries to make it
do that and the result is a rather undis-
tinguished piece of work that doesn't
particularly stand out from the music of
many less talented people now working
in Southern rock. Part of the beauty of
the Allman Brothers Band was the con-
trast between the laid-back country quali-
ty of Betts's music and the driving, black
sound of Duane and Gregg Allman. Great
Southern doesn’t have that kind ol
strength. Mostly, the band is there to back
up Betts rather than to move out front
as his equal. With nobody doing any
driving, the music seems to languish. It
needs more bite, a harder edge, to make
it move; a litle less fromt porch and a
little more back alley.
®

As everyone knows, this past March
18th marked the 127th anniversary of
the invention of the kazoo in Macon,
Georgia, To celebrate that momentous
occasion, New York turned out in style
for Kaxoopheny in Concert at Alice Tully Hall,
an “alleged cultural event and musical
parody” featuring the remarkable—and
widely ignored—Kamiusky International
Kazoo Quartet and Fie-On-Arts Ensemble.

A Kazoo, of course, is a litle plastic
pipe that, when you hum into it, distorts
your voice into a satisfyingly resonant
buzz with better-than-usual carrying pow-
er. The Kazoophony, according to the
concert's announcer and straight man,
Howard A. Kaminsky, was on tour [rom
its native country, Ludakravia (where
everyone is named Kaminsky but no one
is related), in order to promote the al-
most unheard-of art of dassical kazoo-
ing—and to make a buck on the side.

Alter presenting a briel history of
Ludikravia, our announcer brought on
the five members of the Kaminsky Inter-
national Quartet (a kazoo quartet consists
of either seven members with two missing
or whoever [cels like showing up. which-
ever is more). While repercussionist Light
Fingers Kaminsky repercussed, kazooists
Natasha, Boris, Igor and Feodor Kamin-
sky marched ceremoniously onstage,
attred in rraditional full concert 1ails
and bare feet. Taking their places beside
a large potted palm (Arthur Kaminsky),
they raised kazoos and played the “short
version” of the Ludakravian national
anthem. We wraced some obvious Ameri-
can influences in the wme, which was
reminiscent of the first four bars of The
Star-Spangled Banner and in tonal quali-
ty was suggestive of a Bronx cheer.

The group next embarked upon the
three movements of I'm Inclined to

If you ain’t heard
Mozart on the kazoo,
you ain't heard
nothing yet.

Kazoomusik, a dazzling display of vir-
tuosity in which cach kazooist imitated
a different stringed instrument. The effect
was impressively intricate, sounding much
like Mozart’s Eine kleine Nachtmusik
played somewhere underwater.

Boris Kaminsky, introduced as “the
world's lowest basskazoo player and for-
mer test pilot for Bazooka bubble gum,’”
re-created the audition that won him his
coveted place in the Kaminsky Quartet
by vocalizing an aria from La Travesty
titled Let’s Drink, Make Merry, Fool
Around and Find the Rest of the Pleas-
wres I Can Think of in the Next 15
Measures. Subsequent  selections
[eatured members of the Fie-On-Arts
Ensemble: notably, face and teeth player
Stanislaius Kaminsky, who is rumored 10
possess upper molars with perfect pitch.
Fie-On’s  residual  ballerina,  Pistachia
Kaminsky, executed a flawless arabesque,
statuesque and full faux pas. She later
rerurned with partner Najinski Kamin-
sky to perform with skillful klutziness
the duct rom the well-known kazoo hal-
let Swine Lake (he played the swine, she
played the lake).

Feodor Kaminsky, who, it's reporied,
attended the Kazooliard School ol Mu
sic, where he was studied for many years,
gave a solo rendition of Plight of the
Kazoomblebee, a vapid piece made even
more difficult by the kazooist's attempts
to swat the insect while he played. The
first hall of the concert concluded with
the New York City Fight Song, which

“honored the tradition of violence in
sports by continuing it in music.”

During the lengthy intermission, it was
discovered that the Kaminskys, in non-
Ludakravian guise, had met at the East-
nran School of Music in Rochester. where
group leader and kazookecper Natasha
(a-k.a. Barbara Stewart) currently studies
voice and flute. The others are all pro-
ficient on nonkazoo instruments and
teach music at colleges in and around
Rochester. The company has twice ap-
peared at New York’s Town Hall in
Christmas performances with P.D.Q. Bach
discoverer Peter Schickele, who said of
the Kaminskys™ interpretation of Mozart:
“It sounds no worse on kazoo than it
would on brake drums.”

Such unqualified praise could also be
applied to the second half of Kazoophony.
in which the Kaminsky Quartet intro-
duced the first French-horn kazoos. These
proved particularly effective in the lower
kiazoo registers, adding an interesting
dimension to the same old blatt. Another
high point was the 1813 Overture, written
by one Peter Illegitimus Kaminsky to
commemorate Ludakravian participation
in the War of 1812, In that piece, the
audience was requested to il in for the
cannons by shouting “Boom!” in appro-
priate, and some inappropriate, places.

Stanislaus returned to do a trio for face,
teeth and feet and, not to be outdone,
Light Fingers performed a piece for
drums, wall, floor, pedium and anything
clse that happened to be around. Then
the entire company assembled onstage for
a rousing finale of John Philip Kazooza's
Stars and Stripes Forever and Ever . . .
and So Forth . . . while some of the audi-
ence cheered and others hummed along.

Kazoophony's cherished goal of estab-
lishing the kazoo as the American nation-
al instrument may be a long time coming;
but, meanwhile, the company is earning
new respect for that humble, and hitherto
scorned. instrument. If the Kaminskys
have their way, the kazoo no longer will
be just another children’s toy. Instead, it
will take its rightful place among the
ranks of the world's great instruments: a
proud equal of the jew's-harp, banjulele
and wa-wa guitar. —LINDSAY MARACOTTA

SHORT CUTS

The Isley Brothers / Go for Your Guns (1-
Neck): An unhurried program of laid-
back ballads and bang-up boogies.

Vitamin E / Sharing (Buddah): An ariic
ulate new vocal group, well produced by
Norman Connors.

The Fatback Band / NYCNYUSA (Spring):
Dance music with enough sounds and
motils to keep it interesting, it's a soul-
Iul wibute o Fun City,

The Miracles / love Craxy (Columbia):
No Smokey but lots of ideas and some
fire.

Lenny White / Big City (Nemperor): An
allstar cast helps the nonpareil drummer
build a musical megalopolis.
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Blissfully yours for $1199

It's a simple pleasure — We offer several tub sizes, with Call or write today for our free color
as old as the ages. delivery and set-up available in central brochure, or enclose $1 and we'll send

Tubbing, (Uniplan Publishing,
reg. $2.95).

CALIFORNIA
| COOPERAGE |

and soul .
By yourself, or with others .

Hot tubbing has become an
institution along our California coast.
Now, thanks to the modest cost and

o 3 REDWOOD HOT TUBS l
practicality of our new do-it-yourself | Railroad Square — Box E
package, anyone can enjoy the San Luis Obispo, CA 93406 |

benefits. Just one weekend will
transform your own deck or garden
into a sensuous new environment.

We'll deliver a complete hot tub
spa package anywhere in the U.S. for
only $1199, plus freight. I

Comes to your door pre-cut, - H Coopm
pre-plumbed, complete. Includes solid California | AR
redwood tub, pump, filter, heater, SRS OENA04T LSS

Il] Enclosed is #1. Rush me the “California Hol.l

l Tubbing” book and your literature, via First
Class Mail.

§ II:I Just send me your free literature, via Third I

: I Class Mail.

I Name

hydro-massage booster jets, and Railroad Square — Box E, | cy
accessories. All you need is household San Luis Obispo, CA 93406 I e Zip
tools and a friend — it's that simple! Phone (805) 544-9300 LS e ol Gemoq ]
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Can you find the oil well in
this picture?

The oil well is in the center of the picture. Hard to find, isn't it?

The majestic forest lands of northern
Utah. Home of tall stands of timber, roam-
ing herds of elk and deer, blue skies and
bubbling brooks.

When oil was discovered here, many
people predicted the natural beauty of this
splendid wilderness area would vanish.
And its abundant wildlife along with it.

But when the people of Phillips Petro-
leum arrived, they did a lot of talking before
they sank a single hole. They talked to the
Forest Service. To the Department of the
Interior. And many others.

When Phillips actually did start to drill for
oil, they did it so carefully, hardly anyone
noticed —including the animals thatlive here.

Ak

A closer look.

The natural look

Today the oll field they developed stands
in harmony with its surroundings.

Pipelines have been buried and planted
over. A system of unseen protection de-
vices, warning systems, and overflow con-
trols has also been installed to protect the
forest floor from the possibility of oil leaks.

The environmental integration of these
oil wells has been so complete, few forest
visitors would even notice their presence.

An environmental award for an oil field

The whole idea was for our oil field to go
unnoticed. But we’re flattered that one
group did take notice — the Bonneville
Chapter of the American Fisheries Society.

For the first time in the 105-year history
of the Society, one of its chapters issued
an official commendation to an oil company
for an ol field in harmony with its natural
surroundings.

Making fine products for your car with-
out forgetting our environmental responsi-
hilities. At Phillips we have a
word for it: Performance.

PHILLIPS
The Performance Company




per Kahn's new book about baseball,

A Season in the Sun (Harper & Row),
grew out of a series of magazine articles
he wrote over the course of the 1975 sea-
son. His assignment was to capture the
state ol the game in America, an impos-
sibly broad idea, and he decided the way
to approach it was to “consider a winning
major-league baseball team . . and
maich that franchise against a losing ball
club. . . . Go ride the buses of the minors
and live with young men who win and
lose in solitude. . . . Look for someone
born out of time, who spent his skills in
the old Negro leagues, quite literally
black obscurity. Contrast him with a
white, who ran a baseball career into a
fortune.” Well, you can have the winners
in this book, Walter O'Malley, Johnny
Bench. We know their stories oo well
and even Kahn can’t make them inter
esting or [resh. Ah, but when he ges
down into the bush-league heart of the
game, where they still play it for love
instcad of money, this is a wonderful
book. Kahn wravels to Arkansas to watch
Wally Moon coach the John Brown Uni-
versity team, to Puerto Rico, where all
the boys want to grow up to be Roberto
Clemente, w0 Piushield, Massachuseuts,
where he warches what he calls the most
exciting game ol the year between two
minor-league eams you never heard ol
And il there is a single moment in the
book in which Kahn the reporter finds
what he went looking for, it is the one
with Arntie Wilson, a forgotten superstar
from the Negro leagues. “Oh, but I loved
playing the game,” Wilson tells him,
“loved it as a little kid round the sand
lots in Birmingham and 1 loved it playing
for the Acipico Cast Iron Pipe Company.”

.

The opening lines ol Jonathan Kwit-
ny's crime novel Shakedown (Putnam) may
well describe the author’s own motive for
writing a thrller: “Everybody used to be
a newspaperman. Me, 1oo. But most re-
porters leave because thev're looking for
money. | was siill looking for justice.
Money is what you want alier you dis-
cover that justice is unavailable. For me
the discovery came 1oo late.” Kwitny's
last book—The Mullendore Murder
Case- nonhction account of a
sensational, unsolved Oklahoma homi-
cide. The prose was clean, hard and
insightful and the reader developed a
sympathy for the reallife victims and
villains. Kwitny, the reporter, was ob-
viously fascinated by the varieties of evil
displayed by his subjects. That [ascination
is missing in Shakedown, in which Kwit-
ny’s fictional hero is an investigative
reporter turned FBI agent turned investi-
gative reporter who casually racks down
the masterminds (and apprentice minds)

was A

Season: head for the minors.

“Ah, but when Kahn
gets down into the
bush-league heart of
the game, this is
a wonderful book.”

involved in a slick check-fraud scheme.
The Mullendore Murder Case was a slow
exercise in atmosphere. Thick. Substan-
tial. Shakedown moves by so quickly that,
should we want to caich our breath,
there is nothing to breathe. A shakedown
is slang for a con; it is also the term for
a test cruise in which the bugs are worked
out ol a boat. Kwitny's voyage into fiction
is Hawed but forgivable. Maybe next time.
L ]

Every crazy American election  year
needs one book of record, and this is it
for 1976. Jules Witcover's Marathon: The
Pursuit of the Presidency, 1972-1976 (Viking)
is the soup-to-nuts compendium of all
thar stuff we had 1o suffer in driblets and
pieces for lo, those many months. Wit-
cover is an astutc Washington reporter
who was writing about Jimmy Carter’s
charisma several years before the rest of
the national press discovered him; vet he
reveals himself in this hefty volume (656
pages) as a levelheaded historian with a
balanced sense ol American political de-
velopment. While other boys [rom last
year's press bus are churning out hard-
cover crystal balls on the “real” Jimmy
Carter, Wiicover wisely reminds us just
how close the 1976 election was and gives
the Republican campaign cqual time.

This is clearly a book that belongs in
libraries, but it's readable enough to
spend a slow summer weck with, too.

L ]

Q & A (Dial), a new novel by Edwin
Torres, is a story about cops and crooks,
cops and bad cops, Latinos and whites,
Latinos and Irish and blacks: a bru-
tal. brilliant chronicle of cultures at odds.
But it is more: At first it has a disorient-
ing cffect, like walking into a cantina
where a marviacht band is backing Wil-
liam Butler Yeats. Somechow, Torres has
uncarthed a swrange, prehistoric similarity
between the Irish and the Latino cul-
tures, a slow, smiling sangre y arena
death dance of laughter and danger
wherein violence and love are never more
than a kiss away from each other.

Like the best Latino writers of our
time, Torres is clearly a gifted lunatic.
He grew up in Spanish Harlem and be-
came assistant disirict attorney in homi-
cide under Frank Hogan. So he knows
his cops and the gheuo setting of the
book. But from the snange slow-motion
plot—a bloody [andango of Cuban fags
and psychotic killers—you know there's
more to this writer than street smarts.

QUICK READS

The main question is, What possessed
Alice Hoffman 1o write Property Of (Far-
rar, Swaus & Giroux)? And where did
this finely honed writing talent come by
all that morbidly derriled knowledge of
street gangs? There have been urban-
outlaw novels belore, but this one, from
the point of view of a girllriend of the
leader ol one ol the most powerlul gangs
in town. is unique. It chronicles the rise
and fall of The President of the Orphans
mn the classic tradition of The Wild Ones.
And in the end. it becomes very clear
that the grisly blood-and-power politics
of the streer is not all that different from
another kind ol politics.

Brad Holland / The Human Scandals (Crow-
cll): Holland, whose illustrations have
appeared on the pages ol pravsoy for a
number of years, has put wgether a col-
lection of more than 100 of his pencil
drawings inspired by the human and
political events of our times. He's not
only a brilliant arust but a satrist ol the
first order.

Daniel Yergin / Shattered Peace (Hough-
ton-Miffliny: This balanced account, writ-
ten for the armchair history buff, is
subtitled *“The Origins of the Cold War
and the National Security State.” Yergin,
who is a lecturer and research fellow at
Harvard, has traced such Cold War mle-
stones as NATO's founding, the Marshall
Plan and the Berlin Blockade of 1948,
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insights and outcries on matters large and small

ARMS,
ANYONE?

By Peter J. Ognibene

TWELVE YEARS Aco, India and Pakistan
were fighting over the Rann of Kuich,
which is without a doubt the most worth-
less piece ol real estate on earth. Rann
means marsh. which is what the Rann of
Kutch is hall the year. It's a desert the
other six months.

But what made that miserable liule
war even more absurd was the fact that
Indians and Pakistanis were killing one
another with American weapons.

Did we learn from the Rann ol Kutch?
Apparently not, because in three con-
flicts in Latin America, the soldiers on
both sides went into battle with blood
in their eye and rifles stamped uv.s.
Greeks and Turks, who have been kill-
ing one another for cenmuries with little
outside assistance, dispatched on¢ an-
other more efhiciently in Cyprus, thanks
to Uncle Sam, the world’s number-one
purveyor ol high-velocity, hollow-point,
impact-expanding ammunition and other
military marvels with which mankind
cau liquely flesh and pulverize bone.

In the past three decades. 110 billion
dollars” worth of weapons have crossed
national borders. The Untted States has
been the undisputed leader in arms tral-
fic. accounting for approximately half ol
all transnational wansacuions. The Soviet
Union is running second.

For many years, we gave weapons to
our allies: primarily western Europe and
Israel. Now the name of the game is:
Sell, sell, sell! In 1970, American arins
sales totaled less than a billion dollars,
but business has boomed since then. In
each ol the past three years, American
firms have peddled about en billion dol-
Lars” worth ol weapons abroad. Iran and
Saudi  Arabia now our biggest
CUSLOMCTS.

In the volaule Middle East, the United
States has been arming both sides with
some of the most expensive and lethal
weapons an our arsenal. Israel, for in-
stance, will be gerting F-15s, the front-
line fighter of the U.S. Air Force. But
Saudi Arabian petrodollars will be buy-
ing Sidewinder missiles that might one
day be used to knock Isracli planes out
ol the sky. Should war come once again
to that woubled region. the ouly out-
that’s certain is that American
industries will be doing brisk reorder
business on both sides.

And what is our sales policy? William

dare

come

Proxmire, the maverick Senator from Wis-
consin, probably said it best: “We sell to
anyone for any reason at any time. We
arm neighbors. We arm enemies. We arm
the wealthy. the destiture. We arm the des-
pots, the dictatorships, the military juntas,
the aristocracies—we arm them all.”
L]

Arms sales abroad create jobs at home,
but there are also drawbacks to being
number one. The United States, accord-
ing to Pentagon documents, helped make
Vietnam one of the most militarily pow-
erful nations in Asia. We did not intend
it that way. What happened was that the
aid we shipped to what was then called
South Vietnam managed to find its way
into North Vietnamese hands.

Today, the shah of Iran is our biggest
customer. Litton Industries is selling him

pilot decided to defect. he wouldn't have
to fly his F-14 very far before he crossed
the Soviet border. What would happen
then is anybody's cuess. Perhaps Grum-
man would be allowed to scll the Rus-
SIS spare parts.

From a military point of view, Iran
does not need an airplane as sophisti-
cated as the F-14, bur oil money has
made it possible for the shah to buy just
about anything he wants. Unfortunately.
the United States, Europe and [Japun
have been paving for his new toys
through higher oil prices. And don't
think they don’t know it.

When a Grumman svice-president went
to Iran in 1973 to firm up his company’s
deal, he cautioned an Iranian general
that inflation could drive up the final
price of the F-14s.

“Well. we don't worry about that,”

Spruance-class destroyers that are better
than those going to the U.S. Navy. He
is also buying 80 F-14 fighters from Grum-
man that cory Phoenix, the most tech-
nologically advanced antiairaraflt missile
in existence. It can simultaneously track
up to 24 enemy aircralt and destroy them
at a distance of 100 miles.

The Russians have nothing to com-
pare with Phoenix and won’t unless we
sell it to them. OI course, if an Iranian

the general said with a smile, “If infla-
tion comes, we just raise the price of oil .

Since that time, the price of oil has
quadrupled. And who has been pushing
the rest of the oil-producing nations to
raise their prices even higher?

That's right: our Favorite arms custom-
er, Iran.

The price of oil is one problem; but it
mary be the least of our problems. Sup-
pose the shah went to war. What then?



We now have nearly 20,000 Americans
in Iran. By 1980, there could be as many
as 60.000. These technicians are abso-
lutely vital to Iran: Without them, the
shah's troops would be unable to operate
and maintain their complicated Amer-
ican weapons. Indeed, a study for the
Senate  Foreign  Relations  Committee
concluded that Iran could not go to war
“without U.S. support on a day-to-day
basis.”

We took our first step into Vietnam
when we sent American  “advisors” to
show native troops how to use American
weapons. Although_the situation in Ivan
does not provide a perfect parallel—the
shah is not at war; our advisors are
civiliuns—the potential for danger is still
there. Should Iran one day go o war,
thousands of Americans would be caught
in the middle. Pull them out and the
Iranian  military  establishment  would
probably collapse for lack of technical
support. Let them stay and Iran’s enemy
could properly regard them as “merce-
naries.”” Either way, i's a no-win siwa-
tion for the United States.

A year ago (June 1976), one of the
Presidential candidates asked: “Can we
be both the world'’s leading champion of
peace and the world's leading supplier
ol the weapons ol warz”

He pauvsed, looked thoughtlully at his
audicnce and then answered his own
question i a soft Georgia drawl: “We
cannot have it both wavs.”

Indeed, we cannot. And the man who
posed that question, Jimmy Carter, now
has the power to decide which way
it will be.

Peter J. Ognibene is a New Republic
contributing editor who writes about
mitlitary and political affairs.

GIVE THEM
AN INCH...

By Jim Davidson

ror YEARS, 1 thought that the girl of my
dreams was 36-24-36. Now, one ol Con-
gress’ absent-minded creations, the ULS.
Mewic Board, says otherwise. Hence-
forth, she is o be 904.4-609.6-904.4.

Somehow. it 1sn’t the same.

But whether it is or not, you had
better start thinking in metric terms, be-
cause the Metric Conversion Act of 1975
savs so. Within eight years, all the [amil-
iar measures of length, weight, volume

and temperature are to be abolished.
Soon you will be sitting in Iront of your
television set on a Sunday afternoon,
watching the biggest football game of the
scason, and the announcer will say, “It's
a long pass . . . completed all the way
down to the [3.716-meter linel Only
5.4864 meters for a first down!™

That is the way it is poing to be. We
shall all be subject to the process of met-
rification, an afiliction that will impinge
upon more than football. By the time the
U. S. Merric Board is hnished, there won't
be a spot on God’s green 4046.85 square
meters that you will recognize, all be-
cse too many ol our politicians don’t
have 28.35 grams ol brains,

The idea behind  metrification, of
course, is that it is somehow more “ration-
al” 10 employ measures built upon seg-
ments of 10, 100 and 1000. This is a
simple misconeeption. The value of any
measure is that it corresponds o the
units that people actually wish to mark
off. Clearly, for example, one would not
make the light-year the basic measwe of
everyday life. It could be done. Mothers
could tell their children, “I don’t want
you to move more than 17100 trillionth
of a lightyear away from this house
without asking me.” A ridiculous ex-
ample, granted; but it serves to illustrate
an important point. If the “rationality”
of a measurement system is defined as
having all its panis fie wgether in powers
of ten, then measuring in terms of light-
vears would be more rational than the
metric system, because that would make
both the astronomical and the earthly
systems divisible by ten.

As soon as you begin w think that
abstract symmetry is more important
m a system than the desires and prel-
crences of everyday people, you lapse
almost immediately into nonsense. This
was certainly true of the first advocates
ol metrihcation at the ume ol the French
Revolution. They saw that the argument
for abolishing waditional measures of
length, weight and volume applies equal-
ly to abolishing the current division of
time into 60-minute hours, 24-hour days
and seven-day weeks. So they placed the
measurement of time on a decimal sys-
tem, with a calendar based upon ihe
ten-day week. And they didn't stop there.
They deaded that all the world should
be divided into squares. The map of
France was redrawn, so that the bound-
aries of political disricts resembled a
checkerboard. It made no  difference
where natural boundaries were, where
the population was or anything clse.
The important thing was that all bound-
aries form right angles.

Out of tus witch’s brew of geometry
came the modern metric system (minus,
of course, the ten-day week). That any
part ol it was accepted, after 30 or 40
years ol confusion, is due largely to the
fact that there had been no standard sys-
tem in France prior to metrification.

The success ol Napoleon's armies ex-
plains how mewification spread in Eu-
rope. But there is nothing 1o explain why
we should be stuck with it. We already
have a standard measurement system that
is accepred everywhere in America. 'We
have used it in developing the most pro-
ductive industrial avilization in history.
We need another system about as much
as we need the ten-day week.

For one thing, almost all of world rade
is based on nonmewic measures. World
oil produciion is not measured in metric
liters: it is in barrels of 3114 gallons. Sil-
\er, guld. ])l;lliuum, copper, iron, zinc—
all metals are sold by the troy ounce or
the pound. Lumber is sold by the board
foot. Similarly, all farm products are mar-
keted world-wide in nonmetric units—in
bushels or by the hundredweight. Even
cges are not sold in groups ol ten. They
are sold by the dozen. You can wurn to the
financial page ol any newspaper and go
right down the list of items of wrade. Ex-
cept for finished products manufactured
in mewric countries. almost all loreign
commerce is conducted nonmetrically.
Furthermore, many standard components
of products manulactured in metric coun-
tries are in nomrmetric sizes. Even a French
automobile will have wheels ol 13, 14 or
15 inches.

Of course, any American who is fer-
vently convinced that it is superior to
call a 13-inch wheel a 330.2-millimeter
wheel has always been free 1o do so. And
any industry that has wished to convert
1o mewric measures has been able o since
Congress leealized their use in commerce
way back in 1866. In more than a cen-
tury, almost no major industry has gone
metric. The one exception is the pharm-
ceutical rade. That is one ficld that deals
with such infinitesimal dribs and drabs
ol things that the metric system, with
its microscopic units ol measure, really is
more appropriate. I people generally
bought portions in milligrams (about
4/10.000ths of an ounce). we would
doubtless already be using something like
the metric system. But they don'i.

By forcing the change-over, politicians
are merely making everyone substitute
largely irrelevant measures lor those that
are pertinent to normal human arcum-
stances. For example, the familiar Fahren-
heit temperature scale is actually based
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Come and wrap the sounds around you.

The album was recarded
live at an ocutdoor concert,
and now it's all caming
back to you. The heady, /
magical eleckricity of o
hot metallic blue night—
the air crackling with
energy as the musicians
tune up. And you're part
of it all, wropped in the
uncluttered expanse of
pure sound that makes
Koss PRO/4AA's the
most popular stereo-
phones in the world.
Let your audio

specialist shaw you

“ the excitement of being
wrapped in the Sound of Koss. Yau'll find that for the price
you'll pay, Koss PRO/4AA’s are a rather inexpensive licket
to a performance that begins at your command, and goes on
and on, encore after encore, for as long as you want. It's
like buying a stairway to heaven.

BI_KOSS stereophones

from the people who Invented Stereophones.
KOSS CORPORATION, 4129 N. Port Washington Ave., Milwaukee, W1 53212
Koss International /London, England * Koss Limited/Ontario, Conoda

HOW TO INFLUENCE
PEOPLE.

Nothing makes a man ook more persuasive than taking a

' cigar out of a tube. And there’s no better tubed cigar for the
money than Royale by Gold Label. Astylish cigar witha
rich Cameroon wrapper. And all the mild-
ness and freshness sealed in by the
tube. So take out a Royale and

be impressive, even be-

fore you speak.

£ Koss Corporation

ROYALE 2 @ tube
by :9)0/()/ Labe!

upon the temperature of the human body.
From zero to 100 degrees Fahrenheit
spans almost the entire range of cold and
hot that occurs in the weather of a tem-
perate climate. Thus, the Fahrenheit
scale is perfealy suited to measuring the
weather. In place of it, we are being
forced to accept the Celsius system—in
which zero is the [reezing point and 100
the boiling point of water. That wouled
make perfect sense if our lives were de-
voted to freezing and boiling water. But
they arc not. In ceveryday terms, the Cel-
sius scale is obviously less useful. It has
lar Fewer degrees in the range people
want to measure. (Fabrenheit 100 equals
37.8 Celsius.)

Similarly, the familiar measures ol
length are more appropriate than their
metric substitutes. beciuse they derive
from the human body and thus corre-
spond to the portions of things that hu
man beings are interested in. There is no
better example of this than the foot,
which is. obviously, based on the foot.
From Persia to China, LEgypt, Babylon,
Rome and Greece, almost every civilize-
tion has measured in rerms of leet. Wan-
dering Teutonic wibes have; and so have
African  villagers. The metric  system
doesn’t have the equivalent of a foot, be-
cause there isn’t room for such a measure
to fit in and still keep all the uniis re-
lated in powers of ten. Thus, a measure
by which people have almost instinctively
judged size and proportion is lost.

But what is that against the pleasure of
knowing that a meter is equal to 1,650.763
vicuum wave lengths ol the wansition
radiation between levels 2p,,; and 5d; of
the Krypron-86 atom?

If that sounds like the sort of thing
that would have done in Superman, have
no fear. Even il you are not a physicist
or the type of idiot savant who loves to
add up the serial numbers on speeding
boxcars, you, too, can survive metri-
fication. You just have to be properly
prepared. All you need is a pocket cilcu-
Lator, metric equivalency tables, new ther-
mometers, a new toolbox, a speedometer
conversion ki, a new 1ape measure to
teach you your new clothing sizes, new
measuring cups, a lawyer to redriow the
deeds to all the praperty you own, about
two percent higher income to pay lor all
this (plus the higher living costs resulting
from redrawing all production plans and
retooling industry) and—about 30 years
ol patience.

Somewhere along the line, perhaps
when you're figuring out whether a
“115.398 Gramer” is the same as a “Quan-
ter-Pounder with Cheese,” you'll know
precisely what it means to exact 453.592
grams ol flesh.

Jim Dauvidson is a [ree-lance wriler
based in Washingion.



This month's oul celebrates  She's not green, but lisa is
mind and body with a probably the nicest Nazi
strong emphasis on body:. you'll ever meet. Out of
For instance, our interview  uniform she's actress

with Arnold “Pumping Iron” Dyanne Thorne, and it
Schwarzenegger reveals wouldn't be oul if Dyanne

what it's like to have the didn’'t show up out of
most admired male body uniform. Now would it? So
in the entire universe. If march right down to your

your interests lie in another  newsstand for the August
direction. there's Tequila, ou. Better yet, jog. You'll
who has a couple of unique  be a better man for it.
anatomical qualities of her
own, as you can see. You'll
also learn why Softbail
has replaced touch foot-
ball as the official White
House sport and indeed
has become a rising
national mania. Then it's
down to Tennessee to talk
to some mountain folks
who say they've met the
little green people.




Introducing Thumbs Up'Jeans.

And anew tough denim that
grows old beautifully.

You buy jeans not for what they are, but for what they will be.
So, Sears new Thumbs Up Jeans promise to be good old jeans.
They've got a new tough denim that combines the comfort and
good look of cotton with the extra strength of Dacron * polyester.
It’s the reason Thumbs Up Jeans will fade and soften beautifully
and keep going strong a long, long time. They’re tough.
Unwashed Jeans: Trim
cut, $12. Regular cut,$13.
Pre-washed Jeans:

Trim cut, $14. Regular
cut, $15. Awvailable in
men’s waist sizes 29-44.

=
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A co-worker recently brought an il-
lustrated sex manual to the office. One of
the chapters was devoted to orgies and
how to surmount the problems that some-
times arise. The section 1 liked best con-
sisted of advice on what to do with wo
women. Specifically, if two women are
alraid to go down on each other, a man
can act as a go-between in a rather
unique fashion. He stands behind one
girl and places his penis between her
thighs. (If that is uncomfortable, she can
sit on his lap or they can nestle side by
side.y The other girl kneels in front of
the pair and performs fellatio on the tip
of the man’s penis. Apparently, in doing
s0, she also comes into contact with the
other woman’s scnsitive regions. We
were  intrigued  with the image, but
we wondered: Ts it likely o work?r—
T. R., New Orleans, Louisiana.

And then, at the crucial moment, the
man  withdraws and vyells, “Fake oul,
you're a leshian.” The problem with
most triangles is not how to get the two
girls together but how to hkeep them
apart. Men often fecl left out when the
aclion starls ricocheting about the Jacuzzi.
To quote a [riend: “All of those orifices,
and not a single opening.” So you might
remember this sweet deceplion—the wolf
in sheep’s clothing—if you decide to
swing. Behind every good woman stands
a conlented man.

l‘w: noticed that the imner sleeves of
some ol the albums I buy come with
turned-down corners. One of my friends
said that care should be taken o unfold
the paper, on the grounds that when the
sleeve is inside the record jacket, the extra
thickness of material would press upon
the surface of the record and possibly
cause warpage. It sounds logical, but is
it worth the trouble?—G. C.. Miami,
Florida.

Your friend obuviously knows and loves
records; his aduvice is sound. Some manu-
facturers turn down the corners of the
inner sleeve lo aid imsertion into the al-
bum jacket. The same phenomenon may
occuy accidentally during home handling.
Paper folding is great for an orvigami class
or your wallet, but 1t can wreak mild
havoc on the surface of your records. The
pressure from the sleeve can disturl the
tracling on the ouler culs of an album.
A true audiophile knows that vecords are
senstlive creatuies, easily  bruised, and
lakes pains o ensure that ?m.‘!u'ng bt
the stylus touches the surface. Tender,
loving care pays off—in sex and sound.

Mus[ men in America get off on tits
and ass, but a few of us like to set our
sights a little higher. Collirbones and

sucral dimples. My [avorite sex position,

consequently, is  the so-called doggy
fashion. 1 emer my girlfriend from the
rear—the ractile sensations are equaled
onlv by the visual grandeur of her back.
I get off on it, but she doesn’t always
reach orgasm. 1 can’t understand it—she
has as much mobility as she does in the
much-acclaimed woman-on-top position.
According to her, her breasts are most
sensitive when hanging down (the blood
rushes to her nipples) and she likes the
way certain parts of me slap against her.
But, for some reason, her clitoris might
as well be in Siberia. Any sugeestions for
making this a two-way treat>—W. E.,
Portland, Oregon.

Sure; have your girlfriend kneel on the
edge of the bed, with you standing. That
way, your hands ave [ree lo reach around
and perform a louch-tone symphony on
her clilovis. (A lot of guys ave hung up
on the vight tool for the right job. Your
penis s not the only part of your body
that can be of service to a woman.) If
you favor the kneeling position yourself,
therve is this alternative: Place a pillow
beneath your givifriend in such a position
that as she rubs against you, the pillow
massages ler mons Veneris. Perhaps this
is what the old blues singer wanied when
she asked for a pillow for her head.

E\'c:ry time my boylriend breaks out
the wine, he has a new theory or piece
of ctiquente with which o dazzle his
guests, His latest discovery involves the
breathing of wine. He claims that simply
uncorking a bottle of red and allowing it
to stand for an” hour (the traditional

method) will not do. Apparently, not
enough oxygen reaches the wine to react
with and solten the annic-acid taste or to
remove olfensive sulphur odors. Even sim-
ple decanting is déclassé. Instead, he
opens a bottle and pours the contents
into wineclasses ull they're “hall [ull, no
more or less.” It all tastes the same to me.
What do you make of this nonsense?—
Miss |. R., Dallas, Texas.

We consulted our wine experi—a
drinking buddy of Carllon the Door-
man—and  discovered the following:
Many experls agree that simply opening
a bottle and allowing it to stand will not
provide sufficient aeration io soften the
tannins. Young ved wines are more often
than not satisfactory if served divectly
from the bottle. Old wines should be
decanled—nol lo provide acration, which
can destvoy a delicate bouquet, but to
remouve the sediment from the botlom
of the bottle. (You may drink the mintage
as soon as the transfer is completed.) Mod-
ern wineglasses are designed lo provide
oplimum acration—and (o caplure the
fragrance of the wine so that ii, loo, may
be savored. Toward this end, the “half
full, no more or less” mark is the accepred
measure, since il provides maximum sui-
face area (glasses are somewhat .sphrrim!,
so the equalor encompasses the largest
area). However, there are those who iend
to side with Jonathan Swift. The salirisi
once looked askance at a partially filled
glass, ceaved Iis throat and ashked his
host, “Pardon me, whal do you think the
vest of the glass is for? An inch al the top
is worth two al the bottom.” Amen.

P('l']);lpﬁ vou can help me. I've led what
I consider to be a normal, happy sex life
lor many years now and have engaged in
sex with a number of women. I've lound
that regardless of the grear diversity in
sexual performance, one thing has re-
mitined constant—the women with whom
I've been involved have always been
adequately lubricated. Unfortunately, my
present girliriend is an exception to the
rule. We've been having active sex lor
about eight months and during this
time, we've never had intercourse. Our
sexually  oriented  interludes  consist
basically ol oral sex. She says that she is
not ready lor intercourse and, since 1 do
love her very much, 1 am content not to
force the issue. 1 do think it's rather
strange that in this entire time she has
rarely been lubricated ¢nough to allow
insertion of one fAnger. She does not
object to tongue lashing, though. (It
seems to drive her to ecstasy.) I'm getting
desperate. Is the problem psychological
or physical? Or, worse, is this some new
kind of contraceptive method 1 haven't
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heard about>—B. W., Wichita, Kansas.

Yes, il's called abstinence. When your
girlfviend says that she is not ready for
inlercourse, she means il—mentally and
physically. The tiwo are velated. Most
women begin to lubricate within len lo
30 seconds of sexual stimulation—the
amoun( may vary from individual fo in-
dividual and with the same person from
episode to episode. Seveval factors affect
the flow. If a woman is inhibited about
sex, it is likely that the amount of lubri-
cation will be limited. Althongh you
don’t mention how old your girlfriend is,
we might add that diminished lubvication
is also a by-product of menopause. Ex-
Pt’riemrr is a good leacher, though, and
most oldey women simply swilch lo com-
mercially available lubricants, such as
K-Y jelly or Albolene. Don't let the fric-
tion slow down your sex life. If God had
intended the well 1o Tun dry, He wonldn’t
have given us petrolenmm jelly. Discuss
with your girlfriend exactly what it is
she's not ready for—it may be that she
is worried about bivth conirol, or perhaps
she's saving heyself for marriage. In any
case, the physical evidence needs the sup-
port of personal testimony. Pul your
witness on the stand or bed and proceed.

Otlc of my old Army buddies and I
got into an argument with a sailor over
which of the Armed Services has the
lovers. The Navy guv said that he
couldn’t argue quantity but that he might
argue quality. He'd read somewhere that
Army personnel lead the military in the
incidence of gonorrhea. Is that truer—
S. Y., San Francisco, California.

A vecent repori in Medical Aspects of
Human Sexuality ranked the Sevvices
in this order: The highest incidence of
gonorrhea occurs in the Armny, followed
by the Navy, then the Air Force. (Stay
out of those foxholes, guys.) The highest
number of sick-bay wisits occurred al bases
in Asia, with Enrope a close second. Ap-
pavently, the home shores have been
kept safe for intimacy: The lowest inci-
dence of gonorvhea occurred among
U. S.—based personnel. (Maybe the Volun-
teey Avmy is having a hard time finding
volunteers.) For us cuwilians, the same
report indicated that there are vegional
and scasonal variations in the V.D. epi-
demic. The Pacific Coast stales and the
Southern states veport the highest inci-
dence of gonorrhea, followed by the
mountain states and the Northeast staies.
(These figures may reflect a willingness to
report the discase vather than an actual
difference in the number of cases.) And,
oddly enough, the highest incidence of
.D. occurs during July and August. So,
if youw're planning a vacation, try Maine
in January. You may freeze your ass off,
but the chances of calching anything are
slight.

Wibrators are this girl's best friend. Any
time, anywhere. I've carried the little buzz

bombs on buses, airplanes and trains.
(The engines drown out the drone.) But
when it comes to turning on guys with
the device. it's another story. My room-
mate is willing, but what wrns me on
turns him off. He says that the instrument
is too intense and he winds up feeling
pain or, worse, nothing at all. Why the
incquality ol the sexes? I'd like 1o share
something nice with a friend. Any sug-
gestions?—NMiss K. H., Chicago, Illinois.
Good Vibyations, Take Two: Men who
try Orgasmalrons and other carth-shaking
devices often find that diect contact with
the penis is painful. The most common
solution: Wrap the vibrator, or your boy-
friend’s penis, in a warm towel. (Think
of a bottle of champagne wrapped in
white. Watch out for the cork.) The soft
maltevial will act as insulation to absorb
the general shock. Some men find that a
withrator does nol work as well when the
target is  dry—the friction  produces
numbness. A thick layer of lubrication
(i.e.. a peanut-butter-and-petrolenm-jelly
sandwich) will ensure a fine experience.

f e a question concerning a product
that’'s marketed as a room odorizer but
that contains nitrites. On the small boule
in which it comes, it is stated, NoT For
HUMAN cONSUMPTION. Nevertheless, sev-
eral Iriends of mine and I have bheen
snorting this product and getung a light
rush of short duration. Recently, a date
and I tried it our prior to intercourse and
found it stimulating, as it does hiave a
tendency to get the blood pumping above
a normul rate. My question is, does this
practice have serious risks when tried as a
sexual stimulant or, for that matter, as
just a quick legal high? 1 would appre-
ciate your answer, as I hate 1o engage in
something that is definitely harmiul to
my health—A\L S.. Topeka, Kansas.
We've heard of that practice and an-
other same that's even more fun. What
you do s remove all but one of the
bullets from a revolver. . . . Seviously,
though, what you've doing is filling your
tubes with butyl mirite, from those won-
derful folks who brought us amyl ni-
trite, and the effects and the dangers are
simtlar. What that stuff does is dilate
your blood vessels, which has the result
of lowering your blood pressure. That
not only causes your heart to beat faster
(to make up the difference) but also
vestricts the flow of blood-borne oxygen
to your brain. The lack of oxygen in
your brain grves a feeling of lightheaded-
ness that can be interpreted as a high. It
can also give you a whopping headache
and may cause blackouts. Folks with a
heart  problem  should be sure their
premiums are paid up. Now, heve's the
bad news: What youwre inhaling isn’t
even pure buiyl nitrite. Other chemicals
have been added, probably to give the
product some market value and to give the
makers an oul when the FDA comes

knocking. The effect of those other in-
gredients, or even the effects of buiyl
nitrite in combination swith, say, alcohol
or grass, is anybody’s guess. Likewise, no
research has been done on the chronic
use of butyl nitvite. If you want to volun-
teer, ask yowself if that “light rush of
short duration’ is veally worth the visk in
the interest of either drug scicnce or your
sex life.,

Tlle other day, I was reading a book
that promised to tell me everything I
wanted to know about sex, when I dis-
covered something that 1 didn’t want o
know; i.c., that the average length of the
crect penis is six inches. My own erection
checks in at a mere five and a half inches.
I've considered several solutions, includ-
ing trimming my pubic hair to reveal a
half inch that most men don’t show. I've
even considered replyving to ads for de-
vices that promise to increase the size
ol the penis. Do any ol them workr—
B. G, New York, New York,

No one ever went broke underestimat-
ing the insecurilics of the American
public. The penis-enlarging techniques
for which you shell out hard-ecarned cash
have been around for centuries and, ac-
cording to Dv. William Masters, provide
“little or no rveturn 1o the anxious male”
In short, cither they don’t work or the
small increase in size thal does occur is
meaningless. The techniques fall into
three calegories: First, some claim that in-
creasing the blood flow fo the penis via
a vacuwm pump causes the penis to grow.
The vacuum pump can be dangerous;
imagine going tirough life with a peyma-
nent hickey. There are safer ways lo gel
the same effect. P. T. Barnum poinied
out there’s a sucker born every minute.
Find one and let her do the work.
Second, the ads claim that by sivelching
the erectile tissue, one pr'i'mmu.'nf.f)i in-
creases the penis’ capacity for blood. I1's
nol Turkish taffy you're playing with and
the results can be harmjul. Third, some
of the ads promise scevet stimulation
techniques that will increase the size of
the penis. Sure. It's called an ervection
and it happens every time a woman slips
her hands into your jeans. Actually, theve
is some fruth to these claims. The penis
does swell and subside according to the
level of stimulation. IU's up lo your girl-
friend to decide just what model she
wanls.

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




Motor Trend
magazine put the

‘76 TR7's cornering

power in the same

league as the Lotus

Europa’s and the Ferrari Dino's.

This year, we improved it. By lowering
the suspension and adding wider steel-
belted radials.

After the TR7's first year of Sports Car Club
of America competition in ‘76, it is a divi-
sional champion. This year, we improved the
champion with a five-speed transmission as
standard equipment.

And for those who prefer not to
shift, now we offer an optional
automatic. (Not available in Cal.)

Car and Driver said: "The ‘76 either passenger or driver.

TR7's strong suit is comfort. The Last year, the TR7 broke all our
ST ‘ cockpit is spacious (wider than sales records. This year, we'd like to

either a Corvette's or a Z-car's) improve on that, too. But that's up to you.

...every dial is visible. Motor The New Triumph TR7. The improved
_ Trend called it: "One of themost  shape of things to come.
' comfortable two-seaters we've For the name of your nearest
, experienced.’ This year, we've Triumph dealer call: 800-447-4700.
improved on that with a choice of a smart In lllinois call: 800-322-4400.

new tartan plaid interior in addition to the ==r=ar  British Leyland Motors Inc.,
solid brushed cord nylon with color coordi- ; @ | Leonia, N.J. 07605.

noted moulded pile carpeting. We've even ! .
included a handy rally light to accommodate TRIUMPH



THE SEAGRAM'S GIN
AND TONIC SECRET.

Use ice cubes made of tonic water. | :
Then add Seagrams Gin —_| =&
and your usual amount of tonic. “§

ot ) ,_

Seagram’s. The Perfect Martini Gin. Perfect all ways.

46 SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY, NEW YORK CITY. 80 PROCF. DISTILLED ORY GIN. DISTILLED FROM AMERICAN GRAIN.




THE PLAYBOY SEX POLL

an informal survey of current sexual attitudes, behavior and insights

A wealthy dowager approached a hand-
SOMIE young stranger at a party.

“Excuse me, young man. Would you
sleep with me for 2 million dollars?” she
asked him boldly.

“Gosh,” he said, “that’s a lot of money.
I guess T would.™

“Then will you sleep with me for ten
dollars?"”

“Hell, no,” he replied indignantly,
“What do you think I am?"

“My dear boy, we've already estab-
lished what you are. Now we're just
trying to negotiate your price.”

The preceding anecdote—usually at-
tributed to Mark Twain—is as old as the
oldest profession. The genders have been
changed to detect the innocent. Men have
always assumed that women have a price,
that the fairer sex would barter bodies
for goods and services (usually religious).
Executives hire pretry secretaries. Direc
tors cast from the couch or the floor of
their limousine. And politicians: Well,
we now know the true meaning of the
word congress in Washington, D.C.

With the situation reversed. would
men also sell their bodies—Ifor advance-
ment, a raise, whatever? Are there women
who would even bother to make an offer
a man could refuse? The opportunity
must exist and men must occasionally rise
to it—even though there are as yet few
women in positions of power. We de-
cided 10 explore the reality and the fan-
tasy of sexual trade-offs. We asked 100
men and 100 women two questions:
Would you sell out sexually? Would you
buy? Their answers follow.

Q:

IF A MAN HAD SOMETHING
THAT YOU WANTED AND
WOULD GIVE IT TO YOU
ONLY IF YOU AGREED TO

HAVE SEX WITH HIM,
WOULD YOU?
(Asked of 100 women)

Fiftysix percent of the women with
whom we talked said they would never
use sex to advance themselves—politically,
economically or personally. Some ol their
remarks follow: “II you screw a guy to
get ahead, you win the battle but lose the
war. If I had sex with someone to get
what I wanted, I'd feel that I'd sold out

all the gains that the feminists have won
in the past ive years.” “Someone on an
interview committee for my last job told
me that I got his vote because of my lav-
ender pants suit. I have a preat ass and
those pants were tight enough o be
accused of unlawlul carnal knowledge.
That’s the closest I've ever come to using
sex 1o get ahead, and that was too close
for comfort.” “In my company, I'm of-
fered things all the time in return for a
fuck. I always say no. Not for moral
reasons but because I'm afraid the guy
would realize in bed that I was not get-
ting off on him and the whole thing
would end up hurting my carcer more
than helping it.” “I don’t want anyone
to say behind my back that I fucked my
way to the top. And when you get to the
top, everyone is behind your back.”
Forty-four percent of the women
claimed they had used sex for personal
gain or would use sex if they had the

opportunity: “All’s fair in love and war
and my pussy is my best weapon.” “When
you really want something badly, you use
whatever is available to get it. If someone
wants your mind—fine, you exchange
ideas. If someone wants your body, you
exchange strokes. There's no difference.
It's all at your command,” “When I was
a kid, the answer was always no, what-
ever the opportunity. But now that I'm
25 and have seen how tough it is to get
ahead, the answer is yes. If you're smart,
it always works. You've got to give head
to get ahead.” “I use sex but not neces-
sarily consummation. A tease can go on
forever. I have found that the attention
one gets for an unbuttoneéd blouse is
better than being ignored. A crossed
thigh will rivet a board room of men. As
to doing it with the boss, if a man has
given me all that I want, then I like to
seal the deal with a kiss—in the location
of his choice. Male employees can only kiss
ass. Women can kiss wherever it feels best.”

Q:

IF A WOMAN HAD SOME-
THING THAT YOU WANTED
AND WOULD GIVE IT TO
YOU ONLY IF YOU AGREED
TO HAVE SEX WITH HER,
WOULD YOU?

(Asked of 100 men)

Fifty-two percent of the men with
whom we talked said they would defi-
nitely come in the clinches, rading sex
for personal gain: “I've sold my body
many times. Loading [reight cars to get
through college, going door to door as a
salesman or doing National Guard work
to get out of the draft. My cock is just the
point of sale for a particular kind ol
client.” “I just did it once, early in
my career. She was ugly, but 1 pgot
through it by thinking of mysell as a
high-priced male prostitute. The raise
that she gave me was only 525 a week,
but 25 times 52 is 51300, and that's not
bad for a mnight’s work.” “I've thought
about it a lot—unfortunately, there are
no women over me i my ('m]xnmmn. 0
I can't power-fuck. And outside the cor-
poration, the only things I want from
women are sex and companionship. The
two are inscparable—it's not a trade.”
“Making it with a lady boss is a real
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status thing, you know.” “Might as well
kill two birds with one moan.” “I'd
rather knife someone in the front than
in the back.” “Sure. I'd love to. IUs sex,
rightz”” “Are you trying to give sex a had
name? IT vou view the wade-off as un-
cthical, as something someone should re-
fuse as a matter of principle, then you
make sex into a special form of human
behavior—subject o repression. If vou
believe that sex will be bad under cer-
tain conditions. then 1t will he bad. I
won't stand for any notion that reswricts
my sex lile. Besides, you should sce my
boss. She's a knockour. 1I'd give or take
anything to have a picce of that actiion.”
Forty-eight percent of the men  said
they'd never exchange sex lor personal
gain: “I'd feel emasculared and guiley.
The fact that 1 had slept with someone
would be written all over my face. or
pants.” “Once. I could have dosed o
really big deal by saewing a wonum
client. but I decided that it was against
everything | siwood lor. Besides, I'm suc-
cessful anyway.” 1 wouldn’t cwe if she
were the most beamilul woman in the
world. I cn't stund the thought of heing
owned. And who knows what kind ol
demands she might make on me later?
Hell, I might end up working  weck-
ends.” A woman executive once  got
me into bed thar way, I wasn't attracted
1o her at all. so sex was terrible. She was
so cmbarmassed the nexe day thar the
bitch fired me instead of promoring me.”

WOULD YOU EVER TELL A
MAN WHO WANTLED
SOMETHING FROM YOU THAT
HE HAD TO HAVE S WITH
YOU IN ORDER TO GET IT?
(Asked of 100 women)

Sixty-four percent of the women with
whom we talked were sure 1they would
never barter sex with o man: “I'd be
utterly repulsed if I knew a man was
screwing me and he wasn’t nawmnally
turned on.” i I have o bribe somcone
to fuck me, lorger ie.” “1I'd be alvaid thi
the guy wouldn’t be able to get it up. Can
you imagine the embarrassment? Would
I still have 1o give him what he wanted:”
“I don't believe in sexut]l blackmail. Tr
comes back to haunt you™ “I've been
placed in that sleazy situation mysell and
s intolerable. As a vesult, 1 would never
put anyone ¢lse there.”

Thirty-six percent ol the women said
they would love 10 “buy” a man: “Abso-
lutely. The thought of all that power over
a man’s body makes me drool,” “Sex is
sex, and it's not to be confused with
love. So why not get fucked by a guy

who's turned on by what you can do lor
him? He's eager, and sometimes those
kinds of men make good lovers for a

night."” “Yes, I would go to bed with a
begear and he'd better act like he liked

i.” "It's something I look forward 1o
doing when ['m older. I want to be
surrounded by voung studs.” “I've screwed
teachers to get better grades, bosses to
get better jobs, and now that I'min a Fair
position ol power, | demand the same
thing from my male underlings.” “Defi-
nitely, baby. I've done it several times
and it always works. The man becomes
my slave.” I would do it for the feeling
of domination. I'd expect the sexual com-
pensation to be dynamite—or else.”

WOULD YOU EVER TELL A
WOMAN WHO WANTED
SOMETHING FROM YOU THAT
SHE HAD TO HAVE SEX WITH
YOU IN ORDER TO GET IT?
(Ashked of 100 men)

Filvy-cight percemt ol the men with
whom we talked said they would never
use power 1o obtain sex. Some ol their re-
marks follow: “I'd hate to be i bed
with a woman who didn’t really wanr 1o
be there. The kind of sex | would he will
ing 1o trade for—enthusiastic, ofl-the-wall.
slippery sex—just wouldn't occur, So why
bothers”™ “No way. I had oral sex with &
secretary after a Christinas party. Nothing
was  promised. nothing  was  delivered.
Later. the bitch mied 1o blackmail me
with my wife and associates.” I ouly
fuck girls T like.” “Sex should be a head-
on collision, man. Both of vou coming
out of your cormers and doing it. 1 only
wrestle inomy own weight class. 1 don't
talk down 1o anyone and 1 don't fuck
down to anyone.” “Man, you're talking
about my buying @ woman. Il 1 want a
girl. 1 don’t have to go out and bribe her.
She will come willingly—and  hrequent
y—or novar all.”

Fortv-two percent of the men told us
they would definitely use power or trade
lor sex: Ol course I would. All the guys
in my corporation do it. why not me?
Economic rape is the American way.”
“Men pay one kind ol dues to ger ahead
ad women have to pay another kind. A
man puts his balls on 1he chopping block
every day—a woman puts her ass on the
line. Its just the way it is—lor betier or
for worse.” 1 leel that the use ol sex
exchange {or something is sound business
praciice. Look at Cleopama. Or Madame
Pompadour. Even the Washington sex
scandals  made sense. With so many
people qualified to do memingless work,
vou might as well ask for, il not demand,

extracurricular effor.” I would love to
have a woman under my control. And
the things I would make her do to get
her wishes. As long as what you're doing
is bad, you might as well make it really
bad, if you get my drift.”

Summary: Most of the women knew
whar we were talking abouwt when we
asked the first question. The desk job is
still o favorite form of sex among male-
chauvinist employers. Only 12 percent of
the men said that they would use
power for sex, but, obviously. they are a
busy minority. Most of our women had
heen propositioned by their hosses or
knew of women who had. In contrast,
they becime conlused when we invited
them to wrn the wables. Alier all. most
women have had very little actual ex-
pertence 1o go on. We asked them to
initgine  themselves i a situation  in
which they had lots ol male underlings
and to imagine whether or not they
wottld want o coerce those subordinates
into having sex. The women who re-
sponded  afirmatively  did so  with a
vengeance, For them, the R inthe ELROAL
MOVEMCHL MEans revenge.

In questioning the 100 men, we found
that they. oo, had to use their imagina.

tions—unot  in  picuring women  em-
ployees who  would put out but in

magiting that a female superior would
witnt to buy their hodies. Very [ew men
luve been propositioned i ihis way.
Conscquently, o lot of the suvs we sur-
veyed equivocated. saving, Ol course. il
she were anvactive, I wouldn’t mind at
all.” We removed this stipulation as well,
We specifically asked both sexes about
putting oui for people to whom they
normally would not he auracied.

Onee we 20t the concept across Lo ihe
men, another problem arose. The ones
who said 1they wonld Toree female uncder-

lings into sexual liasons insisted thae the
womert, ol course. would have wanted 1o,
anyway. We didn't accept that illusion,
cither. We made 1t dear that the ques-
tion we were asking involved women
subordinates who were not attraceed 10
them and were i bed only o advance
thenselves prolessiomally.

The males and the lemales were almost
equally divided on all the issues we pre-
sented. There seem 1o be just as many
people ol each sex who e willing 0
buy somcone’s hody as 1o sell their own.
But one surprise was the relatively large
proportion of women who insisted they
would newver buy a man’s Lavors. Our
impression, based on detailed conversa-
tions, is that it is casy for women to think
ol themselves as pure of heart when they
laven’t had the opportunity or the temp-
tation to act otherwise. Ah, yes, il Eve
had not been shown the apple, she would
still be racher angelic.

—HOWARD SMITH AND
BRIAN VAN DER HORST




WHY THE FIRST
HIGH POWERED RECEIVER
ISSTILLTHE BEST
HIGH POWERED RECEIVER.

WHEN YOU'RE NOT IN A RUSH
TO CATCH UP YOU'VE GOT THE TIME
TO BUILD THINGS RIGHT.

When Pioneer first introduced the 160
watt” SX 1250 last year, it prompted our
competitors to hastily introduce a bevy of
high powered receivers.

Unlike the others, however, the SX 1250
wasn't a rush job. And the time and care that
went into it can both be seen and heard.

Inside the SX 1250, for example, you'll
find that we took the
time to shield every
critical section. So
spurious signals from
one section can't leak
into another. And dirt
and dust can't get in
to attect perfor-

An dinary power
snppl%agmmwdkmy .
amount of power.

not only produces
crisp, interference-free sound when it's new, but
still sounds grear as it grows old.
In our power supply, instead of tinding a
conventional transformer, you'll tind a heavier,
more advanced toroidal-core transformer. It's

mance. So the SX 1250

less susceprible to voltage variations. And less
likely to leak noise. Which means you geta
cleaner, clearer sound.

And where most high powered receivers
come with a three, or
four gang variable
capacitor for FM
tuning, the SX 1250
features a five gang

zinc plated

variable capacitor

that cleans up FM -
reception much (o Aive gong arible copaciir

better. And helps to
pull in stations that some three or four gang
capacitors can'’t even touch.

Obviously, these are only a few of the
refinements that went into the SX 1250. But
given just these few things, it should come as no
surprise that the SX 1250 even weighs more
than most of our competitors’ high powered
ofterings.

So before you run out and buy just any
high powered receiver, consider all the time and
engineering that went into the SéthSO. And

> = Sl Fidelity G ents
weigh yourdecision WPION IEE”"""R
carefully. WE BRING IT BACK ALIVE.

©1977 U.S. Pioneer Electronics, 85 Ostord Drive, Moonachie, New lersey 07074

*160 watts per channel minimum RMS continuous power output at 8 ohms, from 20 to 20,000 Hz,

with no more than 0.1% total harmonic distortion.
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Box or menthol:

Carlton

lowest.

is

See how Carlton stacks down in tar.
Look at the latest U.S. Government figures for:

The 10 top selling cigarettes

tar mg MICCANE Mg

ogarette cigarele
Brand P Non-Filter PoR o
Brand C Non-Filter 20 B 1A
Brand W po 1.0/ -0 §
Brand W 100 19 ez
BrandM " 18 1.1
Brand S Menthol 18 e w A
Brand SMenthol 100 18 )z
Brand BH 100 18 U
BrandM Box (7 1 =10
Brand K Menthol i1 7 14

Other cigarettes that call
themselves low in “tar”

1ar mg. mcoting mg £

cgarelte Cgarefie
BrandP Box i 158 0.8
Brand K Mild 14 05
Brand W Lights ARk e
Brand M Lighls 13 08
Brand D 2 L 3 09
Brand D Menthol 11 08
Brand V Menthol 1 07
BrandV_ 10 0.7
BrandMMenthol B8 05
BrandM = i L)
Carlton Soft Pack 1 0.1
Cariton Menthol less than 1 0.1
Carlton Box less than °1 *01

“Av per cigarette by FTIC method

Soft pack-1 mg.
Menthol-less than 1 mg.
Box*-less than 1 mg.

Less than 1 mg. tar.

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

Of all brands, lowest...Carlton 70: less than 0.5 mg tar
05 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC. '76

Soft Pack and Menthol: 1 mg. “1ar”, 0.1 mg. nicotne av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC. ‘76.
Box: 1 mg. "1ar”, 0.1 mg. nicotme av. per cigarette by FTC method.



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continuing dialog on- contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

PLAYBOY IN COURT

Forum Newsfront has become a legal-
research tool. Im a brief hled in the I1li-
nois Appecllate Court, First District, we
cite and quote from a case discovered
because we read PLAYBOY.

We represent a nude-dancing  soft-
drink bar. Such establishments prosper
in arcas where local ordinances ban nu-
dity in conjunction with the sale of
liquor; the antinude rules cannot con-
stitutionally be applied across the bourd
where no liquor is involved. Our client
has had its food and publicamusement
licenses revoked as a result of alleged
lewd conduct on the premises; a woman
allegedly fondled the private parts of an
undercover cop through his clothing. In
our appeal briel, we cite the Florida case
reported in the March Forum Newsfront
m which a patron was allegedly fondled
in a bar and the conviction was over-
turned by the Florida Supreme Court.

If we win this appeal, PLaysoy de-
serves some of the credit.

Julius Lucius Echeles
Carolyn Jaffe
Attorneys at Law
Chicago, Ihnois

MASTURBATORY CHIC
For years it has been said thae 95 per-
cent of all men masturbate and the other
five percent are liars. Now female mastur-
bation has come out of the coset with a
vengeance; women are not only willing
but eager to admit that they masturbate,
tell how and how often they do it and
describe their fantasies. Pick up any wom-
en’s magazine and some lady is coyly
admitting to getting it on with her vibra-
tor. Masturbatory skill has become the
new status symbol for the modern woman.
Now, if we could do something for that
remaining five percent of men. . . .
Tonia Halfpenny
Toronto, Ontario

TITHLATION

I'm a 27-year-old married woman who
always thought of herself as being con-
servative. But a few months ago, I
stopped wearing a bra. I had always
wanted to liberate my breasts, but I was
too shy and afraid of what others might
think of me. One day, when I was wear-
ing a tight turtleneck jersey, a woman
friend of mine came to visit. I noticed
that her glance kept traveling to my
breasts. Visiting again a few days later,
<he brushed against my breasts, seemingly
¥ accident, as we passed in the kitchen.

Thinking about this began to excite me.
The next time she came for a visit, I wore
a revealing blouse. When she again
brushed against me, I took her hand and
gently placed it upon my breast, The feel-
ing was so exciting I thought I was going
to faint. She wrned and put her arms
around me and I held her. Arm in arm,
we went into my bedroom. We undressed
each other and made love all aflternoon.
I can’t describe it. My breasts against her
breasts. ... Oh.. ..

(Name withheld by request)

Boston, Massachusetts

“I had always wanted to
liberate my breasts, but
I was too shy and afraid

of what others might
think of me.”

WAR ON UNCLE SHERMAN

The May Forum Newsfront item about
a women's lib group that’s against the
“flasher” doll called Uncle Sherman re-
veals the antimale attitudes of some
of the more radical fem libbers. Women
Against Rape (their initials remind me
that it was General William Tecunseh
Sherman who said, “War is cruelty and

you cannot refine it”) seem to think that
a doll or a man harmlessly standing sull,
albeit naked, can be considered as per-
forming, as they term it, “an act of vio-
lence.” Are they actually saying that the
sight of a man’s genitals, in and of itself,
is so loathsome as to be injurious to the
beholder?

These WAR women should get over
their hysteria and: (1) learn wo differen-
tiate among perversions—exhibitionists
are not necessarily rapists; (2) realize that
those dolls may serve a useful function;
i.e., neutralizing children’s fear of exhibi-
tionists, should they ever be confronted
by one; (3) admit that the doll actually
pokes fun at Hashers and, if it were to
have any effect on the populace, which I
doubt, it is likely to make some flashers
feel too foolish to go out and do their
thing.

C. Moore
New York, New York

I have often felt inferior o women
because ol my not-very-large proportions.
However, WAR's attack on Uncle Sher-
man has given me new hope. Do I dare
believe that just displaying my inade-
quate member to one of these women is
“an act of violence”? And here I've been,
always afraid they would laugh at me!

Maybe this proves one ol my darker
fantasies, that a man’s genitalia are mag-
ical, powerlul things that strike awe and
terror into the hearts of women at their
mere sight.

(Name withheld by request)
San Diego, California

Some may find it difficult to under-
stand why Women Against Rape refer to
exhibitionism as “an act of violence.” It
is true that in this age of sexual candor,
the sight of a penis is in iself no big
thing for many women. But there are
some others lor whom, because of up-
bringing or inexperience, an unasked-for
display of male genitalia can be disturb-
ing. Furthermore, when suddenly con-
fronted in a lonely place by a man with
his penis exposed, how is a woman to
know whether this is a rapist, a homicidal
maniac or a mere exhibitionist? The fear
of rape runs deep in women, and with
good reason.

J- Porter
Fort Worth, Texas

MATTER OF ADJUSTMENT
I read with interest the letters on penis
sizec and penis envy in the May Playboy
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Forum. As a woman, I believe women
prefer larger penises, but not because it
is directly pleasurable to them. I think
they tend to fear that their vaginas are
oo big. Personally, when T feel a good-
sized cock inside me. it gives me the
satislying feeling that the man is enjoy-
ing the tightness.

My current lover is far from lage At
the beginning of our aflair. 1 went
through a lot of anguish because 1 didn’t
believe he could feel anything but wide-
open spaces, 1 enjov making love for a
long time, and he is able to. but at first I
suspected he lasted so long because my
viagina was too big for him. Lately,
leels to me as il my vagina has adapted
to his size or that he has gotten bigger.
But if 1 were to have a one-night stand
with a sranger. I would hope for him o
be big, because I'd want him to think
ol me as tight.

For the record, I'm normualsized. My
gynecologist told me so.

(Name withheld by request)
Winsted, Connecticut

SINGLE AND BLUE

I am compelled to complain [ormally
about the notions PLAYROY cultivates in
its readership. I grew up under the
influence of vour magazine. You Lul to
report the truth aboutr life in puritan
America. Even the name ol your maga-
zine, rLAYBOY, is misleading. Finding sex
with women is work—Ilike pulling teeth
from an alligator.

L am 27 vears old. In my years of liv-
ing in five states, I have found that most
other single men my age are as lonely, as
horny and as perplexed as I am. I have
nuide love to four women in my lile. The
first was a prostitute, who cost me dearly,
The sccond was a drunk. who didn't
know what I was doing with her. The
thivd gave me the crabs. The fourth gave
me gonorthea, Now [ have stopped try-
ing. but I do keep wondering where |1
could have lound all that marvelous sex
with beautiful women pLAYBOY is so fond
of deseribing. T earn S30,000 a vear, drive
a Porsche. dress well. am athletic. intelli-
gent. articulate and good-looking. By
vour stancards, 1 should sell well in the
environment vou describe.

But I do not sell well. because I am
wise to the [railty of the social edifice and
I veveal that understanding to people.

(Name withheld by request)
Anchorage. Aliska

That's your trouble—an edifice com-

plex.

RITES OF SPRING

I sucss you could say I was sexually
precocious. I'm almost 80 now, but I re-
member my first sexual encounters as if
they had just happened. and they make
me just as horny as ever. When 1 was ten.
I was playing in a barn with & male and
a female cousin. I noticed that she was
playing  with hersell and it aroused

FORUM NEWSFRONT

what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

PROTECTING THE CHILDREN?

HOPKINTON, MASSACHUSETTS—T he ad-
ministration of a junior high school is
under fire from parents for remouving
drawings of female breasts from 100
textbooks designed to teach children
about consumer fraud. The clipped
pages depicted an  adverlisement for

= =

bust-development techniques, including
line drawings of breasts, and the text
warned givls to he wary of such scams.
One mother complained al a school
meeling that leenageis “get the advey-
tisement of bust-development plans in
the back”™ of magazines, “but they are
denied access to books that explain
these ads as a hoax”

DECRIM IN CANADA

roroNtToO—Canada inlends lo decrimi-
nalize the privale wse of mavijuana,
according fo Prime Minister Pierre Tru
dean. but trafficking in pot will vemain
a criminal offense. Speaking before a
student ovganization at the Unioersity of
Toronta, Trudean said that his admm-
istration had asked the country's prose-
culors lo institule a new and lenient
policy toward pot smokevs. and a bill
has been introduced to bring simple
possession under the food-and-drug laws
rather than the criminal code.

DECRIM AND RECRIM
Mussissippr has  decriminalized  the
possession of small amounts of mari-
juana, while South Dalota rvepealed its
“decrim” law before it had time lo go
into effect.
Under Mississippi’s new drug law,

possession of up lo one ounce is punish-
able by a civil fine of S100 to $250 for
first offenders, with higher fines and
possible jail terms for repeaters or per-
sons found with more than one gram
(about onc joinit) in a motor vehicle.
But in South Dakota, the legislature
vevised the stale drug law to again make
possession of any amount of pot a
“clasy-two misdemeanor,” punishable by
a fine of up to 5100 and/or 30 days in
jenel.

NO POT HARM FOUND
rrirssurGn—Tests  on laboratory
mice, vals and monkeys by a Carnegie-
Mellon University psychologist indicate
that the only major behavioral change
induced by mavijuana is a reduction in

ageresstoeness. Accovding to Behavior
Today, Dr. Klaus Miczek found the

cross-species consistency in the lest ve-
sulls both unusual and persuasive. The
fact thal such consistency has already
been established for the effects of al-
cohol makes 1t likely that the THC
findings apply to humans as swell. Dy.
Miczel: 15 besinning studics of  the
cffects of amphetamines and cocame on
ALLTCSSION.

Meanmwhile, two new studies of heavy
martjuana smoking show no damage 1o
the brain or to the cenlval neroous sys
tem. Both studies. as veporied in the
Jowrnal of the \merican Medical Asso-
ciation. useel more sophisticated exami-
nalion equipment than was available for
sittlar vescarch in the early Seventies.

NEW MEXICAN DRUG POLICY

: criv—The attorney genevel
of "r xico has announced ihat the a0
ernmeni will drop charges against per-
sons now awailing vial for possessing
small amounts of marijuana, cocaine
or heroin for “petsonal use” and thal
such cases ovdinavily will not be prose-
culed in the future. The new policy
could free as many as 2000 persons,
including some of the almost 600 Amer-
tcans now held m Mexiean jails on drug
charges, but reporiedly does not affect
prisoners alveady convicled and serving
thetr sentences,

The move 15 apparently aimed at
increasing  fowrvist  Avade. which  has
stumped as a vesull of Mexico's tough
lazv-enforcement practices and veporls
of corruption and brutality toward ar-
Recenlly, Mexican officials in
across  the bovder from

resiees.
Matamoros,




Brownsville, Texas, made a point of
refurning $14,000 paid by a Kentucky
man fo obtain the release of his 19-
year-old son. The city’s assistant police
chicf s accused of planting drugs and
cliciting the bribe.

DOUBLE TROUBLE
riITTsBURGH—The parents of a child
concetved despile a vaseclomy and born
despite an aborlion are altempting lo

sue two doctors for negligence and for
misrepresenting the success of theiy serv-
ices. The case has been thrown out of
court, bui the couple is appealing.
Theiy first two childven were born with
a rare and crippling nerve disease and
the thivd child, whose birth they
sought to prevent, is similarly afflicted.
Judge Stlvesiri Silvestri denied the cou-
ple’s right to sue on the grounds that
“a life 1s no less significant or necessary
cuen when born with physical and men-
tal deviations from what is considered
the accepted vange of normalcy. Hap-
piness, comfort, well-being or  eco-
nomic abundance s not the purpose
of living. These are mere rappings.”
The couple has asked a higher court to
reinstate the suil.

Meanwhile:

= In Vatican City, Roman Catholic
Church authoritics have staried beatifi-
cation proceedings—the step preceding
sainthood—for an Halian woman physi-
cian who died as a vesult of childbirth
i 1962 after refusing to have an abor-
tion.

* In California’s Orange County, a
43-year-old obstetvician has been charged
with murder after the death of a baby
who veportedly hived for one hour fol-
lowing an abortion.

HIGH-STEPPER

ATLANTA—T he “Atlanta  fool-stomp-
er” has been sentenced to thee years in
prison after pleading guilly to 20 counts
of simple batlery—stomping on wom-
en’s feel. The 28-year-old Nashville man
was arrested and charged with delibey-
ately using his platform-heeled shoes to
step on the feel of young women in
downtown Atlanta, after which e
would stare ai his victims lo get their
reaction. Generally, their reaction was
to become angry and call the police.

THE RIGHT TO SHOOT

SPOKANE.  WASHINGTON—The  state
superior court has veversed the murder
conviction of a woman who shot a man
for allegedly attempling to sexuatly mo-
lest one of her childven. The conviction
was overlurmed on a legal technicality,
but the court went on to advise that
while state law permiis the use of a
lethal weapon for self-defense only in
potentially fatal crimes, a woman legal-
Iy may consider the crimes of rape and
child molesting to be potentially fatal.

BOUNTY ON ARMED ROBBERS

NEW YORK—An organization repre-
senting some 5000 gun owners in the
New York City area ran inlo prob-
lems when it offered a veward of $200
to anyone who legally shot and killed an
armed vobber during the commission of
a crime. The bounty was strongly criti-
cized by the New York police commis-
sioner and wvarious antigun groups and
was refused by the fist three prospec-
tive recipients, who said they didn't

want the publicity. The award was fi-
nally accepted by a 67-year-old building
superintendent who used a legal gun to
foil a robbery and who said he would
donate the money to the National Rifle
Association—which also has eriticized
the offering of such a reward.

me. I took out my penis. which did a
remarkable job for a minute or two, until
her brother threatened to run and tell her
mother. For the time it lasied, it was my
very best piece of ass.

When I was 13. I had my first sex with
two women at once. It happened at my
grandmother’s place, in the barn. Jusrt
as I was having a good time with one girl.
the other one interrupted me and said,
“It's my twrn now.” Now I'd love to have
two givls, bur at the time. it just scemed
like a darned nuisance.

At the age of 14, 1 was living in Bos-
ton. making it on my own, my father
having lost everything in business. My
grandfather gave me a reference to a wid-
ow who had a room to rent for three
dollars a week. which mduded my meals,
my laundry and. alter a while—you
guessed it Mabel used to come in each
night and tuck me into bed with a big
kiss. What an idiot 1 was, taking three
months to understand what she was up to,
especially since she came to me every
night in a nightgown [ could see right
through. Finally, I invited her to get into
the bed instead of sitting on the edge of
it. That made me king of the house.

Today it's all memories, but they still
have their uses: thinking about sex in
days gone by keeps me lively enough to
satisfy my young (aged 56) wife.

(Name and address
withheld by request)

CINCINNATI CENSORSHIP

Thank you for vour May editovial The
Cincinnati Hustle. For years. we in Cin-
cinnati have lived under the yoke of
Simon (pure) Leis and thar other zealot
Charles H. Keating. Jr. Leis doesn't give
a damn abowt community standards—
he's  determined  that  Cincinnat - and
Hamilton County be governed by what
Simon says.

Those¢ of us in Cincinmnti who prefer
the 20th Century to the 19th are suffo-
cating under Leis-Keating  oppression
and don’t know where 1o wurn. I detest
being 1old what 1 can see, hear or read by
this pair of wowsers. Cincinnati is the
home of the world-champion Reds and
the world’'s champion blucnoses,

Robert Bumell
Cincinnati, Ohio

I. too. would condemn Larry Flyne if
I were narrow-minded. sexually insecure
and unable to control my children.
Lce Jacoby
Norman, Oklahoma

PLAYBOY's account ol the prosccution
of Lary Flynt is a [rightening descrip-
tion of how a procensorship organization
such as Citizens for Decency Through
Law can get a grip on a community,
exert a powerful influence on law c¢n-
forcement and achieve the legal lynching
of it publisher. The moral I draw from
this is that those of us who believe in
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KIDS IN PORNOGRAPHY

opinion By ROBERT SHEA

By now, there can scarctrly be a man
or woman—or child—in this counury
who is unaware that young children
are being wsed as performers in por-
nography. Early this year, Dr. Judi-
anne Densen-Gerber, a New York
psychiatrist, began waveling from city
to aty, holding press conferences and
displaying her collection of child por-
nography. In May, Sixty Minutes did
a segment on child porn. the Chicago
Tribune launched a series of {ront-
page articles with such headlines as
“CHILD  PORNOGRAPHY: SICKNESS FOR
saLe,” the FBI announced its own
investigation and  promised indict-
ments in New York and Calilornia,
hearings were scheduled by House and
Senate subcommittees and, in Illinois,
separate investigations were launched
at state, county and municipal levels.
There were raids on bookstores and
theaters in New York, Chicago and
San Frandisco. Kiddie porn had ar-
rived as a national scandal.

The resultant uproar has raised
questions that divide even experienced
obscenity defense lawyers. Some. like
Charles Rembar, who defended Fanny
Hill and Lady Chatterley's Lover,
think sellers of child porn could con-
stitutionally be prosccuted. Other civil
libertarians say that everything pub-
lished should be protected by the
First Amendment. Some attorneys who
have fought censorship lor years are
wondering whether or not a lawyer
can properly refuse to take child-porn
cases. Everyone agrees that the sexual
abuse of minors can and should be
prosecuted. The problem is that the
trafhic in the resulting pornography
encourages such child abuse by mak-
ing it profitable. And police claim
they find it difficult to identify the
actual producers or to trace down the
abused children—Ilet alone to get them
to testify and have that testimony
accepted in court. The obvious course
is to shut down the market.

The emotions stirred up over the
sexual abuse of children are easily
channeled into an attack on all kinds
ol sexually explicit material. For ex-
ample, in Chicago at the height of the
press outary, 34 adult bookstores were
closed under those old police stand-bys,
alleged  building-code and licensing
violations, without regard to whether
or not the shops sold anything dealing
with children. It is possible that this
scatter-gun pattern ol enforcement will
be repeated all over the country.

The current furor has also intensi-
fied bigotry against homosexuals. Col-
umnist Irv Kupcinet reports: *Anita
Bryant's battle in Florida to rescind
an ordiance prohibiting discrimina-
tion against homosexuals is getting a
tremendous boost [rom the current
headlines linking sexual perverts with
child pornography. She’s making the
most of the stories in the bitter cam-
paign being waged down there.”

State legislatures all over the coun-
try are rushing to enact new antiporn
laws. As aworney Elmer Gertz, a
veteran of many censorship cases, ob-
serves: “Legislators and law-enforce-
ment officials tend to think in terms of
new legislation instead of looking at
the books to see what is already there.
The auitude is: To hell with the old
law—let's go for a new one. . . .
There's no publicity mileage in using
the laws that exist.” But many of the
hastily passed laws may lead to prosecu-
tions not just lor child pornography
but for any material law-enforcement
agents deem obscene. Will we see
bookstore owners going 1o jail for
selling Show Me, the sex-education
book depicting nude children, or even
for stocking a classic such as Lolita?

Until child pornography became a
national cause célébre, the issues in
the debate over pornography and cen-
sorship were fairly clear. There is no
evidence that most types of pornog-
raphy hurt anyone, either the ultimate
consumer or those who participate in
making it. The production of child
pornography, though, is a special case:
It is not a victimless aime. Those who
seduce or coerce children into per-
forming sexual acts to make pornog-
raphy are unquestionably guilty of
criminal child abuse—and should be
prosecuted for it. Child-abuse stat-
utes are already on the books. The
danger in the current outery is that
the publics fury at seeing children
sexually exploited will be siphoned
off to fuel a crusade for censorship in
general. Protecting children is impor-
tant, but so is protecting lreedom of
expression. How to balance the claims
ol each ol these social needs is a difh-
cult problem. It will not be wisely
resolved in a tornade of hysteria
whipped up by journalistic hyperbole
and political publicity stunts.

Senior Editor Robert Shea produces
“The Playboy Forum” and keeps a
close walch on First Amendment issues.

freedom have to be as energetic and as
well organized as those who don’t. This
is a political issue that means a great
deal to me; I'd like to know what 1, as
one person, can do to combat censorship.
E. Ross
Phoenix, Arizona
Wrile a sexy book. Or read, not a sexy
one, bul a practical manual for those in-
tevested in fighting censorship. “Lobbying
for Freedom,” written by atiorney Ken-
neth P. Norwick, legislative dirvector of
the New York Civil Liberties Union, with
the help of a Playboy Foundalion grant,
analyzes the faulls of curvent obscenity
law, explains in detail how state legisla-
tures work, advises the individual citizen
on how lo influence legislation and pro-
vides documents one can use in defending
freedom of expression. For a copy, send
two dollars to the Freedom to Read Foun-
dation, 50 E. Huron Streel, C fucago,
Hllinois 60611.

STAYING THE DISTANCE

Posted on my desk is an epigram: a
GOVERNMENT THAT CAN SILENCE ONE VOICE,
ONE PICTURE, ONE BOOK HAS THE POWER
TO SILENCE ALL VOICES, ALL PICTURES AND
ALL Books. That thought, more than any-
thing else, explains why my 16-year-old
daughter, Lisa, is presently suing the
Holrville School District and others for
$1,600,000 for having violated her con-
stitutional rights.

As soon as San Diego U.S. Districe
Court Judge Gordon Thompson, Jr., is-
sued his ruling that the Holtville High
School Quill and Saoll Club (Lisa was
the club’s president) be allowed to pub-
lish a newspaper and sell ads to finance
the cost of publication, two things hap-
pened: (1) The school districe appealed
the ruling; (2) the school's student coun-
cil revoked the Quill and Scroll Club's
constitution. The matter is still in the
Ninth Diswrict Court of Appeals, there is
no Quill and Scaoll Club at Holwille
High School and freedom of the press is
still under attack here.

We continue 1o be harassed. Hate mail
and obscene phone calls have become a
part of our daily routine. T am often
accused of being a godless Communise;
Lisa has been called a whore. Although
certain defendants in the ongoing lawsuit
are quoted extensively in Holwville’s only
weekly newspaper, Lisa’s viewpoint is
neither solicited nor reported. We are
generally amused by the paper's delen-
sive posture but not at all amused when,
as [requemtly happens. Lisa’s name 1s
omitted from stories that report honors
and awards won by Holwille students.
When Lisa ran for Holwville's queen (talk
about a kid with guts), one ol the other
contestants campaigned on the slogan “A
vote for me is a vote against Lisa Pliscou.™
Staying the distance in a fight for your
rights in this town isn’t casy.



But neither is everything in the strug-
gle depressing. Lisa’s attorney, Tom Ad-
ler, has become a great, good friend; the
American Civil Liberties Union has been
in Lisa’s corner from the beginning; the
Robert F. Kennedy Memorial Founda-
tion has been a loyal ally; and the
Playboy Foundation has given Lisa finan-
cial help that will pay part of the costs of
her struggle. With friends like these, we
shall overcome.

Alexander Solzhenitsyn once com-
plained, “You Americans are too con-
cerned with petty freedoms.” What the
hell is a petty [reedom?

Norm Pliscou
Holwville, California

FREEDOM UNDER FIRE

New Hampshire scems to be up to its
old tricks again. A Concord resident,
John Rexford, was arrvested in April and
charged with misusing his license plates
because lhe covered the state motto, LIVE
FREE OR DIE, with tape. Wasn't that issue
resolved some time ago? I seem to remem-
ber a series of letters in The Playboy
Forum about another man who had that
problem.

Matt Freeman
St. Louis, Missouri

The man you're thinking of is George
Maynard of Claremont, New Hampshire
(“The Playboy Forum,” July 1975). Co-
incidentally, Maynard’s case was finally
resolved by the U. 8. Supreme Court only
days after Rexford was arrested. Maynard
taped over the motto because his faith,
Jehoval's Wilnesses, teaches that it is
wrong to give up one’s life for the stale.
New Hampshive demonstraled its com-
milment to freedom by arresting Maynard
three times, jailing him for 15 days and
ultimately fighting the case all the way
up to the Supreme Courl, which ruled
seven to two that New Hampshire may
not turn a car inio a “mobile billboard”
advertising the state’s ideology. Among
other reasons offered the Court by the
state’s attorneys for compelling car own-
ers to display the motlto was that it pro-
motes individualism.

THE OVALTINE MENACE

I want to thank pLAYBoy for all it has
done for me and my codefendants in this
gravest hour of our lives (“Playboy Fo-
rum” Casebook, Tebruary and July).
Without your assistance, the possibility of
victory in our current struggle would be
dim, indeed. Having been privileged 10
meet a number of members of the
pLAYBOY staff and see you lolks in action,
we are in awe of the rare combination
of professionalism and compassion you
display.

Since my arrest, I have acquired a clip-
ping from the Rocky Mountain News
describing a 1974 incident involving Drug
Enforcement Administration agent Don
R. Friend, who participated in the raid on
my home. It seems a young man named

Jim Sharp landed his private plane at the
airport at Great Falls, Montana, and
tangled with Federal officers, including
Friend. The officers, saying they were act-
ing on a tip, searched the plane for drugs.
Agent Friend took Sharp’s camera as he
tricd to take pictures and exposed the
film. Then he discovered a jar of Oval-
tine. According to Sharp, Friend “poured
the suspicious substance into the palm of
his hand and murmured, ‘Hmmm . . .
crystals.” ™ Sharp insisted it was Ovaltine,
but Inend, after a chemical test, became
certain it was LSD and was even
more convinced when Sharp declined to
taste the substance. I refused. I just de-
cided to let the record play itself out. If
a man is going to make a fool of himself
like that, I'm not going to stop him.”
The Ovaltine was eventually exonerated.
after further testing. Mcanwhile, Sharp
had 1o pay $200 to continue his journey
by commercial flight and $3.50 a day for
storage of his plane.
This is a good indication of the men-
tality we're up against.
Lake Headley
Red Lodge. Montana

“If a man 1is going to

make a fool of himself

like that, I'm not going
to stop ham.”

FEAR OF FIREARMS

I'm glad to see that The Playboy
Forum publishes intelligent letters in
opposition to gun control. 1 believe that
one problem with firearms is the fear
they generate. In Massachusetts, a widow
and her children were menaced by an
inruder uttering threats against - their
lives. When they fled to the basement of
their home, he followed, still threatening
them. Finally, the woman shot and killed
the imvader with a small-caliber rifle. She
was convicted of criminal homicide and
the Massachusetts Supreme Court upheld
her conviction on appeal, stating that
there was another door to the cellar
through which she and her children
could have fled.

Personally, I doubt whether this wom-
an would have been prosecuted if she'd
used any weapon other than a gun to
defend hersell.

John S. Roberts
Dix, Nebraska

For a similar case, see “The Right to
Shoot” in this month’s “Forum News-
front.’”

DISARMING THE POLICE

To the writer who calls himself a so-
cialist and states in the April Playboy
Forum, “The people who need disarming

in 1his society are the cops, the narcs,
the National Guard and the Army™:
You, sir, are an ass.

Il a policeman were standing outside
your home when an armed robber left,
what would you have the unarmed
policeman do—hurl insults at the fleeing
robber? Il your place of business were
looted by armed vandals, would vou
expect unarmed National Guardsmen to
go up against them? If this country were
invaded, would you, with your private
firearm, be able to stop the enemy?

You want to disarm the police and the
Army, but you don’t want to give up your
own gun. Someday someone will take
your gun away Ifrom you. and it might
be someone who will use it against you.

Sgt. Hank Mudge
New York Army National Guard
Binghamton, New York

This person is an anarchist rather than
a socialist. He believes you should take
the guns [rom law-enforcement agents but
let the people keep their weapons. Some
of those who would then have guns
would be people like Richard Speck,
James Earl Ray and Sirhan Sirhan.
P. Quinn
Hvannis., Massachusetts

OPTING FOR IGNORANCE

I have every respect for Robert Anton
Wilson's reverence for life, but his at-
tempt to keep his daughter's brain alive
by having it preserved by his local
cryonics society makes me shudder (The
Playboy Forum, April).

Our advances in medical science con-
front us with questions and options man-
kind has never faced before; machinery
and methods being developed today will
force us to decide tomorrow between
progress for the sake of progress and
standing still in fear of the unknown. In
the face of phenomena such as brain
preservation and DNA wansplants, 1 opt
for the side of ignorance. The precious
and inexplicable force we call lile is cer-
tainly to be valued, but, more than that,
it is to be respected, not manipulated in
a hopeless lust for immortality,

Mary Thiele Hayes
Ames, lowa

BLEEDING FOR THE MURDERER

Arveh Neier, executive director of the
American Civil Liberties Union, is very
naive when he states, of people currently
on death row, "It is highly likely that at
least a few of them are innocent™ (The
Playboy Forum, April). The A.C.L.U.
promotes equal justice for all, bur it
doesn’t practice it. It always cries and
bleeds for the poor murderer: it has
helped get shorter sentences for mur-
derers and it made a circus out of trying
to save Gary Gilmore. But not once has it
said how horribly the victims of murder-
ers were treated. It protested when the
Los Angeles Police Department shot
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members of the Symbionese Liberation
Army, but what about all the bank em-
ployees the S.L.A. terrorized?

If you want to know why the crime
rate continucs to soar, ask the A.CLU,;
it has contributed to the problem. After
all, it's only the criminals jt will speak
for, no one else.

Thomas K. Daniel
San Antonio, Texas

To demand that the A.C.L.U. cam-
paign against crime is like asking the
American Cancer Society to promote
highway safety. The A.C.L.U’s purpose
15 nol to fight crime but lo see lo it that
the legal system works the way the law-
makers intended il to: that courls be im-
partial, that the rights of each person be
protected, that our criminal-justice system
follow due process in its dealings with the
accused. The A.C.L.U. has assisted some
of our best people and some of onr most
detestable. Its rveal client is not anyone in
particular but the U. S. Constitution.

ABORTION AND CAPITAL PUNISHMENT
At first I enjoyed vour editorial reply
to my letter in the May Playboy Forum,
but then I had second thoughts. To agree
to the wking of life in the form of a
fetus while being against the taking of
the life ol a criminal still seems an incon-
sistent stand. It is claimed that being in
lavor of one kind of killing will lead to
approval of killing in general, but many
anti-abortionists approve ol war and cap-
ital punishment, and that hasn’t made
them any more ready to accept abortion.
The issue isn't whether or not abortion
will lead to the acceptance of other kinds
ol killing; the issue is [reedom of choice.
R Ploetz
Glenwood Springs, Colorado
Our response to your last letter was
a lapse into lnunor, something we rarely
Jeel like doing when discussing abortion
or capiial punishment. Seriously, we be-
licve theve are many differences belween
aborlion and capital punishment. Among
the most important: (1) The fetus is not
a full-fledged human being and the con-
demned criminal is; (2) abortion is a
private matter between a woman and her
doctor and capital punishment is dirvect
action by the state for which we are all
responsible; (3) abortion benefils the un-
willingly pregnant woman and there’s no
cvidence that capital punishment benefits
anyone. We agree that cach issue should
be dealt with on its own terms. The argu-
ment that abortion should be prohibited
because 1's a “fool in the door” to deval-
ualion of human life merely reveals a
debater with foot in mouth. The question
s whether aborlion in itself is harmful
or beneficial.

REVENGE OF THE FETUS PEOPLE

A couple of months ago, 1 wrote a
proabortion letter to the editor of The
Chestnut Hill Local, a small community
newspaper that had published several

anti-abortion letters. My letter was critical
of Cardinal Krol, archconservative head
of the Philadelphia Catholic Archdiocese,
and others for being so concerned about
the welfare of fetuses and significantly
less concerned about those organisms
once they become human beings.

The newspaper was deluged with ven-
omous letters from sell-styled right-to-
lifers full of personal invective against
me, which I really didn’t mind, since it
showed that my letter had hit home. But
then came the phone calls from people
who said they were “investigating” me
because of my “degenerate, communistic
views.” One delightful ealler insisted that
“filth like you must be eliminated so
that our children cannot be infected.”
Most insisted that The Chestnut Hill
Local had no right to publish my “sick”
opinions. One caller recited a list of
organizations I have belonged to and
“obscenc” publications 1 have written for
and threatened o inform my employer,
The Philadelphia Tribune, that I am a
member of what he called “Communist-
front groups,” such as Amnesty Interna-
tional and the National Organization for
Non-Parents.

These people had my phone number
and my address, though we are not listed

“These right-to-lifers
are a scary lot, who are
apparently only pro therr

own kind of life.”

in the phone book, and my car has been
vandalized three times since the last
phone call—a stolen battery, slashed tire
and smashed windshield. How they found
out so much about me I don't know; I'm
inclined to suspect collusion with local
law-enlorcement officials, some of whom
are prewty far o the right.

These right-to-lifers are a scary lot, who
are apparently only pro their own kind
of life.

Len Lear
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

One way to judge the merit of a
movement is to look at the caliber of
people it aitrvacts.

SPACE COLONIES

A letter from M. Morris in the May
Playboy Forum raises questions about
how space colonies would be financed.
Normally, a potentially profitable project
like that would be underwritten by
private investors, unless the job were too
big or took too long to pay off. It was
originally thought that setting up a
colony and solar-power station in space
would be too costly (over 200 billion
dollars) and would take 100 long (over 20

years) to pay off for private investment.
But those cost and time estimates have
been drastically lowered as a result of
conceptual breakthroughs and new stud-
1es. So imterested investors should watch
The Wall Street Journal for a prospectus
announcement.

Keith Hensen

Tucson, Arizona

James Ward asks where materials and
supplies for space colonies would come
from and suggests that it might make
more sense to colonize other planets (The
Playboy Forum, May). The materials [or
a space colony need not come from the
earth, but rather will come [rom Earith's
moon. Not only is our moon rich in
nearly all the elements we will require
to build colonies in space but also its
soil is nearly ideal for agriculture, once
nivogen-based lertilizers are added. In
all, 99 percent of the total mass of the
first colony will come from lunar mate-
rvials, with the remaining one percent
from the earth. Later. as space is indus-
trialized, the asteroids will supply a large
percentage of materials.

The concept that humans need planets
to live on (Isaac Asimov calls this “plane-
tary chauvinism™) is also erroneous.
Planets are an excellent birthplace for
our species, as the womb is an excellent
place for helpless human beings in the
[etal stage. But planets are at the bottom
of large wells of gravity and are subject
to no end of problems caused by their
thick atmospheres and natural formation.
Foremost among these are the difhculties
of obtining natural resources and
energy. Space is a relatively benign en-
vironment free from pestilence, with few
hostile natural forces. It is abundant in
raw materials and rich in energy supply.
Why laboriously climb out of one gravity
well and drift across this region rich in
encrgy and raw materials, only to climb
back down into another gravity well
where energy and materials are more dil-
ficult to obtain?

Were a man (o try to live his life in
his mother's womb, he would eventually
Kill his host and die a horrible death. So
it is for mankind; we now have the tech-
nology to leave owr place of gestation.
We are running out of energy” and
materials and space o live; we are a
developing species and our continued
development is killing our host. We need
to move on to a better world.

Gregory R. Bennett
L-5 Society
Kirkland, Washington

“The Playboy Forum” offers the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
tween readers and editos of this pub-
lication on contemporary issues. Address
all correspondence to The Playboy Fo-
rum, Playboy Building, 919 North Michi-
gan Awvenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611,




Vore;

More of a cigarette. That’s
what.

With more of the good
things that so many cigarette
smokers are going for:

The long lean burnished
brown look.

The smooth easy draw.

The slow-burning smoke

‘that gives you more puffs
for your money, more time
for enjoyment.

what?

More. It’s like any really good
cigarette. And much more.
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Warning . The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous 1o Your Health. FILTEH 21 mg lar 15 mg. nicotine, MENTHOL: 21 mg."1ar”", 1.6 mg. nicotine,

St av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC. 76.
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Sears RoadHandler.
Better after 40,000 miles

than Federal standards say
a new tire has to be.

“Proof of Performance” facts
about Sears best Steel-Belted
Radial, the tire that ran the
route of the Pony Express.

With 40,000 miles of relentless day
and night driving already behind
them, four Sears RoadHandlers set
out and tamed the rugged 2,000 mile
route of the old Pony Express.

Then we put them to the real test:
Department of Transportation Fed-
eral Motor Vehicle Safetv Standard
109 for new tires.

Results? Sears RoadHandlers ex-
ceeded every sovernment require-
ment, e.g. for strength, heat resist-
ance and bead unseating (keeping
the tire on the rim in hard turns).

Even when subjected to X-ray
examination of the complete tire,
these RoadHandlers showed no
failure of any kind anywhere.

No wonder they're Sears best
Steel-Belted Radial.

(by an impressive
* 15%%) the original
Sears Steel-Belted
Radial that beat the
Baja.
Two more facts:
12 .5% more rubber
: meets the road for
15% better wet comering  find more warer 1o
than Sears original channeled along 5
Steel-Belted Radial. tread grooves instead
A new wet cornering traction of 4 to help prevent
record for Sears tires! Under  hydroplaning (skid-
carefully controlled labora-  ding on the thin film
tory conditions at Calspan of water between a
Tire Research Facility,

rainy road and the
Sears RoadHandler beat

tire's surface).

Sears

Tire and Auto Centers
and Catalog.

“Straight talk, good values

and satisfaction.”

(© SEARS, ROEBUCK AND CO. 1977.




won wreevee. HENRY WINKLER

a candid conversation with—sorry about that, henry—da fonz!

There they are: Neil Simon and Sidney
Lumet and Robert DeNiro and Mariin
Scorsese and Gove Vidal and Robert
Wagner and Nalalic Wood and Charles
Bronson. They are formally dressed, in
small groups, talking their deals, talking
about pictuves, plays, books. The Indus-
try, smack in the heart of Hollywood
managerial power, the theatvical home of
Sue Mengers, agenl to the high and
mighty. The doorbell rings. Conversations
continue and no one pays any ailention
except Wagner, who notices the entrance
of a scruffy-looking kid, 5'6" short, with
messy hair, Pan-Cake make-up on his
face, wearing dungarees, a very casual
shirt, standing with a lady who is rying
her best not to look tall. A smile turns
the corners of Wagner's mouth. Other
people turn to see who's come. Suddenly,
they're all quiet.

The Fonz has just shown up.

“Heyyyyyy,” Wagner says lo the kid,
“you're one of my best routines.” Only
Wagner doesn’t quite have it; he doesn’t
have the one-beat pause thal makes the
Fonz's “Hey-yyyyy” a kind of pop poetry.

Henry Winkler spots the imitation for
what it is; people arve always going

“Heyyyyyy” and “Whoa-a-ak” to him and
he hasn’t heard many who've got it right.
“It's very nice lo meet you, Mr. Wagner,”
he says nervously. Stacey, Winkler's girl-
friend, is also nervous. Mengers hadn’t
mentioned who would be theve. She had
just said, come casual. Winkler had come
right off the set of “Happy Days,” look-
ing like the cool punk from the TV show
and not like the Yalie he likes to be seen
as offcameva. He feels decidedly out of
place in this voom; out of place and in
awe. Bromson and DeNiro and Scorsese
are idols to this 3I-year-old New Yorker.
But  what's happening s incredible.
People are leaving their conversations
and coming toward him! They all want
lo meet the Fonz. And they'rve asking
for—yes, even here—autographs! For
their kids, of cowrse. Winkler isn’t taking
it lightly. There may be some trulh to
what Bronson multers at him as Winkler
scribbles down his name: “Kid, you may
never find another character as colorful.”

Winkler would argue that he didn’t
just find the chavacter of the Fonz. His
parents, sivict and strail-laced immigrants
who fled Nazi Germany six years before
their second child, Henrvy, was born, tried

hard to channel his inlerests away from
acling. Bul from his earliest days as an
tnvelerale moviegoer lo the school plays
at Emerson College in Boston, Winkler
felt he was destined to become an actor.
A below-average student, he was flabber-
gasted to be one of 25 accepled al the
Yale School of Drama in 1967 .

After a year of parts in small theaters
in the New York area and at least 30
commercials, he heard about an audition
for a low-budgel film called “The Lords
of Flatbush” being made in New York,
They were looking for Fifties punks.
Winlkler got one of the voles. So did an
other unknown named Sylvester Stallone.
Between takes, both young men would
sit in the back scat of a car and talk
about their drives and their ambitions.

After “Flatbush,” Winkler landed an-
other bit part, in the film “Crazy Joe,”
a cheap, immediately forgettable gangster
movie starving Peter Boyle. In his gut, he
knew if he were going to make i, he'd
have to go to Hollywood and work his
way up. He packed his bags and left
New York.

He arrived in Hollywood in Septem-
ber 1973 and, though ulterly unknown,

“People have been making millions off
my character. . . . Why should all these
strangers make so much money off me? It's
like they stick a straw belween my shoul-
der blades and just suck dry, you know.”

“I've had my share, you understand.
Chicks knocking on my door at six in the
morning. Bui if I had done everybody I
was supposed to have done in this Lown,
it would have fallen off a long time ago.”

FHOTOGRAPHY BY STEVE SHAFIRO

“I am not the Fonz. I don’t think hike
the Fonz. But one thing that has crept
over is if I'm surprised or something,
't go, ‘Whoa. Whoa, that’s greal.
Whoa-a-ah, I like that” ™

39
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within three weeks managed o land a
small part in an episode of the “Mary
Tyler Moore Show.” Next came a pilot
for a new television series about the inno-
cence of high school in the Fifties, picking
up on the momentum of the film “Amer-
ican Graffita,” with a touch of “The Lords
of Flatbush.” It was called “Happy Days”
and Winkler got the part of Arthur
Fonzavelli, the hugh school dropout who
sal on his motoveycle, hung out at the
local malt shop and used its men's room
as  his private headquarters, where he
dished out advice on how to be cool
to the more tinmd students of Jefferson
High.

The way the wrilers concerwed the vole,
the Fonz was barely morve than a walk-on
character, thrown in for a few jokes,
always in the background. But Winkler
saw him diffevently: The Fonz would be
the prototype of cool, the c¢pitome of
discretion, the philosopher dropout, who,
unlike other greaser stereolypes, never
combed s haiv, snapped his gum o
smoked a cigavelle. Winkler's instincls
proved  correci. Thousands of letters
slarted pouring n, millions of people
tuned in each week and “Happy Days”
rose in the vatings until it became the
number-one-rated show in the nalion.
Within two years, Winkler was sharing
star billing with Ron Howard, around
whose homey, good-natured characler the
show was originally structured.

Winkley had created a cvaze with his
leather-jacketed  alter  ego. When  he
turned Iis thumbs uf, kids across Amer-
ica picked up on it. When he opened Iis
mouth to stop a motion, turn divections,
take a moment lo contemplale, it came
ol “Whoa-uw-ah,” and a word was coined.
Audiences loved it. The other networks
virtually  conceded  the Tuesday-night
cight-pa1 spot to “Happy Days.”

At last count. Winkler was rveceiving
over 55,000 letiers a week. There are
Fonzie posters, Fonzie T-shirts, Fonzie
dolls, Fonzie fan magazines and Fon-
zi¢ books. At the Hollyiwood Wax Mu-
seum, the laygest and most  popular
exhibit is the Fonz on his moloreycle.
with light bulbs popping on and off over
his head. The Fonz was the reason for
Wankler’s popularity; for his recetving
the Hollywood Foreign Press’s 1976 Gold-
en Globe Award for Best Actoy in a TV
Comedy Sevies; for his being erowned the
1976 King of Mardi Gras in New Or-
leans; for Mhis being inviled to high-
powered Hollywoaod parties; and for s
being propositioned by women of all ages
and sizes. Manufacturers wade Iim in-
credible offers that he somehow knew lo
refuse; they wanted the Fonz to advertise
theiv products. But Winkler didn’t want
to cavry the Fonz on Ius back for the vest
of s lfe. It had happened to Edd
“Kookie” Byrnes and to Lconard “My.
Spock™ Nimoy. Winkler, who was begin-
ning o hove people with his repeated
insistence that he was not the Fonz,

wanted morve. He wanled more roles, and
that meanit he had to be known as Henry
Winkier.

Scripts began to come his way, but they
were mostly Fonzielike  spin-offs  and
Wankler didn’t want any part of them.
He did a few TV specials: “Kathervine”
m which he played a radical tevrorist,
and “Henry Winkler Meets William
Shalkespeave,” a show geared lo introduce
children to the Bard. Finally. tieo mooie
scripts intevested ham. One, “Heroes,”
was aboul a Vielnam wvelevan who lost
some of his marbles in the way and was
on a mission destmed for failuve; the
other was about a failed actor who tuyned
to professional wrestling to hear the roar
of the crowds. He signed to do them both,
the first for Universal Studios. the second
for Paramount, while considering a third
about an immivyant Hasidic rabbi going
to San Franciscao to establish a rabbinale.

It avas during that time of change for
Winkler that viaveoy sent free-lance
wriler Lowrence Grobel {o iall swvith him.
Grobel caught up with him during the
last week of shooting of the “Happy
Days™ season and stayed through the com-
pletion of “Heroes” In between, Winlk-
ler flew off to New Orleans to vide a
Mardi Gras float Jor four hours and Lo

“When I was King of Mard:
Gras, I was told I had more
securily than the President
of the Unated States.
I could walk no farther
than 50 feet.”

acknowledge the cheering adulation  of
1.000000 people. Grobel's veport:

“The first time I met Henry was in
his dressing room at Paramount stwdios.
He had just returned from a few weeks’
vacation in Bora Bora and was energized
by the fact that people recognized him
coen there. Although he was still shooting
‘Happy Days,’ his mind was elsewhere:
Everything he had done in his life oas
aimed at starring in a motion pcture and
now he was getting his shol. He was eager
to tall but extremely cautious at furst. His
restlessness and his enevgy were such that
he had never before sat still for a long
mleroiew.

“A subsequent session look place at his
home in Studio Cily a few days after he
returned from Mardi Gras. He couldn't
wail to falk about it. He had seen enor-
mous crowds before but nothing like the
1,000,000 people who shouted his name
as he floated by in his stlver-lamé I5th
Century Venelian costume. For Henry, i
was realizing a vock-star fanlasy and he
loved every minule of il.

“His excilement was conlagious. One
moment he would be the local tough, the
next a five-year-old kid, his voice lower-
ing and vising. He would stand up and
act out how he had thrown doubloans 1o
the erowd, bouncing from the couch to
the living-voom sliding-glass door to the
porch outside. ‘Come, look at my red-
wood hot tub. he'd say, or, ‘Look ai
these clippings of me as Romeo on the
front page of the New York Post; can
you believe it? When he spoke of meel-
ing mouie stars he had always admived.
his voice became worshipful. When he
spoke about stayving in his own movies.
his voice was filled with anxiely and his
behavior changed marledly. He slid off
the couch and onito the floor, his body
arched uncomfortably and the pain in his
face showed clearly.

“During the second sweek of shooling
‘Hervoes,” I flew to Santa Rosa, about 40
miles novih of San  Francisco, where
Henry was on location. He had a sore
throat and a bad cold and shooting had
Lo be delayed a few days so he could
recuperate. His body was reacting to all
the excitement and tension that had been
exploding within him. Universal had
hired a security guard o stand outside his
room and Leep the fans from disturbing
him, Over the next three days, he began
to talk freely. As his eyes occasionally
darted past me to peck out of a small
opening in the aotains o see who was
peeking in from the world outside, |
thought his phenomenal popularity wonld
be a good subject on which to begin this
intevviciv.”

PLAYBOY: The sccurity around this motel
room were talking in is remarkable.
There's even an armed guard outside the
door to keep away your fans. Don't you
teel like a prisoner?

WINKLER: Yeah. I can’t even open the
lucking blinds.

PLAYBOY: A ot ol the people around here
scem o be teenage givls who heard you
were shooting your first hlm in this small
town. Is this something that happens
mostly in small towns?

WINKLER: No: small towns, big towns.
They exist in every town in every coun-
wy, it seems like. The same thing hap-
pened in Australia when I went there.
Theyre not groupics. It's just that they
sincerely believe in the illusion of the
entertainment world: and they sincerely
believe that it is 25 times more exciting
than their own lives. Well, it's exciting
for me. too. My life is not ordinary. 1
don 't live in the middle.

The second night ol shooting, T was
on a truck and had to ask the fans not
to take flashbulb pictures while the cam-
eras rolled. We did the scene and I stayed
on the truck. Well, they rushed the truck.
vipped the headliglus off, tore up the
knapsacks, took the suiteases, the license
plates, everything. There was nothing




WHY PEOPLE WHO OWNABMW
ENJOY DRIVING MORE THAN YOU DO.

As diverse as BMW owners
are—a sweeping assortment of
business executives, professional
people, movie stars and royalty—
there I1s one thing they all seem to
have in common: an unabashed
enthusiasm for their BMW.

An enthusiasm that seems
to increase as the years and miles
g0 by. _ _ ‘

What causes this exceedingly
rare relationship between man and
machine? Quite frankly, the caliber
of the machine.

The BMW 530i is a luxury se-
dan designed by racing engineers.
The very same engineers respon-
sible for the prodigious reputation
BMW has enjoyed over the past

@ IQIfBNMQm&x

decade on the great race circuits
of the world.

German engineers who, In
the words of the editor of Car and
Driver magazine, believe that
“*..driving, like life, is a two-hands

| affair that should be grasped firmly,
taken seriously and done well.”

Under the hood of the BMW
530i is a three-liter, fuel-injected

| masterwork of engineering Road &

Track magazine calls ...the most
refined in-line six in the world.”
The suspension is fully indepen-

| dent on all four wheels. Resulting In

a degree of control and comfort so
unique it will spoil you for the solid
rear axle systems found on most

imported and all domestic sedans.

All told, i1t 1s a car so singularly
enjoyable fo drive that, in Germany,
aland of legendary driving machines-
as in the rest of Europe-BMW sells
more high-performance luxury cars
than any other manufacturer.

If you agree that extraordinary
performance 1s the only thing that
makes an expensive car worth the
money, we suggest you
call a BMW dealer and
arrange a thorough
test drive.

THE ULTIMATE DRIVING MACHINE.

Bavarian Motor Works, Munich, Germany.

ﬁrmp nam.-the mnres.t BMWﬁealer or 1ar further in!ormanon callus ansmme olt-free, at 00243, GEJOQ(Conn 1: 800 882-6° -00)
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left, and they managed to get me oft
the truck in one piece.

PLAYBOY: You secm 1o be treated more
like a rock superstar or a matinec idol
than like a television actor,

WINKLER: Here, this was in the paper:
“As I listen to the crowd chant “We
want Winkler,” I realize we are living
in the Henry Winkler generation, [im
Burroughs, boss ol the wruckers, who
handled the props and scenery, and who
has been in the moviemaking business
since the early days of Gene Autry and
Roy Rogers, said, *He's the one star today
who brings out the nost enthusiastic
crowd, like Frank Sinatra did years ago."”
PLAYBOY: When you read that
WINKLER: You feel good.
PLAYBOY: Does it still amaze you or are
you used to it by now?

WINKLER: 1'in amazed all the time. What
I'm amazed at is that at 9:30 at night
some guy will come to my door and go,
“My kids are dyin® to sec ya.” “But, sir,”
I mumble, “I'm in bed, I have to get up
at six in the morning.” The guy persists:
“I just want your name on my piece of
paper- Very important to my life o have
your name on my piece of paper.”

This old couple came to the door and
it made me angry, because it’s nol cute.
They just got out of their car and
knocked on my door one Sunday morn-
ing—my one day oft—and got me out of
bed. They were holding this poodle
wrapped in a blanket and said, “We can’t
believe it, we just came to see what you
look like. We're very good friends of the
Kennedys, you know.”

PLAYBOY: How do you feel about having
the equivalent of the Secret Service
around you?

WINKLER: I feel pragmatic about it. When
I was King of Mardi Gras, I was told by
the New Orleans Police Department that
I had more security than the President
of the United States. When 1 walked in
the streets, I was surrounded by at least
11 men. I could walk no farther than
50 feet.

PLAYBOY: Is it possible for you to be in-
conspicuous any more?

WINKLER: No. I'm instntanecously rec-
ognizable by everybody. That's just a
fact. It freaks the police out. They ask,
“How do they see you so quickly? How
do they know?”

PLAYBOY: Does it ever get to you?

WINKLER: Tt hothers me. You need your
full energy in order to relate to it. If
you feel down at all, the pressure just
starts to . . . not pull but scrape at you.
Everybody wants a piece. Sometimes you
can get angry, but you cannot blame it
on anybody. You have to come to terms
with the fact that it didn’t happen by
accident: It's what you wanted.

The first thing to get over is the feel-
ing that you have to be a nice guy, that
you have to be loved by everybody. To-
day, everybody wants me to do a script,
to read this, to be there, to be a part of

some show. It can eat away at you; you
can spread yourself thin, so that you be-
come Plastic Man or Elastic Man in
the comics.

PLAYBOY: You're making a good case for
obscurity.

WINKLER: Oh, there are very positive
things to being a celebrity. 1 mean, you
don’t see me giving it all up to go t
Mozambique. There are so many liule
side lights to having recognition. Police-
men stop me for a traffic violation and
then say, “How can I give my wile’s fa-
vorite actor a ticket? It's a shame that
this is the way doors are opened, but if
that's the way it is, then I'm very happy
to walk through them.

PLAYBOY: Is it true that women write to
you requesting the stubble from your
razor?

WINKLER: I pet everything: yeah, it's really
true. Every possible request that you can

“Every time I turn around,
I see myself. I look in store
windows, on T-shirts,
on fans’ chests, on their legs,
everywhere, I see myself.”

think of. I get 56,000 letters a week.
That's a lot of leuers.

PLAYBOY: Have you mer any ol your
correspondents?

WINKLER: At the top, ten. A ot of my
friends thought 1 was totally bizarre, be-
cause I would sit home and personally
answer, on the back of an old script of
Happy Days, leuers that touched me. I
thought I would have liked that if I'd
been the letter writer. What I realized is
that I took all that time because it kept
me isolated so that 1 could absorh what
wis happening to me. I would pet these
wonderful letters and they'd give me their
phone numbers and 1 would call them
and say, “Hi, I just wanted to tell you
I've got your leuer and let’s talk about
what you said.” They wouldn’t believe
me.

PLAYBOY: And, presumably. a lot of your
friendlier fans have been women.
WINKLER: Yeah, and it's been very flat-
tering. In the past, I've always done the
asking and women have said yes or no.
I now know what it is o be a woman,
to be bombarded like that. Women, es-
pecially beautiful women, go through an
incredible trip. It’s nothing to be taken
lightly.

PLAYBOY: So you're being treated like a
beautiful man?

WINKLER: At this moment. Which is real
strange, because I never thought of my-
self as good-looking. Now, all of a sud-
den, I'm told that I'm wery good-looking

by women of all shapes and sizes. The
Men Watchers of America picked me as
one of the ‘Ten Most Desirable Men of
the Year. Which is really a trip! I can't
cven believe it

PLAYBOY: What are some of the things
women say 1o you?

WINKLER: “] want to see you later.”
“Give me your hotel key.” You know,
“I want to sit on you.” But what hap-
pens is that you can't go for it. It's very
empty. I've had my share, you under-
stand. I'm nort saying that I cannot do it.
There have been times on the road when
I've lived the sort of life I used to read
about in the orthodontist's office when 1
was 13 years old. You know: chicks
knocking on my door at six in the morn-
ing; 1 open it up and there’s this beaut-
ful girl going, “Hi, are you asleep?” “No,
actually, I'm writing out the Magna
Charta from memory.” Am I asleep? It's
six o'clock in the morning! So I just go,
“Now that you're here, why don’t you
Just come inz"

PLAYBOY: Does that sort of thing put
pressure on you to perform like a sexual
athlete?

WINKLER: No, 1 can't worry about that
If I had done everybody T was supposed
1o have done just in this town, it would
have fallen off a long time ago. Il 1
were to live an image, I would live one
day behind mysel L

PLAYBOY: How about the images you
acale? For instance, you were once
quoted as saying all your success and
power made you leel like God. How did
vou live down that image?

WINKLER: | meant in the moral, not the
religious, concept of God. It's just that
when you are at the pinnacle of power,
you feel like a great conqueror, like a
hero, like the best gladiator. You are
pumped up with energy. It’s incredible.
I'm made to think about myself all the
time. Every time I wrn around, 1 see
myself. 1 look in store windows, on T-
shirts, on fans’ chests, on their legs, every-
where, 1 see myself.

PLAYBOY: And how do you see yourself?
WINKLER: You know, when I stop to think
about it, T really don’t care anymore.
Because I know what I am. I am not as
cool as Fonzie. 1 cannot possibly be
what my fans’ imaginations make me ow
to be. Fonzie docs things that—who can
do them? I can't hit a jukebox and make
it go on like that!

But I'm having a very good time. I'm
doing what I love to do and apparently,
at this moment in my life, I'm doing it
pretity well. One day it could all just go
away like that [Snaps fingers], but at the
moment, I'm just me: 1 say what I want
to say, do what I want to do. I don't
think that all of a sudden I've changed.
Just because people tell me whatever
they tell me, that I'm good-looking or
sexy or whatever, I don’t believe 1 can



do what I couldnt do belore 1 hecame
tamous, before I became the Fonz.
PLAYBOY: Since you brought it up, how
did you happen to become the Fonz,
anyway?

WINKLER: Well, it happened pretty quick-
Iv. 1 arrived in Hollywood from New
York on September 18, 1973. On October
fifth, 1 got a bit part with The Mary
Tyler Moore Show. Within a month, 1
did the pilot for Happy Days.

PLAYBOY: \Were you the Fonz in that
piloe?

WINKLER: Yes and I had six lines.

PLAYBOY: How did you get the part?
WINKLER: Just by auditioning. I was one
of the last guys in line at Paramount.
While I sat there, waiting, 1 saw Mickey
Dolenz from the Monkees and other
people who were names—and Holly-
wood, in television, anyway, goes on
nmames. I was real lucky.

PLAYBOY: Did you envision the character
you were supposed to play right awayz
WINKLER: No, not what the Fonz is now.
But I did know two things: There would
have to be more than just the tough side
of a guy wearing a leather jacker; and
I knew that I would never comb my hair,
never wear i belt, never chew gum and
never carry a pack of cigarettes in my
T-shirt—all of which scemed to be the
standard dichés for every actor doing
Filuies role. The day after I read lor the
part, they called and said., “Would you
like to do it:"

PLAYBOY: S0 how did you develop the
characier?

WINKLER: That came over four years. But
I knew what I wanted. And that’s the
fucking key! I knew what I wanted. 1f
you know what you want and you brush
your teeth with what you want, it will
come to you like a magnet.

PLAYBOY: You obviously wanted Fonzie
to succeed. When did you realize his
potential?

WINKLER: Thar first day. It was when [
swore that [ would never comb my hair,
The director of the pilot said, “Go 10
the mirror now and comb your hair.”
So I had a conflict. You can’'t really say
no to a director, and this was my hrst
paying joh. I was being paid 51000,
which was more than I'd ever been paid
in my life. So I went 10 the mirror and
took the comb out of my back pocket. I
looked at mysell and suddenly said, in
character, “Hey, are you kidding? You
don’t have to touch that hair; it's per-
fea!” And that one gesture started the
characier off. Everybody picked that up.
And it came out of being [orced: it was
forced out of me. 1 hadn't thought of
that belore 1 did at.

PLAYBOY: There are a lot of nnitations of
your character. Docs anyone do a good
Fonz that you know of?

WINKLER: Very few people: They all do
it oo quickly. Being the Fonz is reacting
the way he would to a certain situation,
and what people do mstead of react is
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imitate. But it's flattering that they do
it. Bob Hope put on a wig and came out
with a motorcyde on television. Rich
Little has done it. A lot of the new series
have a character based on Fonzie.
PLAYBOY: What about John Travolta on
Welcome Back, Kotter? Isn’t there a
conscious effort to imitate the Fonz in
his character?

WINKLER: Yeah, what about him? That's
all made up. He doesn't do it. I don't
resent him.

PLAYBOY: Does comparing him to you
aeate a build-up for him?

WINKLER: Of course. Look what they do in
People magazine. Any time they can,
they use my name five, six tmes in
articles that have nothing to do with me.
PLAYBOY: You wrote a column yourself
for Newsweek called “The Importance of
Being Fonzie.” Was that your title?
WINKLER: Oh, no, it was theirs. 1 would
never write that. T got 50 letters back
from Newsweek, all of them negative. It
totally blew me away. They said, Who
is Fonzie. anyway? Who do you think
you are? You're just an egoit. And I
said, Wait a minute. Newsweek asked me
to write down as honestly as I could what
it is to be famous. And now its readers
are yelling at me?

PLAYBOY: When did you realize the im-
portance of being Fonzie?

WINKLER: | realized it when I went to
Little Rock, Arkansas, the first place I
cver ﬁ'lil(l(’ d pt:i'sulml -'ll)])f_’{irilllct', :III({
was met at the airport by 2000 people.
PLAYBOY: And when did it occur to you
that you were worth more than the S1000
per show ABC was paying you?

WINKLER: When 1 did a pilot for The
Paul Sand Show, two years into Happy
Days. The people at Mary Tyler Moore’s
company, MTM, called me up—I had
already done the Boli Newhart Show and
two Mary Tyler Moores—and they said,
“All right, we're going to give you S3000
just to do the pilot.” They wanted ten
days’ rehearsal. I said I could only give
them four. They said. “We'll work
around your schedule.” Now, I couldn’t
believe I was in that position. No kid-
ding. I went over there, did four days’
rehearsal and was paid $3000, the most
money I was ever paid in my life. T now
get considerably more than that a week.
PLAYBOY: About five times as much?
WINKLER: Around in there. All business
is done by my lawyer and my agents. [
don't like the idea of an entourage. I
don't have a personal manager. 1 have a
lawyer, a business manager, two agents
out here and one in New York and my
commercial agents in New York. 1wo
women who are extraordinary.

PLAYBOY: What seems also extraordinary
is the fact that you have overshadowed
the original star of Happy Days, Ron
Howard, and are paid more money
per episode than he is, and yet the two
of you apparently maintain a good
relationship.



WINKLER: One of the major factors in the
success of the character is Ron Howard's
generosity. That is absolutely the truth.
PLAYBOY: His gencrosity in being able to
accept your growth in the part?

WINKLER: Absolutely. He allows me to go,
when we're acting together, in any direc-
tion I choose. He is totally open to my
character.

PLAYBOY: Has he ever zinged you while
you were acting?

WINKLER: Ron Howard is not a man for
zingers. Ron Howard is a very quiet
man, who also rumbles underneath.
PLAYBOY: But certainly the other actors
on the show are only human. Don’t they
[cel some envy?

WINKLER: It’s the one thing I try to ig-
nore. When I'm at work, we almost
never bring it up and I hate it when it’s
brought up. I'll leave the conversation
immediately. But the [act is, they are
very aware of what has happened to me.
I didn’t know this was going to happen.
I just did my work.

PLAYBOY: And other pcople’s resentment
doesn’t bother you?

WINKLER: Listen, I went to see Sly Fox
in New York City. I took my niece, who
is 12, to the theater for the hrst time. We
sat there giggling and having a good
time, then we went backstage to see an
acquaintance of mine, Jack Gillord.
Alter we said hello, someone said, “Mr.
Scott wants to sce you.” I started walk-

ing. He said, “Oh, no, if he knew you
were here and we didn’t introduce you,
he’d be angry.” So now we have George
C. Scott, sitting in his dressing room
wearing a yellow terrycloth bathrobe,
playing chess with a man who is equally
big. The door opens, he looks up and
goes, “The Fonz. I watch you all the
time.” He got up and shook my hand
and I didn’t know what to do. I just
hugged him. I said, “I can’t believe it!”
Now I don’t care what anybody says in
the whole world.

PLAYBOY: You seem star-struck.

WINKLER: I am starstruck, I swear to you.
I get to meet a lot of terrific people.
Alice Cooper. Phoebe Snow called me on
the phone the other night. John Lennon.
Rosemary Clooney, a terrific lady. I
shook Boly Hope's hand. I met the Duke.
He is so big, he walked out, looked down
at me and thought I was a microphone.
He thought he was supposed to talk into
the top of my head. I met Frank Sinawa.
He sent me an autographed picture: “To
Henry Winkler, Happy Days, Francis
Albert.” That was terril.

PLAYBOY: Did you send him one back?
WINKLER: I thought that would be hubris.
I might be a star and I might be famous
at this moment in my life, but you pay
homage. I have Charles Bronson's auto-
graph sitting on the wall. When I met
Robert DeNiro, I totally went into
shock. I'm in awe of DeNiro. I would

like to be that connected. I said that I
liked Mean Streets and he said it was his
favorite. I said, “The language became
poetry.” He said, "It was the litany:
‘Fuck you, lucker, fuckface, fuck.”” Bob-
by DeNiro's use of the word fuck became
poetry.

PLAYBOY: You've created a kind of pop
poeury yourself. Do you ever find your-
self using the Fonz's expressions?

WINKLER: I am not the Fonmz. I don't
think like the Fonz. But the one thing
that has crept over is if I'm surprised or
something, I'll go, “Whoa. Whoa, that’s
great. Whoa-a-ah, I like that.”

PLAYBOY: You get very delensive trying to
separate yoursell from the Fonz, don’t you?
WINKLER: Absolutely, The pressure o be
the Fonz is enormous, because I'm asked
all the time: “Where's your leather jack-
et?” “Where's your motorcycle?” “Hey,
how do you hit the jukebox:” “Hey, you
didn't sign as the Fonz" I don't sign
“The Fonz" when I sign an autograph.
1 sign, “Henry Winkler.” When 1 began
to make an issue of it—refusing to sign
“The Fonz'—everybody thought I was
repeating myself too often. But it’s
worked like a charm. Now only journal-
ists who are too lazy to find another
angle write about the Fonz saying this
or that.

PLAYBOY: But you have sounded obsessed
with the theme in other interviews.
WINKLER: Yecah, sure that’s true. You get
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a bit confused about who you are. There
are times I think I sound like I'in crazy.
PLAYBOY: Are you so concerned about
typecasting?

WINKLER: How I think about typecasting
is this: One’s impression ol oneself is the
way other people will see you. 1 think I
can do other things. But, yes, sometimes
when I'm working, my body screams for
material with just a little more depth.
PLAYBOY: Do you find situation comedy
as a form frustrating?

WINKLER: T'elevision is a barracuda. It's
very diflicult to be original week after
week in a TV series. Because there is so
much of television, because you do 24
cpisodes in a row and because you do
them for five years—you have to use Tai-
Chi in order to keep the bad spirits away,
PLAYBOY: Have you thought about the
power you and others in television
have—il only because you enter so many
people’s lives every week?

WINKLER: It nrritates me that American
television does not reproduce life as it is.
People in this country really believe that
the Anderson family from Father Knows
Best is living somewhere in Wisconsin
and that they're the norm. They believed
that The Millionaire was going to send
them money. That's bullshit, but we per-
petrate it. As the Church was the opiate
for other people, so television is the
opiate for Americans. It keeps them all
calm. It’s a ranquilizer. It subdues them.
It is worse than alcohol in that way.
PLAYBOY: What about your own show?
Happy Days surely doesn’t represent
what high school is or ever was like in
this country.

WINKLER: We don't profess to do that. We
don’t say that we're anything other than
a halfhour piece of flufl. And, at the
moment, that’s what 1 do. 1 also did a
TV special in San Francisco where |
spoke with high school kids about teen-
age alcoholism, suicide and pregnancy.
PLAYBOY: What about censorship? Does
even a “half-hour piece of fluff” have
troubles in that area?

WINKLER: Yeah, we're censored. But you
beat it by double thinking them. They
say you can't do this; all right, I'll do
that. I'm not angry about it, because the
fact is that it exists; it's the framework I
have to work in. And if I want to do
something e¢lse, then I should damn well
do it. So I'm doing some movies and
we'll see what happens.

PLAYBOY: How has ABC recacied 10 your
branching out into movies?

WINKLER: The ABC people are very nice.
They call me up. very cordially, and
keep saying, “ABC wanis (o take you to
lunch.” So I imagine going out with this
big black building. I marvel each time I
call the president of Paramount and he
gets on the phone. 1 mean, I talk to the
high-powered men now. If the tide hap-
pens to turn against me, they will be out

of the office more times than not.

PLAYBOY: So, basically, you get along
with industry executives?

WINKLER: Some of them. Some, as any-
where in the world, are just assholes. I
have always had a great respect for Fred-
die Silverman, way before he came to
ABC. He's got courage and he does it on
his own. He left a network that was
number one, came to the third network
and made i number one. Everything
starts with the man at the top.

PLAYBOY: We read that Gabe Kaplan was
complaining about
WINKLER: Gabe Kaplan was complaining.
Everybody is complaining! You know
why? I'll tell you why. The people who
mastermind all this entertainment are
not cntertainment oriented. They are
oriented to power and to money. You
are, absolutely, a commodity, and if you
let them, they will bulldoze you into

“I was just offered
$1,000,000 by a major jeans
company, my friend—can
you dig 1t?—$1,000,000.
In 30 seconds I
turned it down.”

oblivion. There is no human respect in
this great business ol ours,
PLAYBOY: Sounds like you
Network.

WINKLER: Yes. 1 thought it was great. A
lot of people in welevision fel guilty after
seeing that film. 1 didn’t. That's not just
television Paddy Chayefsky's talking
about; he's talking about the world.
PLAYBOY: Onc ol the things Network
satirizes is the rating system. Since it was
raungs that put you at the top, would
you delend them?

WINKLER: The fact is there is a rating
system in the world, and that is the way
it is. You've got to re-educate human be-
ings to not even think in those terms,
which are: 1 want the biggest, the best,
the most, the furriest, the sparkliest, the
everything. That's what we live for. The
rating system exists all over the place.
PLAYBOY: You're saying the ratings exist;
but what we're asking is——

WINKLER: I like Deing number one.
tike being number one!

PLAYBOY: Will you be renewing vyour
Happy Days contract after 11 expires
next season?

WINKLER: I have no idea at this moment.
I have done somcthing for five ycars.
That's enough for anybody. My respon-
sibility is to change, to grow. Imagine
having an audience that you have turned
on, tuned in, saying, “Oh, yeah, he was

have scen

funny.” and turn off? When I become
mediocre, it's time to go.

PLAYBOY: Were you offered another serics?
WINKLER: I was offered four series. I was
offered Serpico, Fonzie the way he is
now, Fonzie 15 years later with children
and a TV version of The Lords of Flat-
bush. 1 was also offered Movies of the
Week. They were going 1o pay me for
six months in advance; they said, “Here's
$100,000, just keep the spring open, we'll
do anything you want.”

PLAYBOY: Why do so many TV actors
long to go into the movies? After all, you
influence a [ar greater number of people
than Al Pacino, Robert DeNiro and
Dustin Holfman combined.

WINKLER: | know that's true. I know that
cevery week in America and Canada,
75,000,000 people sece what I do. But,
one, your imagination and interpreta-
tion are edited on television. Two, there
is a snob difference. Three, making filmns
for that big screen—when you remem-
ber being younger and sining in the
theater where you first saw movies—it's
the ultimate fantasy realized.

PLAYBOY: Is there anything on TV now—
Happy Days excepted—that you like?
WINKLER: Well, slowly, things are siarting
to cook. Peter Boyle’s portrayal ol Joe
McCarthy in Taid Gunner Joe will go
down in the annals of incredible per-
formances; Sally Field's performance in
Sybil was just great; James Whitmore as
Harry Truman was [abulous, Jesus. So
television’s getting there, but it’s still on
the profit motive. That's where the big
problem is: TV programs are just mag-
nets for commercials. The commercials
run the airwaves, and that’s a drag.
PLAYBOY: And you won't do commercials?
WINKLER: | made a living doing commer-
cials when I had 0. 1 made 30 com-
mercials. I will do them again. But
this moment, it’s not the right thing for
my career. Listen, T was just offered
51,000,000 by a major jeans company, my
friend—can you dig itz—S1,000,000. In
30 seconds I wrned it down, because I
cannot do it

PLAYBOY: Why? You don’t wear the jeans?
WINKLER: Not only do I not wear the
jeans but it did not sit correctly with me.
I never had that much money before, |
don’t need it now. If [ am good, I'll have
that money doing what I want to do.
PLAYBOY: What other commercial offers
have you turned down?

WINKLER: Somebody offered me an alu-
minum Rolls-Rovee, a collector's item,
for a personal appearance. What am I
going to do with an aluminum Rolls-
Royce? Then 1 was offered a car just to
drive up 10 a premiere of a movie, get
out with my date and go in. 1 didn’t
have 10 say a word. They'd put it on filin
and use it as a commercial and I would
get that particular car, a new onc, every
year for five years, with all gas and re-
pairs taken care of. But then I have 1o
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pervert myself a little bit, you know?
PLAYBOY: Does money mean anything to
you? d
WINKLER: I love money. But I fiave mon-
ey now. I have enough to keep me going
for a while. What's really interesting is
that people do not understand the word
no. It’s like they say, “Would you like a
villa on the outskirts of Rome? And a car
and a maid for the rest of vour life? Just
for 60 seconds, do this.” I say, “No,
thank you, I won't do that.” “Oh, well,
would you like to be Pope for a year?
Wear big hats?” It’s incredible.

PLAYBOY: You've railed against the profit
motive and commercial endorsements.
But what about those Fonzie T-shirts
you marketed?

WINKLER: What I did was, I went to Para-
mount and asked them for permission to
print up a [shirt. They gave me per-
mission, but I could only sell it to fans
who had written to me. That was the
bust, because all those other T-shirts
were on the market and they were read-
ily available. But what 1 was happy
about was I sat in my living room and
personalized them. Every 1200 shirts, the
color changes and my initials are on
them somewhere, so they can’t be ripped
oft. A friend of mine helped me design
it. We sold 25,000 T-shirts, which is
not really a lot in the scope of things.
Paramount has made millions and mil-
lions and millions and millions off my
character.

PLAYBOY: How much does your T-shirt
sell for?

WINKLER: Five or six dollars, something
like that.

PLAYBOY: What else have you done in
the way of marketing your name?
WINKLER: 1 gave my sister the rights to
my awobiography, The Other Side of
Henry Winkler, which is really funny,
because at 31, who has an autobiog-
raphy? But, again, everybody else was
making all those millions of dollars on
that crap they put out. She has three
daughters and she’ll put them through
college. 1 have no idea how it's selling.
But I'm committed 1o the face that it was
written by my sister. Why should all
these strangers make so much money off
me? It's like they stick a swraw between
my shoulder blades and just suck dry,
you know.

PLAYBOY: The next chapter in your life
story will involve two feature films. Are

you nervous about béing able to work in”

a new medium?

WINKLER: What you de to yourself, Oy,
Got in Himl! 1 fucking punch myself
from here to Timbuktu. I'm bloody in-
side. All T want to do is be a good actor.
I am in the middle of an anxiety attack.
This is my first major motion picture
and 1 am just scared shit. My underwear
is brown. I don’t know what I'm doing.
I always think whatever I'm doing is the
hardest thing I've done in my whole life.
I wruly believe, when I'mm doing it, that

birth—squeezing through that small crev-
ice—was a snap compared with this.
PLAYBOY: Is that hyperbole or real lear?
WINKLER: There's a fear of showing your-
self, of being found out. Am I a fake?
Am I good? 1 don’t like to fail. I am
scared. But you cannot let that kind of
fear paralyze you. You've got to take the
risk and sec what happens.

PLAYBOY: Have you managed to break
the typecasting syndrome with these two
movie roles?

WINKLER: Well, the two roles are diamet-
rically opposed. One, in a movie that
doesn’t have a title yet, is an actor, an
outrageous wise guy who becomes a wres
tler just to be in front of the crowd; and
the other, in Heroes, is a deranged vet-
eran from Vietnam.

PLAYBOY: But couldn’t the character in
Heroes be construed as a Fonzie-type
character?

WINKLER: No, T wouldn’t do another
Fonzielike character. He’s a guy back
from Vietnam who's a little touched. He
wants to start a worm farm in Eureka,
California, with his good friend whom

“What you do to yourself,
Oy, Gotin Himl! I fucking
punch myself from here to

Timbuktu. I'm bloody
inside. This is my first
major motion picture and

-~ I'mscaredshit”

he met in his foxhole. He meets a girl
along the way and there is an oltbeat
love story.

PLAYBOY: An old acquaintance of yours,
Sylvester Stallone, certainly made it big
with Jus movie. What did you think ol
Rocky?

WINKLER: Fabulous. A very dynamic film.
I sat there objectively as an actor and
said to mysclf, In about two seconds, the
audience will stand up and cheer. And 1
swear to you, I stood up with them. I
could no longer be objective, 1 was swept
right along.

PLAYBOY: Did you see that promise in
Stallone when you worked together in
The Lords of Flatbush?

WINKLER: He's one of the most original
volcanoes I've ever met. He is totally
unpredictable. You cannot get 1oo com-
fortable with Sly; you don’t know what's
going to happen. But he has a talent
that you must reckon with.

PLAYBOY: He told us that when you were
making The Lords of Flatbush, the two
of you would sit in the back scat of a car
and talk about making it and about your
own insecuritics. He found you wvery

erudite, always analyzing things.

WINKLER: I'm accused of it, veah. I love
to dissect people. It sometimes wraps me
into a tight liule ball and I have to
bounce off the walls 10 get mysell
straightened out.

PLAYBOY: Have you ever been in analysis?
WINKLER: No.

PLAYBOY: Have you ever thought of 1t?
WINKLER: Analysis? Sometimes. Only be-
cause that would be a tool wo drain
the pus. I think: All these other people
are aracking, so maybe I will, too. But
I don’t think so.

PLAYBOY: There seems to be an incredi-
ble insecurity within the entertainment
industry. Do you have any theories about
why so many talented people are so
unstable?

WINKLER: The insecurity comes because
some of us are taught, in greater or
lesser degrees, that we are no good. And
we believe that we are no good. We
belicve that we are second-rate. That is
onc ol the reasons stars become stars:
It enables them to close up the holes that
they never worked on themselves. But
the rub comes when you become number
one in the United States and Canada
and Australia and England—and you're
exactly where you were when you started!
You take your suitcase of craziness with
you wherever you po. You are still what-
ever you think you are.

PLAYBOY: Do you think that’s what hap-
pened to Freddie Prinze?

WINKLER: It made me angry that Freddie
Prinze shot himsell.

PLAYBOY: Why?

WINKLER: I didn't live his life; T'm ying
to live minc. But it made me very angry
that he shot himself and blamed 1t on his
wile, I don’t think it was his wife. It’s a
very angry thing wo do. It's self-destruc
tive and it says “Up yours!” to people
who are left behind.

PLAYBOY: But, in his case, couldn't it
have also been the pressure 10 perform?
He was only 22.

WINKLER: | understand that.

PLAYBOY: Where were you at 228

WINKLER: I was in school. But the thing
is, I didn't rearvange my consciousness
with drugs, either. What's even sadder
than Freddie Prinze is that girl—a fan—
who shot hersell because she couldn’t
live without him. She was 13. That says
a lot about our culture. Holy moly! That
was more shocking to me than his death.
PLAYBOY: Drugs and 13-year-old girls
were in the news not long ago in the
case of Roman Polanski. What was your
reaction to thar?

WINKLER: With that 13-year-old girl? The
mother said, I OK the photograph, but
I didn’t OK the rape? It happens all
the time. That's just the way it is. Lewis
Carroll wrote Alice’s Adventures in Won-
derland, which everybody reads as a das-
sic, and what did he do? He used 1o take
pictures of little girls, oo, and seduce
them, or try to. It's not a new problem.



Roman Polanski does what he has o do.
He makes good movies.

PLAYBOY: You were angry about Prinze
but feel no sense of anger about Polanskiz
WINKLER: For reportedly raping a 13-year-
old girl? Thirteen-year-old girls in Holly-
wood, California, and other places in
this country are not 13-year-old girls that
we used o know.

PLAYBOY: What are the differences you
see between Kids today and when you
were that age?

WINKLER: I think it's the knowledge in
put. Kids are much more m])histic:ttcd
now. 'l'h(’)' know more, have cxlmricliur{l
more. And at 13, they're 29 years old. It's
really a bummer. A shame.

PLAYBOY: When you were younger, what
rned you on? Looking at picures in
National Geographic? rLavnoy: Reading
Henry Miller?

WINKLER: My sister’s [riends.

FLAYBOY: How old were they?

WINKLER: Four years older than I was. It’s
fun for me 10 see a magazine with a
niked lady. On the other hand, anything
that I can’t put in my mouth for real.
why do I want to look at it in ink?
PLAYBOY: To tickle your imagination,

perhaps?
WINKLER: We abuse the thought of sex so
that it perveris isell. Sex is as natural

to human beings as building a nest is to
birds. I mean, you know how 1o do it
from the minute you're born: you just
have to wait until it all works togeiher.
II you feel an urge, if it comes [rom the
depth of your very soul, people should
acknowledge that, rather than say, “Oh,
no, I'm not horny. I'm not turned on. I
don’t have an erection at this moment,
even though it's busting my zipper loose
at the seams. No, T don’t desire that
woman, I don’t see her breasts dripping
from her dress.” If we didn’t deny it so,
it wouldn't abuse 1tself so.
PLAYBOY: Does any kind of sex turn you
oft?
WINKLER: T don't know. I was in New
York City and they had this program on
cable television about bondage, sadomas-
ochism. They weren’t kidding around.
They really ued this guy up to a swol
and slapped, beat and Kicked him. I was
appalled and. after a while, I had 1o turn
it oft. T literally could not watch any-
more.
PLAYBOY: Do you have sexual [antasies?
WINKLER: I guess so. Except I always must
be comfortable. When I imagine people
doing it on the beach, I think of all that
sand getting in your underwear. Some-
how, I always sce the practical side and
the romance is taken right out of it. Of
course, il I had a blow-up matwress on
the beach, T could deal with it
PLAYBOY: When did you first get into sex?
WINKLER: I lost my virginity in summer
school, in high school. I was 17. 1 did not
graduate with the rest of my class, he-
cause I didn’t pass geomerry. I failed it
(continucd on page 136)
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fiction

By JOHN LE CARRE

Jerry Westerby, using cover as a South-
east Asia reporter for an English paper
(which he calls “the comic™), is actually a
British intelligence agent. He is looking
for, hrst:

Charlie Marshall, a half-Chinese pilot
for Indocharter, a small, ramshackle air-
line, and, second:

Ricardo, a Mexican-American, also an
Indocharter pilot, who was reported
killed in a crash but who may still be
alive. Ricardo undoubtedly has private
information about:

Drake Ko, a Chinese multimillionaire
operating a business empire (that in-
cludes Indocharter) from Hong Kong and
the recipient of Russian secret funds.
Close to him are:

Tiu, his right-hand thug, and:

Lizzte  Worthington, s beautilul,
blonde English mistress, whom Westerhy
yearns for.

FIRST LOOK

atanew novel

UUHABLE

oLHOOLBOY

OLIVE EARTH leaped at them and Jerry
saw bomb aaters spattered like egg spots
and the yellow lines from the tire tracks
of the convoys. As they landed feather
light on the pitted runway, the inevitable
nitked brown children splashed content-
edly in a mud-filled aater. He stepped
onto the trmac and as the heat hit him
with a slap, so did the roar of wransport
planes taking off and landing. Yet, [or
all that, he had the illusion of arriving
on a calm summer’s day. For in Pnom-
penh, like nowhere else Jerry had ever
been, war 1ook place in an atmosphere of

peace. He remembered the last time he

was here, before the bombing halt. A
group of Air France passengers bound
for Tokyo had been dawdling curiously
on the apron, not realizing they had
landed in a baule. No one told them
to take cover, no one was with them.
F-4s and -111s were screaming over the
airfield, there was shooting from the per-
meter, Air America choppers were land-
ing the dead in nets like frightful catches
from some red sea and a Boeing 707, in
order to take olf, had to crawl across the
entire airfield, running the gauntlet in

the old plane limped
across the war-torn
landscape and the
agent drank scotch
with its weird pilot,
trying to get
answers british
intelligence needed
—from a new
blockbuster novel by
the author of *'tinker,
tailor, soldier, spy™

ILLUSTRATIONS BY ALAMN MAGEE
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For a second, they saw
each other—the bearded
man raising the AK-47
and Jerry already falling
to the tarmac—before
bullets ripped and whined
across the cratered airfield.

slow motion. Spellbound, Jerry had
watched her lollop out of range of the
ground fire, and all the way he waited for
the thump that would tell him she had
been hit in the tail. Bur she kept going, as
if the innocent were immune, and disap-
peared into the untroubled horizon.

Now, ironically, with the end so close,
he noticed that the accent was on the
cirgo of suivival. On the larther side of
the airficid, huge chartered allsilver
American cargo planes, 707s and big four-
engined turboprop C-130s, were landing
and taking off in a clumsy, dangerous
shuttle as they brought the ammunition
and rice in from Thailand and Saigon.
On his hasty walk to the terminal, Jenry
saw two landings and each time he held
his breath, waiting lor the late back-
charge of the jets as they fought and
shivered to a halt inside the shelier of
carth-filled ammunition boxes at the solt
end of the landing strip. Even before they
stopped, flight handlers in Hak jackets
and helmets had converged like unarmed
platoons to wrest their precious sacks
from the holds.

Yer even these bad omens could not
destroy Jerry's pleasure at being back.

“Vous vestez combien de temps, mon-
sieur?” the immigration oflicer inquired.

“Toujours, sport,” said Jerry., “Long
as yow'll have me. Longer.” He thought
of asking after Charlie Marshall then and
there, but the airport was stiff with police
and spooks of every sorr and as long as
he didn’t know what he was up against,
it seemed wise not to advertise his in-
terest. There was a colorful array of old
aircraft with new insignia, but he couldn’t
see any belonging to Indocharter. whose
registered colors. Craw had told him at
the valedictory briefing just belore he
Ieft Hong Kong, were believed 1o be
Ko’s racing colors: gray and pale blue.

He wok a taxi and rode in front,
gently declining the driver's courteous
offers of girls, shows, clubs, boys. The
flimboyants made a luscious arcade of
orange against the slwe monsoon sky. He
stopped at a haberdasher 1o change mon-
ey au cours flexible, a 1erm he loved. The
money-changers used to be Chinese, Jerry
remembered. This one was Indian: The
Chinese get out carly, but the Indians
stay to pick the carcass. Shantviowns lay
left and right ol the road. Refugees
aouched everywhere, cooking. dozing in
silent groups. A ring of small children
sat passing around a cigaretee.

“Nous sommes un uillage avec une
population des millions,” saxid the driver
i his awkward French.

An army convoy drove at them, head-
lights on, sticking to the center of the
road. The wxi driver obediently pulled
into the dirt. An ambulance brought up
the rear, both doors open. The bodies
were stacked leer outward, legs like pigs’
wrotters, marbled and bruised. Dead or

alive, it scarcely mattered. They passed a
cluster of stilt houses smashed by rockets
and entered a provincial French square:
a restaurant, an dpicerie, a charculerie,
advertisements for Byrrh and Coca-Cola.
On the curb, children squatted, watching
over liter wine boutles hlled with stolen
penol. Jerry remembered that, too: That
wis what had happened in the shellings.
The shells touched off the petrol and the
result was a blood bath. It would happen
again this time. Nobody learned any-
thing, nothing changed. the olfal was
cleared away by morning.

“Stop!” said Jerry and on the spur of
the moment handed the driver a piece ol
paper on which he had written down the
Bangkok bookshop's address for Charlie
Marshall. He had imagined he should
creep up on the place at dead of night.
but in the sunlight there seemed no point
ﬂllyl’llﬂl’e.

“Y aller?” the driver asked, wurning 1o
look at him in surprise.

“That's it, sport.”

“Vous connaissez celte maison?”

“Chum of mine.”

“A vous? Un ami a vous?”

“Press,” said Jerry, which explains any
lunacy.

The driver shrugged and pointed the
car down a long boulevard, past the
French cathedral, into a mud road lined
with courtyard villas that became quickly
dingier as they approached the edge of
town. Twice Jerry asked the drviver what
was special about the address, but the
driver had lost his charm and shrugged
away the questions. When they stopped,
he insisted on being paid off and drove
away racing the gear changes in rebuke.
It was just another villa, the lower half
hidden behind a wall pierced with a
wrought-ivon gate. Jerry pushed the bell
and heard nothing. When he tried to
lorce the gate, it wouldn't move. He
heard a window slam and thought, as he
looked quickly up, that he saw a brown
face slip away behind the mosquito wire,
Then the gate buzzed and yielded and he
walked up a few steps to a tiled veranda
and another door, this one of solid teak
with a tiny shaded grille for looking out
but not in. He waited, then hammered
heavily on the knocker and heard the
echoes bounding all over the house. The
door was double, with a join at the center.
Pressing his Face to the gap, he saw a suip
of tiled Hoor and 1wo steps, presumably
the last two steps of a staircase. On the
lower of these stood two smooth brown
Ieet, naked, and two bare shins, but he
saw no farther than the knees.

“Hullo!™ he velled, still at the gap.
“Bonjour! Hullo!” And when the legs
still did not move: “Je suis un ami de
Charlie Marshall! Madame, monsicur, je
suts un ami anglais de Charlie Mayshall!
Je veux lui parler.”

He wok out a five-doltar bill and
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shoved it through the gap. but nothing
happened, so he ook it back and instead
tore a piece of paper [rom his notebook.
He headed his message “To Captain C.
Marshall” and introduced himsell by
name as “a British journalist with a pro
posal 10 our mutual interest” and gave
the address of his hotel. Threading this
note also through the gap. he looked for
the brown legs again, but they had van-
ished, so he walked till he found a eyclo,
then rode in the oydlo till he found a caby;
and, no, thank you, no. thank you. he
didn’t want a girl—except that, as usual,
he did.

The hotel used to be the Royal. Now it
was the Pnom. A flag was flving [rom
the masthead, bwt its grandeur already
looked desperate. Signing himself in, he
saw living flesh basking around the court-
yard pool and once more thought of
Lizzie. For the givls, this was the hard
school, and if she'd carried liule packets
for Ricardo, then ten to one she'd been
through it. The pretuiest belonged 1o the
vichest, and the richest were Pnom-
penh’s Rotarian crooks: the gold and
rubber smugglers, the police chiels. the
big-fisted Corsicans who made neat deals
with the Khmer Rouge in mid-batde.
There was a leter waiting for him, the
flap not sealed. The receptionist. having
read it himsell, politely watched Jerry do
the same. A gili-edged invitation card
with an embassy crest invited him to din-
ner. His host was someone he had never
heard ol. Mystified, he turned the card
over. A saawl on the back read, “Knew
your [riend George ol the Guardian.”
and Guardian was the word that intro-
duced. Dinner and dead-letter hoxes, he
thought: what Sarratt, the school where
he'd been trained as an agent, scathingly
called the great Foreign Office discon-
nection.

“Teéléphone?” Jerry inguired.

“fl est Joutu, monsieur.”

“Electvicité?”

“Aussi foulue, monsicur, mais nous
avons beawcoup d'ean.”

“Rellere” said Jerry with a grin.

“Dans lu cour, monsieur.”

He walked into the gardens. Among
the flesh sat a bunch of waries [rom the
Fleet Steet heavies, drinking Scoteh and
exchanging hard siories. They  looked
like boy pilots in the Battde ol Britain
fighting a borrowed war and they watched
him in collective contempt for his upper-
class origins. One wore a white kerchiel
and lank hair bravely tossed back.

“Christ, it's the duke,” he said. “How'd
you get here? Walk on the Mekong?"

But Jerry didn’t want them; he wanted
Keller. Keller was permanent. He was a
wireman and he was American and Jerry
knew him from other wars. More partic-
ularly, no witlander newsman came 1o
town without putting his cause at Keller's

feet, and il Jerry was to have credibility.
then Keller's chop would supply it and
credibility was increasingly dear o him.
He found Keller in the an park. Broad
shoulders, gray-headed, one sleeve rolled
down. He was standing with his sleeved
arm stuffed into his pocket, warching a
driver hose out the inside of a Mercedes.

“Max. Super.’”

“Top-hole,” Keller said, alier glancing
at him, then went back to his watching.
Beside him stood a pair of slim Khmer
boys, looking like [ashion photographers
in high-heeled boots and bell-bottoms
and cameras dangling over their glitter-
ing, unbuttoned shirts. As Jerry looked
on. the driver stopped hosing and began
sorubbing the upholstery with an army
pack of lint that turned brown the more
he rubbed. Another American joined the
group and Jerry guessed he was Keller's
newest  siringer. Keller wentr  through
stringers lairly [ast.

“What happened?” said Jerry, as the
driver began hosing again.

“Two-dollar hero caught a very expen-
sive bullet,” said the swinger. “That's
what happened.” He was a pale Southern-
er with an air ol being amused and Jerry
was prepared to dislike him.

“Right. Keller?” Jerry asked.

“Photographer,” Keller said.

“One ol Keller's native picture war-
riors,” said the Southerner, still grinning,.

Keller's wive service ran a stable of
them. All the big services did: Cam-
bodian boys, like the couple standing
here. They paid them two U.S. dollars
to go to the lront and 520 for every
photo printed. Jerry had heard that Kel-
ler was losing them at the rate of one
a week.

“Took it dean through the shoulder
while he was runnizg and sooping.”
said the stringer. “Lost it through the
lower back. Went through him like grass
through a goose.” He seemed impressed.

“Where s he?” said Jerry for some-
thing to say. while the driver continued
to mop and hose and scrub.

“Dying right up the road there. What
happened, sce, l.'uup[c of weeks back.
those bastinds in the New York bureau
dug their toes in about medication. We
used to ship them to Bangkok. Not now.
Man, not now. Know something: Up
the road. they lie on the Aoor and have
1o bribe the nurses 1o bring them water.
Right, boys?™

The two Cambodians smiled policely.

“Want something, Westerby?” Keller
asked.

Keller's face was gray and pitted. Jerry
knew lim best from the Sixties in the
Congo. where Keller had burned his
hand pulling a kid out of a loiry. Now
the fingers were welded like a webbed
claw. but otherwise he looked the same.
Jerry remembered that incident best. be-

cause he had been holding the other end
of the kid.

“Comic wants me 10
round.” Jerry said.

“Can you sull do that="

Jerry laughed and Keller laughed and
they drank Scotch in the bar till the car
vas ready, chatting about old 1imes. At
the main entrance, they picked up a girl
who had been waiting all day. just for
Keller, a tall Californian with oo much
camera and long, vestless legs. As the
phones weren't working, Jerry insisted
on stopping ofl at the British embassy
so that he could reply to his invitation.
Keller wasn't very polite:

"You some kinda spook or something
these davs, Westerby, slanting your sto-
ries, arse-licking for deep background
and a pension on the side or some-
thing=" There were pzople who said that
was roughly Keller's position, bur there
are always people.

“Sure,” said  Jerry
it lor vears.”

The sandbags a1 the entrance were
new and new mmigrenade wires glisiened
in the teeming sunlight. In the lobby,
with the spine-breaking irrelevance that
only diplomats can quite achicve, a big
partitioned poster recommendod BRUTISIE
HIGH PERFORMANCE CARS 10 ¢ty porched
of fuel and supplied cheerful  photo-
graphs of several unavailable models.

“I will 1ell the counselor vou have ac-
cepted,” said the receptionsst solemuly.

The Mercedes smelled a linde warm
still from the blood, butr the driver had
turned up the air conditioning.

“Whau do they do in there. Westerby?”
Reller asked. “Knit or something?™

“Or something.” Jerry smiled, mainly
to the California givl.

Jerry sat in the [ront. Reller and the
girl 1 the back.

“OK. 50 hear this,” said Reller.

“Sure,” saud Jerry.

Jary had his notebook open and
scribbled while Keller talked. The givl
wore a short skirt and Jerry, glanciog
back, could see her thighs, Keller had his
good hand on her knee. Her name, ol all
things, was Lorraine and, like Jerry. she
was formally taking a swing through the
war sones for her group ol Western
dailies. Soon they were the only car. Soon
even the eyclos stopped. leaving them
peasants. and bicvcles. and bulfaloes,
the llowered bushes ol the approaching
countryside,

“Heavy fighting on all the main high-
wiays.” Keller intoned. at near dicuion
speed. “Rocket attacks at night.  plas-
tiques during the day. Lon Nol will
thinks he's God and the U5, Embassy
has hot flushes supporting him. then ry-
ing to throw him out.” He gave statistics,
ordnance, casualties, the scale ol ULS,
aid. He named generals known to be

take a look

amiably. “Been at




“That’s what I hate about small towns—all those tiny prying eyes.”
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selling American arms to the Khmer
Rouge, and generals who ran phantom
armies in order to claim the troops’ pay,
and generals who did both: “The usual
snafu. Bad guys are too weak to take
the towns, good guys are too crapped out
to take the countryside and nobody
wants to fight except the Coms. Students
ready to set fire to the place soon as
they're no longer exempt from the war,
food riots any day now, corruption like
there was no tomorrow, no one can live
on his salary, fortunes being made and
the place bleeding to death. Palace is
unreal and the embassy is a nuthouse,
more spooks than straight guys and all
pretending they've got a secret. Want
more?”

“How long do you give it?”

A week. Ten years.”

*“How about the airlines:”

“Airlines is all we have. Mekong's
good as dead, so’s the roads. Airlines
have the whole ball park. We did a
story on that. You see itz They ripped it
to pieces. Jesus,” he said 1o the girl.
“Why do I have to give a rerun for
the Poms?"”

“More,” said Jerry, writing.

“Six months ago, this town had hve
registered airlines. Last three months,
we got thirty-four new licenses issued
and there’s, like, another dozen in the
pipeline. Going rate is three million
riels to the minister personally and two
million spread around his people. Less if
you pay gold, less still if you pay abroad.
We're working route thirteen,” he said
to the girl. “Thought you'd like to take
a look.”

“Great,” said the girl, and pressed her
knees together, entrapping Keller's good
hand.

They passed a statue with one of its
arms shot off and after that, the road
followed the river bend.

“That's if Westerby here can handle
it,” Keller added as an afterthought.

“Oh, 1 think I'm in pretty good
shape,” said Jerry, and the girl laughed,
changing sides a moment,

“K.R. got themselves a new position
out on the far bank there, hon,” Keller
explained, talking to the girl in prefer-
ence. Across the brown, fast water, Jerry
saw a couple of T-28s poking around,
looking for something to bomb. There
was a fire, quite a big one, and the
smoke column rose straight into the sky
like a virtuous offering.

“Where do the overseas Chinese come
in?” Jerry asked. “In Hong Kong, no
one’s heard of this place.”

“Chinese control eighty percent of our
commerce, and that incudes airlines.
Old or new. Cambodian’s lazy, see, hon?
Your Cambodian’s content to take his
profit out of American aid. Your Chi-
nese aren't like that. Oh, no, siree.
Chinese like to work, Chinese like to

turn their cash over. They fixed our
money market, our transport monopoly,
our rate ol inflation, our siege economy.
War's getting to be a wholly owned
Hong Kong subsidiary. Hey, Westerby,
you still got that wife you told me about,
the cute one with the eyes:”

“Took the other road,” Jerry said.

“Too bad. She sounded real great. He
had this great wife,” Keller said to the
girl.

“How about you?” asked Jerry.

Keller shook his head and smiled at
the girl. “Care if I smoke, hon?” he
asked confidingly.

There was a gap in Keller's welded
claw that could have been drilled spe-
cially to hold a cigarette and the rim of
it was brown with nicotine. Keller kept
his good hand on her thigh. The road
turned to track and deep ruts appeared
where the convoys had passed. They en-
tered a short tunnel of trees and as they
did so, a thunder of shellfire opened to
their right and the trees arched like trees
in a typhoon.

“Wow!" the girl yelled. “Can we slow
down a little?” And she began hauling
at the straps of her camera.

“Be my guest. Medium artillery,” said
Keller. "Ours,” he added as a joke. The
girl lowered the window and shot off
some film. The barrage continued, the
trees danced, but the peasants in the
paddy didn’t even lift their heads. When
it died, the bells of the water buffaloes
went on ringing like an echo. They
drove on. On the near riverbank, two
kids had an old bike and were swapping
rides. In the water, a shoal of them were
diving in and out of an inner tube,
brown bodies glistening. The girl photo-
graphed them, too.

“You still speak French, Westerby? Me
and Westerby did a thing together in
the Congo a while back,” he explained
to the girl.

“I heard,” she said knowingly.

“Poms get education,” Keller ex-
plained. Jerry hadn’t remembered him
so talkative. “They get raised. That right,
Westerby? ‘Specially lords, right? Wester-
by's some kind of lord.”

“That’s us, sport. Scholars to a man.
Not like you hayseeds.”

“Well, you speak to the driver, right?
We got instructions for him, you do the
saying. He hasn't had time to learn
English yet. Go left.”

“A gauche,” said Jerry.

The driver was a boy, but he already
had the guide’s boredom.

In the mirror, Jerry noticed that
Keller's white claw was shaking as he
drew on the cigarette. He wondered if it
always did. They passed through a cou-
ple of villages. It was very quiet. He
thought of Lizzie and the clawmarks on
her chin. He longed to do something

plain with her, like taking a walk over
English fields. It touched him that she
had a fantasy about horses.

“Westerby.”

“Yes, sport?”

“That thing you have with your fin-
gers. Drumming them. Mind not doing
that? Bugs me. It’s repressive, somehow.”
He turned to the girl. “They been
pounding this place for vears, hon,” he
said expansively. “Years.” He blew out a
gust of cigarette smoke.

“About the airline thing,” Jerry sug-
gested, pencil ready to write again.
“What's the arithmetic?”

“Most of the companies take dry-wing
leases out of Vientiane. That includes
maintenance, pilot, depreciation but not
fuel. Maybe you knew that. Best is own
your own plane. That way, you have the
two things: You milk the siege and you
get your ass out when the end comes.
Watch for the kids, hon,” he told the
girl as he drew again on his cigarette.
“While there’s kids around, there won't
be trouble. When the kids disappear, it's
bad news. Means they've hidden them.
Always watch for kids.”

The girl Lorraine was fAddling with
her camera again. They had reached a
rudimentary check point. A couple of
sentries peered in as they passed, but the
driver didn’t even slow down. They ap-
proached a fork and the driver stopped.

“The river,” Keller ordered. “Tell
him to stay on the riverbank.”

Jerry told him. The boy seemed sur-
prised; seemed even about to object,
then changed his mind.

“Kids in the villages,” Keller was say-
ing, “kids at the front. No difference.
Either way, kids are a weather vane.
Khmer soldiers take their famnilies with
them to war as a matter of course. If the
father dies, there’ll be nothing for the
family anyway, so they might as well
come along with the military, where
there’s food. Another thing, hon, another
thing is, the widows must be right on
hand to claim evidence of the father's
death, right? That's a human-interest
thing for you, right, Westerby? If they
don't claim, the commanding officer will
deny it and steal the man's pay for him-
self. Be my guest,” he said, as she wrote.
“But don’t think anyone will print it
This war's over. Right, Westerby?”

“Finito,” Jerry agreed.

She would be funny, he decided. If
Lizzie were here, she would definitely
see a funny side and laugh at it. Some-
where among all her imitations, he reck-
oned, there was a lost original, and he
definitely intended to find it. The driver
drew up beside an old woman and asked
ler something in Khmer, but she put her
face in her hands and turned her head
away.

“Why'd she do that, for God® sakes?”

(continued on page 110)
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OT LONG AGO, when

Patti McGuire was
visiting our Chicago of-
fices, she happened to
mention that she had al-
ways wanted to take a
rafting trip down the Col-
orado River. Knowing a
good idea when it hits us
over the head, we prompt-
ly dispatched Playmate of
the Year Patti, Playmate
Hope Olson, Chicago
Bunny Cindy Russell and
Staff Photographer Rich-
ard Fegley to Las Vegas,
where they caught a small
plane to Marble Canyon,
Arizona, the starting point
of their adventure that
would take them 200 miles
down the river, through
the Grand Canyon.

It was, to say the least,
idyllic, especially for their
two guides. The girls soon
realized the [futility of
wearing clothes while ne-
gotiating turbulent rapids.
“Whenever we'd hit rap-
ids,” says Hope, “we'd all
get soaking wet; so after a
while, we'd just wear our
life jackets and nothing
underneath.” And since
the canyon is pretty much
deserted most of the
time—the group encoun-
tered only two other raft-
ing expeditions during the
entire five-day journey—
nudity became the order
not only of the day but of
the evening as well. On
just one occasion did they
feel the necessity to cover
up. “Once,” Patti told us,
“we came upon another
rafting company and it
was mainly older people,
so we threw on our clothes
real quick. The guides
said they might get upset.”
At another spot, they en-
countered a group of eight
rafters taking a nude
shower in one of the can-
yon’s hundreds of natural
waterfalls and, as Patti
puts it, “Since they were
naked, they sure didn't
care if we were.”

Our intrepid team of
rafters negotiated about
150 rapids in its motorized
pontoon craft (the raft
can hold up to 16 people).
Some rapids were fiercer
than others, but the most

The most turbulent set of
rapids (far left} encoun-
tered on the journey was
Lava Falls (the waves can
reach heights of 40 feet).
The rafters stayed aboard
by holding on to ropes
lashed to the hull. After
braving the white water,
our crew beaches the raft
{above) and prepares to
maoke camp, after which
Patti (left) brushes up on
some backwoods hygiene.
Later, the troops find a
friendly lizard (below).
"One night,"'" Patti recalls,
“‘a bee flew into Fegley's
sleeping bag and

stung him, but he was

the only casualty.”




dangerous was Lava Falls,
where the waves can go
up to 40 fe Ithough
they ran the Lava Falls
rapids with no trouble,
they did have a slight
problem at another white-
water spot when a towel
got caught in the raft’s mo-
tor. “We really needed the
motor, because there were
a lot of dangerous rocks,”
Patti recalls, “and when
the towel got caught in the
propeller, it stopped the
motor, so we were just
floating around for a
while among the rocks. 1
was a little scared, because
we casily could have
crashed, but one of the
guides finally untangled it
and we proceeded on
course.” At dusk, after a
hard day of rafting, the




After making camp, Patti and Hope get the evening's geology lesson from a
guide (left), who leads them through one of many side canyons. Above

and below, the ladies soak up some vitamin C. “'There were really only a
couple of days of sun," the girls say, “'but we all got great all-over tans.™




group would beach the
craft, set up camp and ei-
ther sun-bathe or explore
the side canyons. “One
day,” says Hope, “we an-
chored on a rocky hill and
Patti and I got off the raft
and almost stepped on a
rattlesnake that was sleep-
ing in one of the aevices.”
To which Patti adds, “I
almost had a heart attack.”
Other wildlife spotted dur-
ing the trip: a king snake,
a skunk (which actually
went up and sniffed the
girls’ ankles before run-
ning away), mountain
rams, a wide assortment of
lizards and, of course,
insects.

At the end of the five-
day journey, the girls and
the guides packed up their
gear and rode horses out
of the canyon (there’s no
other practical way to get
up the canyon walls).
How did the girls feel
about their experience?
“It was one of the most
exciting things I've ever
done,” Hope told us, “and
I'd do it again; but after
five days of roughing

it, 1 was ready for a
good home-cooked meal.”

Two hundred miles,
seven cases of beer and
five-and-a-half days
later, the rafters have
gotten to the falls at
Havasu Creek, near their
final destination. Cindy,
far left, and one of the
guides, left, celebrate
with some fancy diving;
Patti and Hope, opposite,
a little less adventurous,
let the water fall on them.
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WATER
RAMBLERS

going down the colorado
in a fat rubber raft

is strictly fun and
games. if you're looking
for adventure, try
shooting the rapids

in a dinky little dory

RIGHT-EYED and bushy-tailed, we
Bassemb]e at Lee's Ferry, Arizona,

on the banks of a cold green river.
Green because of microplankton. Cold
{49 degrees Fahrenheit) because this water
comes from the bottom of a dam 15 miles
upstream—Glen Canyon Dam. We are
bound for Pierce Ferry on Lake Mead,
280 miles down-river, through the Grand
Canyon of the Colorado.

(We're going to get their stinking dam,
by the way. We've got secret plans: un-
derground chemists working on the for-
mula for a new kind of acid that will
dissolve concrete underwater; the world's
biggest houseboat at Wahweap Marina,
above the dam, filled with fertilizer and
kerosene; a muralist from Mexico paint-
ing a jagged fracture down the dam’s
face. Long before it fills with mud, Glen
Canyon Dam is going to go—5,000,000
cubic yards of concrete—down the river.
All is ready but the printed announce-
ments.)

I turn my attention to the little boats,
the boatmen, my fellow passengers on
this suicidal journey down the river of
no return.

‘There are seven dories, bright, gaily
painted cralt; each is named after some

article

By EDWARD ABBEY

ILLUSTRATION BY DAN CLYNE




Dories ore named =
after natural
feotures
maimed or
destroyed.

Wolly looks like

he’s planning
to climb right aut
of the boat.

Gigontic ponioon barges are
piled high with noked humoans.
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natural feature destroyed or maimed by
the works of man. The Peace River
{damned in Canada), the Tapestry Wall,
the Moqui Steps, the Music Temple
(lovely places in Glen Canyon now sunk
beneath the waters of Lake Powell), the
Vale of Rhondda (mined in Wales) and
the Celilo Falls (Columbia River). The
boats are 17 feet long from stem to tran-
som, almost seven feet wide at the beam.
Five are made of wood, one of fiberglass,
one of aluminum. Closed hatches at bow,
midships and stern make them virtually
unsinkable—we are told. 1 don't believe
it for a moment. “Virtually” unsink-
able. Virtually, indeed. What sinister
ambiguities are contained in that sly
equivocation?

I'm looking for a way to creep off un-
noticed when my escape is interdicted
by the approach of two fellow passen-
gers. Some fellows. One is a dark-brown,
exotic wench in a tigerskin bikini; she
has the eyes and hair of Salome and
breasts like two roebuck gamboling on
the playing fields of the Lord. The other
is a tall, trim sloop of a girl with flaxen
hair, a mouth that promises—well, every-
thing—and elegant thighs emerging from
the skimpiest pair of Levi cutofis I have
ever seen.

I pause, hesitate, reconsider. This is a
serious assignment. I've been paid real
money for this job, money I've already
spent, virtually unrefundable. Following
my bowsprit back to the beach, I join
the crowd around Wally Rist, the head
boatman, who is demonstrating—on Sa-
lome—the proper way to fasten a life
Jacket.

An hour later, all too soon, we are
launched forth on the mad and complex
waters.

Five miles down-river from Lee's Fer-
ry. we glide beneath the bridge, 467 feet
above us, that spans Marble Gorge. Some
Navaho kid up there, bored with trying
to sell clay pots to the tounsts, lobs a
rock. It crashes into the water ten feet
from our boat. Can’t blame the Indians,
just normal ethnic hatred, but our boat-
man, John Blaustein, picks up the pace a
bit, heaving at the oars, until we are safe-
ly out of range.

Entering here over a century ago, Ma-
jor John Wesley Powell wrote as follows
in his diary:

August 5, 1869—With some feel-
ing of anxicty we enter a new can-
yon this morning. We have learned
to observe closely the texture of the
rock. In softer strata we have a quiet
river, in harder we find rapids and
falls. Below us are the limestones
and hard sandstones which we found
in Cataract Canyon. This bodes toil
and danger.

The Kaibab limestone formation rises
on either side of us, forming walls that

cut off most of the sky. We float through
a monstrous defile 1000 feet deep; 2000
feet deep? From ahead comes the deep,
toneless vibration of the first major rap-
id. Badger Rapid. The sound resembles
that of a freight train approaching
through a tunnel. On the standard boat-
man’s scale of one to ten, this rapid is
rated at four to six. Of intermediate dif-
ficulty. Staring, we see the river come to
an edge and vanish. Curling waves leap
above that edge. Rist, in the first boat,
stands up for a good look, sits down,
turns his bow forward and slides over the
glassy rim of water. His boat disappears.
He disappears. Two more dories follow.
They disappear. Our turn.

“Buckle up,” commands John.

I and the three other passengers in the
dory fasten our life jackets. John stands
in the center of the boat, reading the
water. Pooled behind the wall of boulders
that forms the rapid, the river slows, mov-
ing with sluggish ease toward the drop.
The roar grows louder.

John seats himself, the dory slides down
the oily tongue of the rapid, holes and
boils and haystack waves exploding all
around uvs. John makes a perfect run
down the middle. One icy wave reaches
up and slaps me in the chest, drenches
my belly, groin and private parts. Cold!
The shock of it. But we are through, rid-
ing the choppy tail of the rapid. John
catches the eddy on the right and with a
few delt strokes brings our boat to the
beach. The other boats join us. Boatmen
and passengers clamber ashore. Here we
shall make camp for our first night on
the river. We haven’t gone far, but then,
we didn’t get started till noon today.

The cooks begin at once preparing
supper. Our cooks are two able and
handsome young women named Jane
and Kenly. Both are competent oarsmen
as well, but because of their employer
(Martin Litton of Portola Valley, Califor-
nia), they are confined to the role of cook.
They don't seem to mind. Good policy,
anyway, I'm thinking; after all, if we
allow women to do anything men can
do, what remains of the ancient dignity
of being a mant We have to draw the
line somewhere. Fair but firm, that’s the
rule. Keep them down, I say, beat them
down with oars and anchor chains, if
need be, with vigorous blows about the
head and shoulders, but keep them down.

After dinner—pork chops, applesauce,
salad, etc., the etc. in my case being
a mug of Ronrico 151—the boatman
called Sharky digs out his ukulele and
his kazoo and announces a party. Dark-
ness settles in, the campfire blazes higher,
decorum decays. Salome dances in the
sand. The tall slim girl in the cutoff cut-
offs stands somewhat aloof, watching us
all with a scornful smile on her lovely

face. We sing the kind of songs people
sing on river trips, we talk, we smoke our
long cigars, we watch the fire.

The tall girl leaves us, walking up the
dunes into the shadows toward her bed.
I resolve 1o follow. One more nip on the
Ronrico and two more songs and then
I slink away, unobserved, I hope, and
trail her footsteps in the sand. In the dim
starlight, I find her lying on top of her
slecping bag, naked as a nymph. She says
nothing as I unroll my bag beside hers,
undress and lie down next to her. Two
shooting stars trace lingering parabolas
of blue fire across the sky. From below
rises the sound of rowdy music. Crickets
chirp. I reach out and touch the girl,
softly, on her warm, rounded hip.

“Took you long enough to get here,”
she says.

*Sorry, honey.”

°

We wake early in the morning to the
sound of Rich Turner, boatman, playing
his recorder. Greensleeves, Foggy, Foggy
Dew, Amazing Grace—sweet, simple
tunes that float like angelic voices through
the great natural echo chamber under
the canyon walls. We pass without trauma
from our dreams into the day, the wilder-
ness and desert and river.

Great blue herons rise before us, flap
down-river, find another perch and wait
until we herd them on again. Ravens
croak, canyon wrens sing a glissando and,
in the thickets on the bank, we spot a
blue grosbeak, an ash-throated flycatcher,
a sparrow hawk. John rows and rests.
Waterdrops fall from his oars and tinkle
on the surface of the placid river. An
enormous stillness fills the canyon.

Then the sound of motors. “Baloney
boats,” says John. We look upstream and
see a huge silver-gray rubber raft come
barging around the bend, bearing down
on us. Swarming with people, it looks
like a floating anthill. John pulls our
dory aside to let it pass. At full throttle,
the thing roars by. Followed a minute
later by a second and a third. Western
River Expeditions, Salt Lake City. The
wilderness mass-transit system. The three
baloneys swerve around the bend below
and vanish. Oil slicks glisten on the wa-
ter. Gasoline fumes hover on the air,
slowly dissipating. Gradually, the quiet re-
turns. We talk about birds, rocks, rapids.

Ah, yes, the rapids. Here they come
again. We run Soap Creek Rapid, rated
five to six, and Salt Water Wash, where
Frank M. Brown was drowned in 1889,
surveying for a railroad that was never
built. Sheerwall Rapid (two to three).
House Rock Rapid (seven to eight). The
ratings vary, depending on the volume
of river flow. Most rapids are easier in
high water; this river is low.

{continued on page 114)



“Hi, honey—you’re goin’ to have to shove over a bit.”

91






EVENTER, HOLLAND. June 1976. What
was a few months earlier a city on the
verge of bankruptcy now resembles
a city under siege. Dutch, German,
British soldiers stalk cobblestone roads. Tanks,
jeeps, a variety of military vehicles squat swollen
and ominous atop the modest Wilhelmina Bridge
above the IJssel River. A row of bombed-out
buildings sits on the Zandpoort almost directly
underneath, while a carpet of rubble extends
from the foot of these buildings across the under-
pass. This siege is the biggest thing to hit
Deventer since the oil arisis.

You see, producer Joseph E. Levine has come
to town. And he has brought with him World
War Two as the star of 4 Bridge Too Far—at
$25,000,000, the most expensive independent
film venture ever. Based on Cornelius Ryan's
best seller, A Bridge Too Far is a detailed ac-
count of the September 1944 Battle of Amhem,
at which the combined British and American air-
borne and ground armies, attempting to capture
the Arnhem Bridge (for which Levine has sub-
stituted the Wilhelmina) and end the war by
Christmas, suffered staggering defeat—almost
twice as many casualties as on D day—at the
hands of the already-broken German forces, For
audiences who can’t take their war films straight,
Levine has tagged his epic “pacifist” in intent
and has spiced it with 14 of the most imposing
box-office biggies ever signed for one picture:
Dirk Bogarde, James Caan, Michael Caine, Sean
Connery, Edward Fox, Elliott Gould, Gene
Hackman, Anthony Hopkins, Hardy Kruger,
Laurence Olivier, Ryan O'Neal, Robert Red-
ford, Maximilian Schell and Liv Ullmann. He
has also peopled Deventer with a 150-man crew,
members of the Royal Dutch Army, British Red
Devils (paratroopers), Dutch university students
and thousands of inhabitants from north-central
Holland. -

Yet what in spring has promised to be a glori-
ous clash of million-dollar egos, a cradle of hot-
shot gossip, is aborted by a shooting schedule
where stars’ commitments are staggered and
isolated, where their entrances and exits are pre-
cisely coordinated so that they pass one another

if you liked world war two,
youw’ll love “a bridge too far,”

since they cost about the same

ILLUSTRATION BY VINCENT TOPAZIO
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like cars shooting by on the Los Angeles
Freeway. In the course of time, the proc
ess of film making inadvertently dimin-
ishes its individuals, who simply function
as cogs in a complicated machine.

L]

June 14, Monday. Today the unit
shoots at the headquarters of British
Lieutenant Colonel Frost, one of the
bombed-out buildings on the Zandpoort.
Hopkins, Schell and Kruger are working
this week. Caan has already finished his
three-week stint and cleared out pronto.
The construction crew, all tough and
beefy boys, chuckle at having to build
a wooden steer so that Caan—a mem-
ber of the Rodeo Cowboys’ Association—
could practice his lassoing between takes.

Twenty-odd people are crowding atop
the debris-strewn roof of Frost’'s house—
crew, actors and Levine’s son and co-
producer, Richard, who is now engaging
in a fierce diatribe against lousy house-
hold help and incompetent secretaries.
Hopkins, who won a 1975 Emmy for
his TV portrayal of Bruno Hauptmann
m The Lindbm’gh Kidnapping Case, has
the plum role of Lieutenant Colonel
Frost, the officer required to hold the
Arnhem Bridge until other Allied units
arrived. Now Hopkins sits patiently to
the side between takes. He lifts his
head 1o the hot sun, dosing his eyes
as if In meditation, seemingly obliv-
ious of the coarse British uniform, the
bandages and weapons encumbering his
frame. It's meditation, of sorts, he ex-
plains; the notion intrigues him: “Often
I see a white light in the middle of my
forehead,” he smiles. Hopkins has lost
about 30 pounds since he appeared on
Broadway in Equus three years ago. Then
he was known as difficult; now he's
placid, a lamb. “I used to be arrogant,
driven by power; it doesn't matter any-
more; | do the job and do the best I can.
I'm not consumed by it,” he says.

Director Richard Attenborough, small,
tranquil, with an Irish cap pulled over
wide blue eyes, orders close-ups of Hop-
kins. The sparkers (lighting technicians)
set up, another 20 minutes. They take.
And again.

“Tomny, dear, were you aware your eye
was runninge” Attenborough asks.

“Was it?” Hopkins replies. ' Just dust.”
Someone from make-up rubs Vaseline on
his face, then adds a dab of blood that
is described as “a combination of Nes-
café and Kensington gore.” They take,
print, then strike the set and move the
equipment.

That afternoon, the setup is on the
second floor of Frost’s house. Two prop
men spray cans of dirty water on the

walls. Special effects has a controlled fire
coming up. About 40 extras and tech-
nicians mill about the rubble, ignoring
the clouds of plaster and dust that de-
scend to coat already-settled plaster and
dust. This time, Hopkins® scene requires
a short-wave radio conversation with
Connery, who plays Scoutish Commander
Urqubart. Connery isn’t due on location
yet, so Attenborough reads his lines.
Again, take after take. Hopkins is sup-
posed 1o be dodging bullets and gunfire.

“Tony, dear,” Attenborough cajoles,
*“could you move a little to the left and,
darling, could you remember to duck on
the word reassurance?”

They take. Tony ducks.

“Thank you, darling.” The “thank
you” is a caress. Attenborough talks like
that to his actors and crew, always a
“dear” or “darling” or “love,” always a
“good morning, Angelface” or “Ducky.”
Seductive, unruffled, rarely patronizing;
never without a pleasant word. The crew
adores him.

One assistant  director (a.d) who'd
cewed for Stanley Kubrick on Barry
Lyndon ofters, “I wouldn’t work with
Kubrick again if I had to burn in hell.
But Richard, Richard’s a genius, a won-
derful man. Kubrick, though, with all
that money and time at his disposal, to
make a picture that's pretty but not com-
mercial . . . " Hard-nosed priorities and
standards; movies, these [ellows know,
have nothing to do with art. The tech-
nicians are fond of pointing out that,
despite extraordinary technical logistics,
Attenborough is keeping A Bridge Too
Far precisely on schedule. According to
another veteran on the crew, that is "a
bloody miracle.”

During tea break, Hopkins removes his
helmet and climbs over cables, mattresses
and a cake tray that has slid to the floor,
smearing whipped cream into the chalky
plaster. He is staking out private space
for himself in a sooty window seat. “I'd
never played a soldier before,” he says.
“I read this book—no, that's a lie; 1 read
parts of the book, then decided to just
listen 1o Dickie Attenborough and get on
with it. The funny thing is that with this
part, you can't do any psychological
preparation the way I usually de. Here,
vou must speak your lines and get off,
hecause there are tanks all around. T
usuilly wear carplugs when they siart
firing the guns.” (Later, what Hopkins
means by preparation becomes evident.
The margins of his script for Audrey
Rose, which he shot following Bridge, are
cluttered with annotations regarding mo-
tivation, psychological observation and
character background, all made in a small,
tight handwriting.)

Sound engineer Simon Kaye teases
Hopkins about poor enunciation, warn-
ing that he'll have to redub all the
dialog. Hopkins, whose breathless voice
quality is as velvety close to Richard
Burton's as anybody’s in the business,
counters with the question: “What's
Connery's diction like?”

Sound man Kaye: “Perfect. Fine. Scot-
tish.”

“Burton?”

“Fine.”

“Olivier?’

“Fine.”

“Ah,” Hopkins responds, then shrugs,
leans back into the window seat and pulls
his helmet down over his face.

June 15, Tuesday. By ten A.M., the
Zandpoort looks like the railway depot
in Gone with the Wind. Hundreds of
Dutch students have been bussed in from
Nijmegen at sunrise and are being paid
86 gulden- per day to be uniformed,
bandaged, splinted, slinged, greased with
Nescalé and Kensington gore and de-
posited on rock heaps surrounding the
house. A make-up man comes by with a
bag of white dust and slaps it onto the
red berets and green camouflage suits of
Frost’s troops. Hours slip by. Cinema-
tographer Geoffrey Unsworth oversees the
sparkers. Special effects reviews plans for
detonating explosives.

Colonel Waddy, the flm's British mili-
tary advisor, stands near one of the light-
ing vans, looking like a fish out of water.
This ultraconservative British career of-
ficer is an old-line military stickler who
reminisces about “our war against the
Jews,” referring to the post—World War
Two embargo on Jewish immigration to
Palestine. Waddy claims that the real
Battle of Arnhem was a travesty: “Within
maybe 10, 20 or 30 seconds of the Allies’
first air landing in Arnhem, it was all
over,” he observes. “The Allies ran into
impossible luck from the beginning,
when their troops landed in full view of
German Field Marshal Model's window,
where he happened to be standing at that
exact moment. Arnhem, to be blunt, was
a bloody massacre.”

Waddy is not exactly boasting about the
accuracy of A Bridge Too Far. “Fve been
told that movies just can’t afford to be
so exact,” he sighs. “For instance, when
the tanks approach the bridge, we filmed
them, oh, 30 or 40 yards apart. In real
life, tanks never travel so close 10 one
another, they keep a distance of at least
200 yards. But it would take hours to get
the scene on film.” He shakes his head,
resigned. Gnawing inaccuracies. Diplo-
matic disapproval.

The real General Frost had paid a

(continued on page 146)



" KILLTHEM AND EAT THEM

WHATEVER HAPPENED 10 Him and Her, the robotlike visitors from outer space who were said to be re-
cruiting migrant labor for other parts of the universe? Crowds gathered where they were rumored
about to appear: and there were newspaper reports of people getting rid of all cheir carthly belongings
in preparation for the big move and then disuppcaring. Despite the intense coverage by the media,
certain questions never seem to have been asked. Who gave them permission to land? Did they register
as aliens? Exactly what is our position on visitors from outer space?

I think we should kill them and cat them. There is no law against it, and it may be not merely
our right but our duty. The lesson of history is quite clear. When a technologically superior culture
encounters a technologically inferior culture, high tech rapes low tech.  (concluded on page 156 )

® ILLUSTRATION BY DOUG TAYLOR ®



august’s julia lyndon is
a high-riding equestrienne and
the fastest phone in the west

FIRD ONAWILRL

“Horseback riding was my first great

passion. I love being in control. My

girlhood dream was to ride in the Olympics.

That got sidetracked by study and work,

but sometimes I still dream of being in

96 an avena, under the lights, alone.”

PHOTOGRAPHY BY
PHILLIP DIXON

JULIA LYNDON is a serious infor-
mation freak, a one-woman rumor-
control center. And from the

sound of the telephone ringing,
everyone in the world has her
number. Calm, competent, our
August gatefold girl juggles calls
from Rome, Montreal, Provincetown,
Los Angeles and Chicago, setting up
a lunch date with one of her former
teachers (“the one who went nude
swimming at Truro Beach”), return-
ing a business call from her copy
writer (“It’s not urgent; I was just
making a bit of a panic”), cross-
referencing two friends alone in a
distant city (“I've already told her
you'll call”) and planning a rendez-
vous in Hollywood (“We can

spend a day at the Malibu

Riding and Tennis Club”). The

tool of Julia's trade is one of

Ma Bell's best: a push-button
phone with accessories for call for-
warding, conference calls and

call holding. “If someone 1is trying to
reach me while I'm on the phone,
which I usually am, I hear a beep,
ask my party to hold, press the
receiver and ask the second caller to
hold. Sort of like tag-team tele-
phoning.” In a sense, Julia is in
competition with the phone
company. She is in San Francisco for
a year, putting together a hip
Yellow Pages, a directory of chic
shops, haute restaurants and
genuinely good places to go: “Are
you interested in circus antiques

and neat things? Try Hot Flash of
America on Upper Market. What
about Sherlock Holmes? You look
like the type who likes detective
stories, There's a bar and Holmes
museum in Grosvenor Towers. We









can go there for drinks after

dinner.” Over a fine French meal

at L'Eroile, Julia explains her fasci-
nation with and energetic pursuit

of information. “It probably began
in high school. I went to a small
girls' school in Upstate New York.
There were 300 courses available.
You designed your own curriculum.
When nothing's required, when

vou are doing what you've chosen,
you have to devote all your

energy to it. You can't make excuses.
The cat can't eat your homework.

I was tutored in Italian, Japanese
history, Shakespeare. 1 booked
movies for the film society. I was in
pre-Olympic training for the
equestrian team. But then I discov-
ered cities. I began to major in
weekends. Every Friday, my girl-
friend and I would journey down

to New York to see the Juilliard
Quartet or to attend a pgallery
opening or a literary party. I fi-
nanced those weekends by play-

ing high-stakes backgammon in the
parlors near Washington Square.

I was hustling backgammon before
Hel ever heard about the game.
Also, on the Upper East Side I re-
sold Victorian lace dresses that I
found in Village thrift shops. I had a
thing for Paul Poiret—a turn-of-
thecentury dress designer—and 1
would sort through discard bins,

“Have you ever read “Tale of
Genji’ or ‘The Sailor Who Fell
from Grace with the Sea’? I like
the Japanese sense of sex as
ritual. The slow-motion eroticism
of a tea ceremony. Tiny acts
performed with great care.”













hoping to uncover an original. I did find one.
The rest was profit. But I learned a basic survival
skill by the time I was 14. I learned to
personalize the city. When I go out, I make a
point of meeting the person responsible for

my evening’s pleasure. The owner or chef at a
restaurant. The artist whose work I admire

at an opening or the man who runs the gallery.
I ry to add a who to the where. That way,

I'm always visiting friends. It's a one-on-one
relationship. Essentially, that’s what I'm doing

in San Francisco right now. I don't love this city,
but I know it on a first-name basis.” The talk
moves on—a connect-the-digression rap involving
the sensc of theater in Los Angeles, the sig-
nificance of spiral staircases, Japanese litcrature,
the Italian commedia dell'arte, writing (she
keeps a loose-leaf notebook of events that seemed
to have been staged for her benefit) and,

finally, back to names. “I have on occasion used
an alias, Once, my girlfriend had her heart

set on going to the Rainbow Room in New York
for Easter Sunday brunch. The maitre de
looked at these two teenage girls, arched his
eyebrow and asked, ‘Do you have a reserva-
ton? My friend was about to turn and leave, but
[ grabbed her hand. *Yes, I'm sure my mother
called in from Tarrytown.' ‘What's the name#
‘Rockefeller.” ‘Right this way.” We had the

best table. Now, whenever 1 go back, I get
treated like a Rockefeller. 1 guess this

pictorial blows that, right?” Yes. We can
imagine the gatefold stapled to the maitre de’s
station at the Rainbow Room, with the
warning: “This girl is not who she claims to
be.” But we suspect she’ll get a table,

.

“I don’t think breaking up with people is cause to lose
their companionship. If they were good to begin with,
they are still good. So old lovers become new friends

and new friends become lovers. It goes on.”
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Darling," murmured the girl o her fancé,
“when did you frst realize that you really
loved me?"”

“I suppose, dear,” whispered the man tender-
ly, “it was when I started getting angry with
the other guys in the office for calling vou a
lousy lay.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines pickle as a
Phallus Diller.

Two octogenarians were passing the time of day
on a park bench. “Tell me,” said one, “at your
age, (E» you still have sex?”

“I do,” replied the other oldster, “especially
in the wintertime. I like a good screw when it's
cold.”

“You had sex last winter, then?”

=~

“Ah—you call that a winter?

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines incestuous
lesbian sisters as nibbling siblings.

bt was a dear case of provocation, or even en-
trapment, your Honor,” testified the man
charged with indecent exposure,

“Explain that statement,” harrumphed the
judge.

“You see, this girl and I were drinking in a
bar and got to talking, and compatibility in
marriage came up and she asked me, ‘What do
you want most in a woman?’

*“So I showed her.”

The latest word on the male-grooming front is
that a brand-new pubic shampoo is to be called
Head and Boulders.

When a horny conductor namned Storrs
Had remouved the girl oboist’s drawers,
He exclmmed, climbing on,
“I've a privale baton
Thal I use for nonmusical scores!”

George is the same as ever,” gossiped the wife
on the telephone. “All he thinks about all
day long is sex.”

“Sex hasn't entered my mind today,” called
out her husband from his recliner. “I've been
thinking about you. dear.”

Bothered by uncontrollable erections, the
young man sought medical advice, but there
was little progress in curing his affliction. When
he arrived one day for a periodic consultation,
the physician was out on an emergency, but his
perky nurse, noting the patient’s condition,
took him into one of the examination rooms
for her own personal treatment. As the fellow
was leaving, the medical man returned. “Say,
there, doc¢,” the patient exclaimed, “after
you've done virtually nothing for me, I've just
had a session with that great little nurse of
yours—and she got results! What that girl has
between her legs you should have between your
ears!”

“Funny you should mention that,” retorted
the doctor, “because it so happens I frequently
do.”

An Indian tourist named Tonlo

Bought sex from a whore in Toronto,
But returned to the wild
Disappointed and riled—

In Toronto poor Tonto came pronio!

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines beach
foreplay as getting down to the clitty-gritty.
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There's an Amazonian slugger in a girls’ soft-
ball league who also puts out at the drop of a
suggestion. She's popularly known as the Sul-
taness of Twat.

I got married,” said the first tavern regular, “so
that I could get laid three, four, five times a
week.”

“That's funny,” said the second regular.
“That's why I got divorced.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send il on a posi-
card, please, to Party Jokes Edilor, PLAYROY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
1l. 60611. $50 unll be paid to the contribulor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“We'd better make it the Congress of the Jack Rabbit—

my husband’s due home in five minutes.” -



PLAYBOY

HDNDUH ABLE SEI-IDULEUY (continued from page 80)

“In battle, as in love, desire escalates. When you’ve
been machine-gunned, single rounds seem trivial.”

the girl cried angrily. “We didn’t want
anything bad. Jesus!”

“Shy,” said Keller in a flattening voice.

Behind them, the artillery barrage
fired another salvo and it was like a door
slamming, barring the way back. They
passed a wat and entered a market
square made of wooden houses. Saffron-
dad monks stared at them, but the girls
tending the stalls ignored them and the
babies went on playing with the Bantams.

*So what was the check point for?” the
girl asked, as she photographed. “Are
we somewhere dangerous now?”

“Getting there, hon, getting there,
Now, shut up.”

Ahead of them, Jerry could hear the
sound of automatic fire, M-16s and AK-47s
mixed. A jeep raced at them out of the
trees and at the last second veered, bang-
ing and tripping over the ruts. At the
same moment, the sunshine went out.
Till now, they had accepted it as their
right, a liquid, vivid light washed clean
by the rainstorms. This was March and
the dry season; this was Cambodia,
where war, like cricket, was played in
decent weather. But now black douds
collected, the trees closed around them
like winter and the wooden houses pulled
into the dark.

“What do the Khmer Rouge dress
like?” the girl asked in a quieter voice.
“Do they have uniforms?”

“Feathers and a G string,” Keller
roared. “Some are even bottomless.” As
he laughed, Jerry heard the taut strain
in his voice and glimpsed the trembling
claw as he drew on his cigarette. “Hell,
hon, they dress like farmers, for Christ's
sakes. ‘They just have these black
pajamas.”

“Is it always so empty?”

“Varies,” said Keller.

“And Ho Chi Minh sandals,” Jerry
put in distractedly.

A pair of green water birds lifted
across the track. The sound of firing was
no louder.

“Didn’t you have a daughter or some-
thing? What happened there?” Keller
said.

“She’s fine. Great.”

“Called what?"

“Catherine,” said Jerry.

“Sounds like we're going away from
it,” Lorraine said, disappointed. They
passed an old corpse with no arms. The
flies had settled on the face wounds in a
black lava.

“Do they always do that?” the girl

110 asked, curious.

.

“Do what. hon?*

“Take off the boots?”

“Sometimes they take the boots off,
sometimes they're the wrong damn size,”
said Keller, in another queer snap of
anger. “Some cows got horns, some cows
don’t, and some cows is horses. Now,
shut up, will youz Where you from:"

“Santa Barbara,” said the girl. Abrupt-
ly, the trees ended. They wurned a bend
and were in the open again, with the
brown river right beside them. Unbid-
den, the driver stopped, then gently
backed into the trees.

“Where's he going?” the girl asked.
“Who told him to do that?”

“I think he’s worried about his tires,
sport,” said Jerry, making a joke of it.

“At thirty bucks a day?" said Keller,
also as a joke.

They had tound a little baule. Ahead
of them, dominating the river bend,
stood a smashed village on high waste
ground without a living ree near it. The
ruined walls were white and the torn
edges yellow. With so little vegetation,
the place looked like the remnants of a
Foreign Legion fort and perhaps it was
just that. Inside the walls, brown lorries
clustered, like lorries at a building site.
They heard a few shots, a light ratle. It
could have been huntsmen shooting at
the evening flight. Tracer fashed, a trio
of mortar bombs struck, the ground
shook, the car vibrated and the driver
quietly rolled down his window while Jer-
ry did the same. But the girl had opened
her door and was getting out, one classic
leg after the other. Rummaging in a
black air bag, she produced a telephoto
lens, screwed it into her camera and
studied the enlarged image.

“That’s all there is?” she asked doubt-
fully. “Shouldn't we see the encmy, as
well? I don’t see anything but our guys
and a lot of dirty smoke.”

“Oh, theyre out the other side there,
hon,” Keller began.

“Can't we seer” There was a small
silence while the two men conferred
without speaking.

“Look,” said Keller. “This was just a
tour, OK, hon? The detail ol the thing
gets very varied. OK:”

“I just think it would be great to see
the enemy. I want confrontation, Max.
I really do. I like it.”

They started walking.

Sometimes you do it to save face,
thought Jerry, other times you just do it

because you haven't done your job un-
less you've scared yourself to death.
Other times again, you go in order to
remind yourself that survival is a fluke.
But mostly you go because the others go;
for machismo; and because in order to
belong, you must share. In the old days,
perhaps, Jerry had gone for more select
reasons. In order to know himself: the
Hemingway game. In order to raise his
threshold of fear. Because in batde, as in
love, desire escalates. When you have
been machine-gunned, single rounds
seem trivial. When you've been shelled
to pieces, the machine-gunning’s child’s
play, if only because the impact of plain
shot leaves your brain in place, where
the clump of a shell blows it through
your ears. And there is a peace: He
remembered that, too. At bad times in
his life—money, children, women all
adrift—there had been a sense of peace
that came from realizing that staying
alive was his only responsibility. But
this time—he thought—this time it’s the
most damn-fool reason of all, and that's
because I'm looking for a drugged-out
pilot who knows a# man who used to have
Lizzie Worthington for his mistress.
They were walking slowly, because the
girl in her short skirt had difhculty pick-
ing her way over the slippery ruts.

“Great chick,” Keller murmured.

“Made for it,” Jerry agreed dutifully.

With embarrassment, Jerry remem-
bered how in the Congo they used to be
confidants, confessing their loves and
weaknesses. To steady herself on the rut-
ted ground, the girl was swinging her
arms about.

Don’t point, thought Jerry, for Christ’s
sake, don’t point. That's how photogra-
phers get theirs.

“Keep walking, hon,” Keller said
shrilly. “Don’t think of anything. Walk.
Want to go back, Westerby?>”

They stepped around a little boy play-
ing privately with stones in the dust.
Jerry wondered whether he was gun-deaf.
He glanced back. The Mercedes was still
parked in the trees. Ahead, he could pick
out men in low firing positions among
the rubble, more men than he had real-
1ized. The noise rose suddenly. On the far
bank, a couple of bombs exploded in the
middle of the fire: The T-28s were trying
to spread the flames. A ricochet tore into
the bank below them, flinging up wet
mud and dust. A peasant rode past them
on his bicycle, serenely. He rode into the
village, through it and out again, slowly
past the ruins and into the trees beyond.
No one shot at him, no one challenged
him. He could be theirs or ours, thought
Jerry. He came into town last night,
tossed a plastique into a cinema, and now
he’s returning to his kind.

(conlinued on page 178)



Right: Bullhide and rubber
lace-up boot with padded col-
lar and rubber traction sole, by
Clarks of England, about $35.

FEET OF PLAY

WHAT TO PUT ON YOUR DOGS FOR FUN AND GAMES

attire By DAVID PLATT some vears aco, the sine qua
non of casual shoes was the penny loafer. Then expensive
leather tennis shoes started to show up off the court as much
as on, the whole world began to get hip and the age of jock-
look sportswear was born. That look kicked off a trend that
is particularly evidenced in today's footwear, as shoes de-
signed for all sorts of outdoor activities, from athletic fun
and games to hiking and camping, are currently being
worn for anything but what they were originally intend-
ed. Not only are they comfortable but the styles are sur-
prisingly good-looking and, of course, very functional.
As Neil Armstrong said, it's one giant step for mankind.

Above: Suede slip-on
half-boot with quilted
upper, by Pierre
Cardin for Smerling
Imports, about $60.

Right: Cushioned suede
oxford with padded
leather trim and
wedged crepe sole, by
Yerde, about $20.
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Left: Oil-tanned calfskin
oxford with rounded
5 iw toe, stitched trim, bumper
. . heel and crepe sole,
by Levi's for Feet, $35.
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Right: Calf-suede nylon-
cushioned running shoe
featuring honeycomb-
effect sole with flared
heel and padded heel

collar, by NIKE, $35.95. A

Left: Deerskin unlined
moccasin with stitched
trim, center seam and
crepe sole, by Quoddy
Moccasins, $28.
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Left: Cowhide oxford with angled toe and neg-
ative heel, by Roots Natural Footwear, $39.50.

Right: Quilted calfskin oxford with rounded toe,
stitch trim and wedged crepe sole, by Dexter, $34.

Right: Leather in-
sulated lace-up work
boot with traction
sole, by Dunham, R 1
about $59.95. COLLAGE ILLUSTRATIONS BY JOHN CRAIG




PLAYEROY

WHITE WATER RAMBLERS (continued from page 90)

“Far above the river are the aluminum scraps of two

airliners that collided above the Grand Canyon.”

We hit no rocks but plunge through
plenty of waves. Soaked with icy water,
burning under the sun, we bail out the
boat, gaze up at the towering walls and
hurry on, borne forward by the hastening
current. In the late afternoon, chilled de-
spite the August heat by the water and
the shade of the canyon walls, we are glad
to see Wally's boat pulled ashore on the
beach above the mouth of North Canyon.
Second camp: Mile 21 from Lee's Ferry.
Sixteen days and nights to go.

Unloading the dories is becoming part
of the routine. Most of the passengers help
out, scrounging for firewood, carrying
water. My wife, Renée, the girl with the
legs, has already made herself a member
of the crew. Only a few more sensitive
types like myself, pained by the sight of
toil, sneak away for a walk up North
Canyon,

That evening, the wind begins 1o blow.
Dark clouds loom like trouble, lightning
crackles in the distance. Will it rain?
Renée and I string up our plastic tube
tent. It doesn’t rain, but all night long
the wind howls, the sand swirls in our
faces and small green bugs crawl in and
out of my ears, secking shelter.

L ]

Today is a good day. John Blaustein
lets me row his boat. After getting safely
past 2414 Mile Rapid, where Bert Loper
died in 1949, and through 29 Mile Rapid,
I barely get around the exposed rock at
the head of the chute in 30 Mile Riffle and
am forced to run the rest of it stern fore-
most. Backward. The dory does well
enough in this attitude, but John is
shaken. “Exciting,” he says, his knuckles
white, “very exciting. Give me back the
oars, please.”

Well, to hell with him. I thoughr it was
a good run. Any run without loss of boat
or passengers is a good run, in my opin-
ion. To hell with him.

Lunch at Redwall Cavern, Mile 33.
Lemonade, beer, avocado-cheese-bean-
sprout sandwiches. Redwall Cavern is a
huge chamber carved out of the limestone
by the old, predamnation river. Major
Powell puessed it would seat 50,000
people. I'd say 5000. He was off by a digit
but assumed, when writing his celebrated
report, that no one else would ever come
down the river to check up on him. I'm
not calling Powell a liar; Powell is a hero
of mine. But I will say he had a tendency,
now and then, to slightly exaggerate the

114 truth.

The river, brown before, is taking on
a rich red-orange color, muy Colorado.
The good old Paria (a side stream) must
be in flood again. So that’s where last
night’s storm was.

We run some modest rapids this after-
noon, make third camp at Buck Farm
Canyon early in the evening. Much deer
sign—thus the name?—and trickling
seeps, emerald pools with tadpoles, red
and blue and purple dragonflies, cotton-
woods, willows. graceful little redbud trees.
Soup and salad, steak and sweet corn,
plenty of beer for supper. Happiness.

-

Off again on the river of gold, through
a clear, bright, irreplaceable day. The
great Redwall cliffs soaring above, intense
and vivid against God's own blue sky.
Marble Canyon, Powell called this place,
though limestone is not marble and he
Knew it.

We camp tonight at Nankoweap. “Nan-
koweap,” Wally explains, “is an old
Paiute Indian word meaning ‘place where
scorpions crawl into sleeping bags 1f not
detected by unsleeping vigilance.” "

L ]

Onward. We have come only 52 miles
in four days. We have many miles, many
rapids, many pages to go belore this
perilous journal is completed.

Kwagunt Rapid (four to six). No prob-
lem. 60 Mile Rapid (four). Simple. We
pass the mouth of the Little Colorado
River, brown with Hoodwaters, and find
new and formidable rock formations ris-
ing before us. Powell recorded the ap-
proach in these words:

August 13, I1869—We are now
ready to start on our way down the
Great Unknown. We have but a
month’s rations remaining. With
some eagerness and some anxiety and
some misgiving we enter the canyon
below. . ..

Dramatic words. With a little effort of
the imagination, we can understand how
Powell and his brave men felt. For more
than two months, they'd been battling the
river, all the way from Wyoming—upset-
ting in rapids, wrecking boats, losing sup-
plies, gambling on Powell’s belief that a
river so silt-laden would not, as rumors
had it, disappear underground or trap
boats and boatmen between unscalable
walls on the verge of a fatal waterfall.

Above us on the right stands Chuar
Butte. Still visible up there, [ar above the

river, are the aluminum scraps of two
commercial airliners that collided above
the Grand Canyon in 1956. One hundred
and wwenty-eight went down; all died.

Tanner Rapid. Basalt Canyon, a vol-
canic region, with grim-looking blue-
black cliffs set at a crazy angle to the
descending river. We make camp above
the roar of Unkar Rapid in the last broad
open valley we shall see for more than
200 miles. Not far downstream, the river
cuts into the Pre-Cambrian gneiss and
schists of the Upper Granite Gorge, the
mner canyon. Where the big rapids make
their play.

-

We push on to a river the color of
bronze, shimmering like hammered metal
under the desert sun. Through Unkar—
made it! Then Nevills Rapid (four to
seven). Still alive. We pull ashore above
Hance Rapid (eight to nine) for study
and thought.

Hance is always a problem for the
dorymen, especially in low water. Too
many rocks sticking up or, even worse,
rocks half-hidden near the surface. No
clear route through. A zigzag course.
Huge waves, treacherous boils, eaters—
churning holes that can eat a boat alive.
A kind of slalom for oarsmen, with the
penalty for a mistake a possible smashed
boat.

‘They run it one by one, not easily but
safely. The river carries us swiftly into
the Inner Gorge. Like a tunnel of love,
there are practically no shores or beaches
in here. The burnished rocks rise sheer
from the water’s edge, cutting off all view
of the higher diffs, all of the outer world
but a winding strip of blue sky. We float
along as if in a gigantic millstream. Powell
called it a gloomy place, but glowing is
the word. The afterncon sun, hidden by
the high walls but reflected and refracted
by the water, by the polished cliffs, hy the
atmosphere, streams upon us with indirect
light, from many angles, all radiant.

Two miles below Hance, we crash
through the well-named Sockdolager Rap-
id (six to eight), and two and a half miles
later, into and through Grapevine Rapid
(six to exght). The boats ride high on the
water but not high enough to escape the
recoil of the 55-degree waves. Screams of
delight, shock, astonishment ring through
the canyon as we ride this liquid roller
coaster. Unlike the sea, here on the river
the water moves, the waves remain in
place.

In the early afternoon, we arrive at the
ranger station near the Phantom Ranch
tourist hostel, the only outpost of civili-
zation within the Grand Canyon. From
here, foot and mule trails lead to both
the North and the South Rims. Also a
telephone line. There is even a heliport
for the convenience of visiting dignitaries.

(continued on page 167)



COHABITATION:
THE TENDER TRAP
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AN ECLECTIC ARRAY OF
MACHINES FOR THOSE

WHO THINK THAT TWO IS
A VERY LARGE NUMBER

SpartsVan: This summer, when you hit the
road, Jack, cansider doing it in a fiberglass
SpartsVon by Mini-Van Inc., Milon Boyanich’s
firm that's located in Canoga Park, California.
SportsVans come in kit farm; for $3995 F.O.B.
Canoga Park, you get an assembled body (which
includes safety window glass, sliding daar,

light fixtures and collapsible bumpers)

all ready to be painted and bolted to

a stock VW Bug chassis, which you supply. Mini-
Van says that a good mechanic working one
weekend can have the SportsVan ready to

roll. The interior cames unfinished, but

Mini-Van alsa affers an upholstery kit for

$700 that includes all carpeting, plus two bucket
seats and an upholstered rear seat and ottoman.

Sterling: f you're really hankering to run wild,
cansider the Sterling, a car that’s manufactured
in kit form by Californio Camponent Cars aof
San Larenzo, California. The complete body
and accessories (Stewart-Warner instrumen-
tation, Hurst shifter, etc.) will set

yau back $3100 F.O.B. San Lorenzo. Mate

the bady with any standard VW chassis

and your choice of a Capri, Porsche, Mazda,
Carvair or Buick Vé engine (it alsa accepts

a VW, of course) and you've got yourself one
Sterling example of what an exofic two-

seater ought ta be. If you want mare

creature comforts, there's a hefty list of
additional accessories available, including

an about-ta-be-annaunced T-top option.



Model A: A real traffic stopper, this
completely hand-crafted replica Madel A
by Tatal Perfarmance in Wallingfard,
Connecticut, features a fiberglass-
and-steel body; under its hood is a
small-block Chevy V8 engine that's
coupled to a three-speed autamatic
transmissian. Standard items include
chrome grab rails far the rumble
seat, an AM/FM sterea with

the antenna located in the car's
ariginal gas cowl (for conven-

ience, a new gas cap has been

fitted into the right rear

step plate), a falding frant
windshield with tinted glass, side

curtains, an ariginal recanditianed
grille shield and headlight bar,
plus a stane guard and luggage
rack with matching chrome
bumpers. The price for

the standard-equipped Model A

is $14,500 F.O.B. Wallingford.

But if yau're really in the

chips, Total Perfarmance will

be happy to add an such optianal
goodies as an air conditianer,
complete Jaguar suspension ($3200),
pin striping ($165) and a

chrame trailer hitch ($265)

Hey, Henry, take a look at what
they've done ta yaur car.




Corvette GT Wagon: The Stingray,

as we all know, is a living
legend when it cames to burning
up the road. And its styling

isn’t bad, either—except for

one problem: The machine is

so populor that you constantly see
yourself coming and going
whither you wonder. Here's the
solution: Arrange to have your
vehicle converted 1o o GT Wagon
by @ company colled John Green-
wood Soles of Deorborn Heights,
Michigon. The conversion (which
costs $4600—$4900, depending on
whether you have a new or used

car) takes approximately four
weeks and can be perfarmed in
either Dearborn Heights or
Greenwood'’s other facility in
Sebring, Florida. When finished,
your Corvetle’s cargo areo will
have increosed from 6.5 cubic
feet to over 20 cubic feet ond

con be reached vio a functional
rear door operating on gas shocks.
You'll olso have o reor oir-

foil, a new 25.gallon fuel cell,
rear speakers, interior lights,

the best double-woll construction
that money con buy and much
more. It's the only way to fly.
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Blakely Bearcat S: Remember the collegiote
football chant of Bearcat! Bearcot! Rah! Rahl Rahl?
Here, you have 1977's autamative reason to
cheer—the vintage-looking Blakely Bearcat S.

A fiberglass Bearcat S kit with everything
preassembled that’s ready far Pinto or

Capri mechanical camponents goes for abaut $4995
F.O.B. the Blakely Auto Works in Davis Junction,
Illinois. But get this, fumblefingers—a

campletely assembled, ready-to-run Bearcat §

with special instrumentatian is just $7500.

The manufacturer claims unblushingly

that the Bearcat S will “handle just like a

Lotus, accelerate like a Carvette (0—60 in

7.9 seconds) and still get 30 miles per

gallan.” An optional hardtop is $250.

Clénet Continental: For thase seeking the
ultimate in sports-car one-upmanship,

there’s the Clénet Cantinental: 16 feet

of classic Thirties styling (it was designed

by Alain Clénet, a talented young Frenchman)—
all powered by a 400-cu.-in. Lincaln

V8 that's coupled to an automatic

transmission. Mere mortals don’t own

Clénets; the price for one is $36,000 F.O.B. the
Clénet Caachworks in Santa Barbara, Cali-
fornia. For that kind of change, you can

! expect something a bit special, such as
English leather seats, four-wheel disk brakes,
air conditioning and cruise contral. And if

a soft top isn’t your style, there’s an ap-

tional hardtop available that goes for $1000.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY




PLAYRBROY

COHABITATION (continued from page 115)

“If you have agreed that she has any rights to your

property, the courts will enforce the contract.”

already and you haven’t even committed
a crime (at least none you know of). As
they say, ignorance of the law is no ex-
cuse. Let’s start from the top. If you're
single and want to enjoy a lovely room-
mate, the courts are now proclaiming that
she has a right 1o some of the money and
property you acquire during the time she
lives with you. A judge may also decide
that you have to pay her money for the
value of her time spent as your cook,
housewife and companion.

Perhaps an example will help: A few
years ago, you met Michelle and so en-
joyed her company that you asked her to
move in with you. You came to depend
on having her around all the time. One
night, as you were falling asleep, bliss-
fully drained, you mumbled something
about her going along on your next
business trip. She couldn’t get away from
her job, she said. You vaguely remember
saying, “Fuck your job. I'll take care of
you.” There followed those peaceful
years when she took care of your house,
traveled with you, entertained your busi-
ness associates and generally enhanced the
tranquillity of your life. But you change
and inevitably you met another lady who
better suited your needs at the time. Ex-
eunt Michelle. Enter the new lover.
Michelle asked for help while she re-
entered the wage market. You gave her a
little money until you thought she had
had enough time to find a job. And that
should have ended that chapter of your
life, right?

Wrong. Change the facts a little and
you have the case involving Lee Marvin
and Michelle Triola. Lee was married
for the first two years that he lived with
Michelle, but he didn’t marry her after
his divorce. Nevertheless, Michelle found
it more socially convenient to have her
last name changed o Marvin. After six
years, Lee married his high school sweet-
heart. He gave Michelle support money
for over a year, during which she found
it impossible to resume her lapsed career
as a singer-entertainer. Then Michelle
filed suit, claiming half of everything Lee
had earned while they'd been living to-
gether. She also wanted permanent sup-

port payments. Lee, she said, had
promised her everything if she would just
be his lady.

A first, she couldn’t find an attorney
1o take her case; when she did, she ran
into the unsympathetic trial and appellate
courts. Her final appeal was to the most

120 Pprestigious state court in the land—the

California Supreme Court. Armed with
brilliant briefs, attorney David M. Brown
argued for the rights of all unmarried
couples who live together. On December
27, 1976, Michelle won. The old rules of
the livingtogether game were blown
apart.

Here are the new rules:

1. Sin, morality and adultery are out.

2. The gender of your roommate is
unimportant.

3. If you and your lady have agreed

that she has any rights to your property,
the courts will enforce the contract.

4. If the courts can infer from your
conduct that you two have any kind of
implied or tacit agreement, they will en-
force that, too.

5. If an unmarried couple has no ex-
press, tacit or implied agreements, it is up
to judges to examine the expectations of
the parties and then equitably divide
property acquired during the relationship.

6. If you lead her to believe that she is
not just donating her time working in
your home or in your business, the courts
will probably award her a reasonable
salary.

7. Judges may also infer that you are
obligated to suppore her after she moves
out.

8. The courts will not enforce any
agrcement for payment of sexual serv-
ices—that’s prostitution.

When do the rules apply to you? When
you cross the line between “just dating”
and “being involved,” not a very clear
distinction.

You're at the disco: There’s a lithe fe-
male animal spinning sinuously in the
strobe lights. Soon youre dancing with
her. Afterward, at a table, you're both
laughing and chatting. Later, you inter-
twine those perfect bodies in love. That's
a casual encounter; no legal problems.

You go to work the next day, but your
mind keeps focusing on her. You go out
with her again. She's tall and sensuous
and, my God, you can talk with her for
hours. How did you get so lucky? And
now it has to be weekends away, playing
with her, listening to her, loving with her.
You're not seeing much of your home
anymore (or she’s not seeing much of
hers). You're doing everything together.
You may have crossed the line.

Generally, you're all right in a straight
dating situation. But if you start making
promiscs to each other concerning shared
goals, if you begin investing time and
money together for a common purpose,

that’s not just dating. The courts will
treat you like any two people who have
made an agreement. That is contract law.

Here’s an example of conduct that
may amount to a contract while you're
still dating:

You find that “almost” dream invest-
ment, a run-down apartment house with
tremendous potential. All it needs is a
little paint and plumbing and landscap-
ing. She may or may not put some money
into it, but you two spend all your spare
time fixing it up—painting stairs, with
dirty hands, big smiles, eating cheese
sandwiches while you lie on the fioor.
You never talk about the implications of
what you're doing, but you can’t say that
she’s just donating her time. She may
have some expectations, may be entitled
to the reasonable value of her services in
helping you renovate the building. Or
she may have a right to some percentage
of the profits from the increased rental
income. This sort of thing normally hap-
pens after you're cohabiting, but it
doesn’t matter that you're not. At least
with respect to this project, the courts
may see your conduct as indicating an
implied partnership, joint venture or the
like. :

What happens when you move in
together? One thing is clear: All the
cases concerning cohabiters say that
neither party acquires any rights from
the mere fact of their living together. If
they live together in a vacuum: They
don’t speak to each other. Each pays his
own way. Each does his own dishes and
laundry and buys and cooks his own
food. Each does nothing for the benefit
of the other.

Well, if that’s cohabitation, you can
have it. No two people live together with-
out having some expectations even be-
fore they move in. You can’t spend much
time with a lady who’s sharing your
home before you have tacit, implied or
expressed agreements concerning the
conduct of your joint lives. She helps
you—you help her. It's 2 way of life. You
have definitely crossed the line. What the
Marvin case did was recognize human
nature and the fact that we all live in
an economic world. It said that a court
must analyze all the circumstances in-
volved in each cohabitation relationship
and then, with respect to money or
property, equitably fulfill the expecta-
tions of the couple. The male (and it's
still usually the man) can no longer keep
all of the union’s property when the in-
evitable breakup comes.

So, you see, the new rules become ap-
plicable not because you live with that
lady but because of how you two share
your lives. You can have two, ten or just
one home. You can be married to some-
one else. The Marvin ruling applies be-
cause of the expectations of the partners.

(continued on page 157)



“Didn’t I tell you that backpacking was a lot of fun?”
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FOOTBALL

AN EARLY LINE ON TEAMS AND
PLAYERS IN BOTH
CONFERENCES OF THE N.F.L

BY ANSON MOUNT

prRO FOOTBALL has long been two games—the
matching of brawn and speed on the field
and the more complex (and often more enter-
taining) battle of avarice and swollen ego
played off-field and off-season by players and
management.

The field-game rules aren’t much different
this year, but the ongoing battle between
boss and skilled laborer has been completely
restructured. The agreement signed this spring
by the National Football League owners and
the N.F.L. Players Association virtually as
sures an endless series of contractual maneu-
vers, financial bluffs and dramatic midnight
concessions in the struggle to decide who
plays for whom, and for how much.

To help you savor every thrilling moment
of the suspenseful goings on, we herewith offer
a condensed version of the new off-field game
rules:

The N.F.L. owners get to keep their most
sacred relic, the dralt, along with a few re-
straints on the movement of players between
teams, thus assuring—at least theoretically—
some competitive balance among the clubs.

The players, conversely, are given greater

Super Bowl 1977: First quarter, second down
on the two-yord line. Minnesota’s Brent Mc-
Clanahan fumbles, Ookland's Willie Hall
recovers and the Yikings never come back.
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PLAYBOY'S 1977 PRE-SEASON ALL-PRO TEAM

(OFFENSE \
Isoac Gurhs,  Cincinnati i on O st R S Wide Receiver
Drew Pearson, Dallas ..............ocoouueo... Wide Receiver
Russ Francis, New England . ......................... Tight End
Dan'Dierdorf, St. Lovis 2. . (10~ i Ll et poes Tackle
Georgei Kunz,iBaltimore % (3 e o e Tackle
John Hannah, New England .......................... Guard
Joe Delamielleure, Buffalo ..........ccooeveeee ..., Guard
dim; Langer, iMiamiG. -3 e R Center
BertiJones, 'Baltimore = . st e RN ES Quarterback
Walter, PaytonsChicaige st R i e S e Running Back
OF1.3Simpson;: Buffalo i S Running Back
EfreniHerrerazDallas ootz st o LTS Place Kicker
DEFENSE
Jack Youngblood,fLos Angeles e End
HarveysMarting Dallas o o s ey S s N End
WallyiChambers: Chicago e o e e i Tackle
Jerry:Sherk, Cleveland ... o005 Ll e S e Tackle
Jack Lambert, Pittsburgh . ................ ... Middle Linebacker
Ted Hendricks, Ockland . ................... Outside Linebacker
JackibHam; Bitisburgh e Outside Linebacker
Mike Haynes, New England ............. .. ....... Cornerback
e lEBlotnt, Bt s buirg B Comnerback
CliffiHarris,iDallasis 22 22 NS 5 Free Safety
Tom Casanova, Cincinnahi .. .00 o oo oo e Strong Safety
Ray»Guy,tOakland.,. <. ..o 2%, 2 SR S T e Punter

cick UpchurchsDenver e et o et S oy Kick Returneu

\

AFC Eastern Division: . ... NEW ENGLAND PATRIOTS
AFC Central Division: . ... PITTSBURGH STEELERS
AFC Western Division: . . . . OAKLAND RAIDERS

AFC Play-offs: .. .. PITTSBURGH STEELERS
NFC Eastern Division: . . .. DALLAS COWBOYS
NFC Central Division: . . .. CHICAGO BEARS

NFC Western Division: . ...LOS ANGELES RAMS

NFC Play-offs: ... .DALLAS COWBOYS

SUPER BOWL: ... .PITTSBURGH STEELERS

r
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leverage in their contract bargainings
with owners. They also got their major de-
mand, the scrapping of the Rozelle Rule,
whereby the N.F.L. commissioner, acting
like a medieval baron, decided compensa-
tion for a free-agent player if his original
club and his new club couldn’t agree on
his worth. Now, if a restless mercenary
plays out his option and signs with a new
team for $50,000 or more, his old club’is
automatically awarded a third-round pick
in the next draft (§65,000 to $75,000
brings a second-round choice and $75,000
to $125,000 gets the old team a first-round
pick. From $125,000 to $200,000 is reck-
oned as being worth a first and a second).
However (and this is what keeps the bid-
ding for flesh from turning into a circus),
the old team can match the new club’s
offer and the player stays. That ends it—
no back-and-forth bidding.

Although a jilted club probably would
get more compensation for a defecting
player under the Rozelle Rule, at least
now it will have a chance to retain a
coveted player if the price isn't too high.

The person made unhappiest by all this
is probably Washington coach George
Allen; one of the rules says you can't
bid for a free agent if you don't have
the requisite draft choices available.

The annual bargaining tilt with draft-
ees is under a complex new set of guide-
lines, also. Although the draft had been
declared illegal in Federal Court, it has
now been graced with legal status because
it was established by collective bargain-
ing and because it has been made “more
reasonable” by being reduced From 17
rounds to 12 rounds—thus leaving a
greater pool of players who can negotiate
with teams of their choice. (That's at best
a mixed blessing for those who would
have been drafted in the later rounds;
under the old system, they at least would
have had an idea of their market value.)

A drafted player (the flesh auction is
to be beld annually on or about May
first) has until June seventh to reach an
agreement with the club that has chosen
him. If he hasn't, the club must offer him
one of four alternative contracts specified
in the new agreement, ranging from
a one-year deal for $20,000 to a four-
year contract that will bring the player
$65,000 his fourth year. He has 15 days
to mull that one over. If he balks and
continuing negotiations fail, he can lay
off for a season and be drafted by another
team the following May. The original
club, therefore, has a problem—it must
give the recalcitrant draftee what he
wants or blow a draft choice.

But that doesn’t necessarily leave the
player—even a highly prized rookie—
with a gun to