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While you've been working your way up
forall these years,we've been quietly
waiting for you to arrive.

- Seagraw’s V.0.
Bottled in Canada. Preferred throughout the world.

CANADIAN WHISKY. A BLEND OF CAMA ISKIES. 6 YEARS OLD. 86.8 PROOF. SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO., N.Y.C.




FIND YOURSELF a nice comfortable high-backed easy chair,
away from the windows; tamp a little cavendish into vour
bowl and pour yoursell a snifter of brandy. You'll want to
feel snug—and safe—when you read William Hjortsberg's Falling
Angel, 2 murder mystery with a twist of voodoo—plus an
ending that’ll have vou glancing over your shoulder for days.
Our story 15 a condensation ol the novel that will soon be
published by Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, and it's illustrated
m the best tradition of the dime novel by Ron Villani. There
are two parts, the sccond to be presented next month. You'll
need the time to get your blood running again.

We should also warn you that this issue contains perishable
goods that should be consumed immediatelv. To wit, Phil
Berger's account of the life and perilous times of Spinks, the
current heavyweight boxing champion as we went 0 press.
The mercurial Leon was due to defend his title against lormer
champ Muhammad Ali about the time vou read this, pro-
vided, writes Berger, he didn’t self-destruct fivst.

If vou think Spinks plays a rough game, consider The
Inner Game of Sex, one we all play—handicapped by guilt,
fear and misinformation. Robert Shea, lormer rLAYBOY cditor
and co-author (along with Robert Anton Wilson) of the sci-f
trilogy Illuminatus!, gives you tips on winning while keeping
your sanity intact.

John Knight, heir apparent to the Knight-Ridder publish-
ing empire, seemed to be a winner. But it took his violent
death to yeveal just what game he was plaving. The tragic
story of his double life, in the gay and straight worlds, will
be lound in Kings Don't Mean a Thing, an adaptation [rom
Kings Don’t Mean a Thing/The John Knight Murder Case,
by Arthur Bell, to be published by William Morrow. Vincent
Topazio illustrates the skeleton in Knight's closet.

Last October, Lawrence Grobel conducted our cover-story in-
terview with Barbra Sueisand. Exactly one year later, Grabel
drew the assignment for our interview with Pelly Parton, who,
we're sure you've noticed, is on this month's cover. His luck
can’t last.

An cqually fortunate man is John Hughes, who compiled the
premicr edition of our new feature 20 Questions. The sub-
ject ol the first mini-interview is Cheryl Tiegs, supermodel, TV
personality and longtime Iviend of John's, who says, “I knew
her when she was making only $1000 a day.” You've come a
long way, John.

Speaking of longtime [riends, we haven't heard [rom Arnold
Roth [or a while. Ah, but this month he's hack—with another
installment of his illustrated History of Sex. He's up 1o Part
VIHI and sull going strong. We didn’t know sex was that
old, or that [unny!

We do know that Donald Chaikin isn't plaving with a full
deck. His Wheels for the Man Who Thinks Big may be
tongue in cheek, but then agitin, it may not be. Let your
waller decide.

Il you've got any bread left after taking Chaikin's advice,
you might want to pick up some new duds. Playboy’s Fall and
Winter Fashion Forecast, ably aystal-balled by Fashion Edi-
tor David Platt, is hilled with suggestions for filling out your
cold-weather wardrobe.

For the inner vou, we profile potables [rom the Caribbean
in The Davk Side of Rion. Emonuel Greenberg gives you the
low-down on a [ew concoctons that'll have you running up
the Jolly Roger at your next [un lest. (Gary Cooley is the
illustrator.)

In the there's-more-where-that-came-from department, we
present the second part ol our pacan to the Girls of the
Pac 1. Talk about an embarrassment of riches! And then
there’s the magnilicent Marey Hanson, our October Plavmate.
What more can we say? It's a heavy package. Go to it!

s, s
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For color reproduction of Wild Turkey painting by hen Davies, 19" by 21} send $2 to Box 929, PB, Wall 5t. Sta., NY. 10005

Wild Turkey Lore:

Wild Turkeys are masters of
camouflage and evasion. i ]
A large flock of birds will lie
quietly within yards of a man
passing through the forest,
and never be seen.

The Wild Turkey is truly (=558
a native bird, unique to s
America. And it is the
unique symbol of the
finest native whiskey
in America—Wild Turkey.

@ 1977 Austin, Nichols Distilling Co., Lawrenceburg, Kentucky,
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The single
biggest
mistake you
can makae.

From the outside, all speakers look pretty much the same.

But buying an off-brand, bargain speaker can be a very big mistake.

Since speakers are the only components that actually produce sound, when you
compromise your speakers you compromise your entire music system.

Fortunately, there's one way to make sure you wind up with a speaker that sounds as
good as it looks: Buy a speaker with a name as good as the rest of your components.

At Kenwood, we didn't just start with a bunch of commercially available speaker parts.

We started with a goal: To deliver a crisp, clean sound that accurately reproduces the original music.

To begin with, we create each raw frame speaker.

For the tweeter and the midrange, we used
a computer to design light-weight, extra-rigid
cones. And by properly designing the weight of
the voice-coil with the cone assembly in the
woofer, we have eliminated the crossover-coil:
One of the major causes of speaker distortion.

We mount our speakers on a lumber-core
baffle board made of special anti-resonant
material. And design the enclosure to assure an
acoustic match between cabinet and
components.

Though you can't see all that by just looking
at a Kenwood speaker, you'll know it the first
time you listen.

Next time you're at your Kenwood dealer,
compare our $180.00°, 3-way LS-407B with any
off-brand speaker. Or, for that matter, with any
speaker at all.

You'll save yourself from making a big mistake. |

Your speakers’ reputation should
be as good as your receiver’s.,

® KENWOOD

For the dealer nearest you, see your Yellow Pages,

or write Kenwood, PO. Box 6213, Carson, CA 807489.
*Nationally advertised value. Actual prices are established by Kenwood dealers.
Walnut grain vinyl finished cabinet. In Canada: Magnasonic Canada, Ltd.




POLAROID INTRODUCES

THE SECOND REVOLUTION IN
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Polaroid, the inventor of instant pictures,
introduces the second revolution in photog-
raphy. Movies you can see in brilliant color sec-
onds after you’ve taken them. Movies you can
take even if you’ve never held a motion picture
camera before. Movies your family can view
again and again, on a compact, elegant player
that sits out on a table or tucks into a bookshelf.
See how simple it is:

1. Drop a cassette into the lightweight, au-
tomatic Polavision camera. Squeeze the trigger,
and you’re making your movie—the kids playing
ball, a family party, your wife’s golf swing. You

can zoom in for dramatic close- -~ [
ups or pull back for wide shots.

2. When your movie
is finished (and you’ll be delighted to see how
many sequences you can shoot in 2% minutes),
drop the cassette into your Polavision player.

3. In seconds, your instant movie appears
on the screen. (That simple-looking cassette
has actually recorded in breathtaking detail the
images you saw through the viewfinder.) The
picture is sharp, the colors rich and clear.
There’s no projector or movie screen to set up,
no threading or winding. To start the player,
you just drop in a cassette. Children can enter-
tain themselves indefinitely replaying the cas-
settes. Treat your family to a Polavision system.
Enjoy the new experience of making instant
movies, and start building a hving diary of the
memorable moments of your life.

POLAVISION FROM POLAROID
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onrico of PuertoRico.

Whois he? Down deep, inside, where it counts,

He's the descendant of 6 generations of  Ronrico has character. A fineness. The result
Puerto Rican rum-masters (since 1860). of decades of distilling — and perfecting.

And he's no ordinary rum. So for authentic rum of Puerto Rico, get to

He's smooth. Light in manner. A good know Ronrico.

mixer. And — more. A well-bred fellow.




THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY

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

TENNIS, ANYONE? STARS
PLAY AT MANSION WEST

Once again, the grounds of Playboy Mansion
West were the scene of the annual tennis tour-
nament benefiting the John Tracy Clinic, and ce-
lebrities turned out by the score—both to play
and to watch the sometimes heated competition.
At left, shutters click as host Hugh M. Hefner
welcomes America’s reigning sex symbol,
model-video personality Cheryl Tiegs (see 20
Questions, page 176). Cheryl, it turned out, also
showed a winning personality on the courts.

Above, actor Dennis (Felony Squad) Cole and his lady,
Jaclyn (Charlie’s Angels) Smith, observe the goings-on
at the lournament; below, Hefner greets tennis pro Alex
Olmedo, a Tracy regular, as ace Jimmy Connors and our
June Playmate, Gail Stanton, in from Memphis, look on.

Actor/comic/educator/TV pitchman Bill Cosby turns his back on the
world-ranked tennis player llie Nastase—to a purpose, as Nasty
signs an autograph for one of the many fans present at the Tracy
Clinic meet. (For court star Cos in a different role, see page 16.)

CLUTCH PLAYERS HONORED

Winners of our Cash-on-the-Line,
Clutch-Player AH-Star Poll (pLavBOY,
June) have been getling an extra treat:
personal presentations by Playmates.
Well, some of them have. That is not
Cesar Cedefio of the Houston Astros
with Playmate Debra Jo Fondren at left.
Cedefio, named center fielder of our
Clutch All-Star team, came in second
best in an aitercation with the dugout
roof the day Debra showed up. So
manager Bill Virdon did the honors.
Luckier were Twin Rod Carew and
Royal George Brett, who did get to meet
Miss June 1978, Gail Stanton (right).




THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY

PLAYMATE UPDATE:
CLAUDIA JENNINGS
STARS IN “DEATHSPORT”

Our November 1969 Playmate
{and 1970 Playmate of the
Year), Claudia Jennings (far
right), stars opposite David
Carradine in Roger Corman’s
futuristic thriller, Deathsport
(right). It's set in the year 3000,
when capital punishment has
been abolished—only to be re-
placed by mortal combat in the
arena, a sentence meted out to
certain criminals. Sounds like
Demetrius and the Gladiators
Meet the 37st Century, but
Claudia, obviously, is gorgeous
whether past, present or future.

MONKEY BIZ
You'll be able to see
our April centerfold
girl, Pamela Jean Bry-
ant, in 2 made-for-tel-
evision movie on the
NBC-TV network this
fall. The Universal
production is titled BJ
and the Bear, and
Pam appears along
with Greg Evigan and
Sam the Chimp. That's
Pam, Greg and Sam
at right, taking advan-
tage of a moment's
break in the shooting
schedule on the Uni-
versal lot. Sam’s smil-
ing because he'd
never met a Playmate.

BIG ROLE FOR SONDRA

July 1977 Playmate Sondra Theodore, who has
a small role in Universal's Skateboard, gets her
first major film break opposite Christopher
Mitchum (above) in Avco Embassy’s Stingray,
in which she plays a resourceful hitchhiker.

AH, TO BE PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR

Texas, after all, is a pretty big place, so our newly chosen Playmate of
the Year, Debra Jo Fondren, who hails from there, had not one but two
press-luncheon announcement parlies: one in Houston and one in
Dallas. At left, Debra checks out a T-shirt presented by Tom Sasser of
station KLIF, Dallas; above, she talks with KRIV-TV's talk-show host
Harold Gunn and aclor Michael (FM) Brandon about the Houslon gala.




IMPORTED CANADIAN WHISKY-A BLEND . BO PROOF . CALVERT 0IST. CO.,N.Y.C.

Wherever you go, it’s making a

splash. What's behind its super success?
Super lightness, supetb taste.

If that’s what you're looking for, set
your course for Lord Calvert Canadian.
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Your family will
love our family.




Our family has more than 60 children. And it’s still growing. Our family is the Quasar
electronics family. A family of 60 fine products that utilize the latest developments
in electronic, microwave and microcomputer technology to give you the ultimate
in performance and reliability. As a result of our efforts, we can offer you a wide
selection of fine television products in virtually every screen size.

We've got a whole new line of small AC/DC
battery-powered black and white portables
that let you take your favorite show wherever
you go, whether it's the boat, the beach, the
patio or out to the ballgame.

If youTe in the market for a table model
color set, we've got one to meet your
needs. We've got 13" diagonal and 15"
diagonal sets that are perfect for the bed-
room, kltchen or den. And a brmd range of 19”

exp’mded—range three speaker Sound system to make every .show you
watch more vivid and exciting. And all of this is in addition to a line that
¢ includes a broad range of 25" diagonal consoles boasting superb pictures
as well as exquisite cabinetry in a
wide variety of styles to match the
decor of virtually any room. Most manufacturers would have stopped
right there. But our family is still growing.

Back in 1976, we introduced the first two-hour home video cassette
system, the Quasar VR1000. Then, while many other companies were
trying to build their first, we added a second system, the Quasar VH5000,
boasting a full four-hour recording capacity. And that’s not all.

Soon we'll be introducing an incredible new projection television
system with a giant five-foor screen that fills your room with color and allows
you to become even more involved with all your favorite shows. (And unlike
other projection televisions you may have seen, ours has a unique lens system
that allows you to watch with all the
normal room lights on!)
R o Quasar has even
o : S moved into the kitch-

E ' en. By introducing
an amazing new mi-
crowave oven that
lets you program a
perfect meal with
one incredible touch!
So Mom can get mouth-
watering results without having to set
cooking times, temperatures or power settings. :
As you can see, our family in Franklin Park, Illinois is
growing bigger and stronger by the day. With plenty of fresh new offﬁprlng,
growing on the drawing boards daily.
Why don't you introduce your famﬂy to our family? It could be the begmning of a lifelong friendship.

SIMULATED PICTURE

Quasar Eleqtro

Frankl:n‘Park Illinois 60] '
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HAPPY TENTH BIRTHDAY
TO LAKE GENEVA RESORT

Seems like only yesterday that
Playboy's Resort & Country Club at
Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, opened its
doors—with a surprise appearance by
Bill Cosby at an employees-only pre-
view followed by a gala charity bene-
fit. Actually, it was len years ago, and
Cos relurned to emcee the happy-
birthday celebration; that's Grant
Robbin, one of the featured enter-
tainers on the program, with him at
right. The staff at the Playboy resort,
which bhas just been given Mobil
Travel Guide's prestigious four-star
rating, pulled out all stops to enter-
tain its VIP guests at the anniversary
bash. Included, besides the star-
studded show in the Entertainment
Center, were dinners, receptions and
pinball and backgammon tourneys.

At the grand finale, a bevy of Bunnies joins the Velvet Fog himself, singer Mel Tormé,
onstage in the Entertainment Center. Proceeds of the show went 1o the Variety Club
of Wisconsin's Children's Charities, the Lake Geneva Y.M.C.A. and the Black United Fund.

HEFNER BOOSTS BROWN

While everybody else was celebrating at
Lake Geneva, Hef was playing host at a
fund raiser for California governor Jerry
Brown's re-election campaign. Above,
Brown, with Helner at his side, addresses
the guests; at left, part of the crowd on
the sprawling Mansion West grounds.

For a private cocklail party and bufiet
dinner, the resorl’s Cabaret was trans-
formed into a tropical fantasy complete
with flowering plants, ice sculptures,
goldfish swimming in pools and seem-
ingly endless, mouth-watering displays
of food such as the one being served
above. Below, the sentimental hit of the
anniversary show: Jazz pianist Eubie
Blake, 95 years young, does his thing.

Featured entertainer in the Cabaret at
Lake Geneva at the time of the birthday
parly was singer James Darren (below),
who did a one-man show Friday night,
as well as Saturday’s stage spectacular.
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WE FOIL A BURGLARY

A would-be burglar at the home of Hank
Ingram in Norwich, Connectlicut, might
have escaped with his loot but for us.
Ingram (above) returned to find a pile of
Ioot on his bed and a copy of pLAYBOY
on the floor by a closel. He sized up the
siluation and locked the intruder in the
closet unlil the cops arrived, Case closed.

S0 THIS 15
CONNA BE

YOUR CAMPLS?

uha N Y Naws Syngd ing

1978 by Chicaga T
Al Bighis Resarved

BRIDE-EYED & BUSHY-TAILED

When Bunny Valarie Henderson became
Mrs. Jeffrey Gaynor at the Playboy
Resort & Country Club at Great Gorge,
she wore a white Bunny coslume.

COVER GIRL INTERVIEWED

Our July cover girl, Pamela Sue Martin,
former star of the Nancy Drew video se-
ries, talks with guest host Hugh Downs,
who was substituting for reqular David
Hartman on ABC-TV's Good Morning,
America. Waking up to Pamela is a treat.

| __ o SV
RECEPTION, SMOKER, CARTOON IN THE SPOTLIGHT

Margaret Standish, Executive Director of the Playboy Foundation, was honored at a re-
ception given by the Midwest Women's Center at the Artemisia Gallery, a showplace for
women’s arl in Chicago. The gallery’s Lucia Beier presented her with a wall hanging by
Phyllis MacDonald (left). Above, fun at the Cornell' Smoker, sponsored annually by
Cornell University’'s School of Hotel Administration in conjunction with the National
Restaurant Association convention and held this year at Chicage’s Playboy
Towers. Below: Was Motley's Crew's creator following our Girls of the Pac 10 recruiters?

e

LOOKS MOKE LIKE
A HIRING HALL FOR
PLAYBOY MAGAZINE.
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The Jaguar S-type is strong. It is quick
and agile in its response to any challenge
on the road. That strength and agility
comes from a unique source: the famous
Jaguar electronically fuel-injected V-12
engine. An engine that is only 5.3 liters
in displacement, yet develops an aston-
ishing 244.4 horsepower at 5250 RPM.
Jaguar engineers call it virtually inde-
structible.

To further confirm that strength, an
S-type took five Category | victories and
the Driver's Championshipin 1977, its first
Trans Am season.

To match its uncommon power with its
handling, the S-type is fitted out with in-

dependent suspension all around, very
precise power-assisted rack and pinion
steering, fourwheel power disc brakes,
and steel belted radial tires. In fact, the
XJ-S may well be the best-handling four-
passenger car in the world.

The sleekness of the S-type is not
merely cosmetic. It was achieved through
exhaustive wind tunnel tests. Its purpose:
to give the XJ-S even greater stability at
speed.

And the silence of Jaguar's S-type is
golden. It is the result of great care and
craftsmanship: thick rugs on the floor,
rich Connolly leather seats, thermostati-
cally-controlled heat and air condition-

ing, AM/FM stereo radio and tape system
and so-many other thoughtful and tuxuri-
ous touches that there are no factory op-
tions available whatsoever.

The XJ-S. Strong, sleek and silent.
Here is a car of such uncommon capabil-
ities and luxuries, that it may well redefine
your expectations of what a grand tour-
ing car can deliver.

For the name of theJaguar dealer
closest to you, call these numbers toll-
free: (B00) 447-4700, or, in
llinois, (800) 322-4400.

BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC.,
LEONIA, NEW JERSEY 07605.
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COLBY OF THE CIA
Your July imerview with former di

rector of CIA William Colby is simply
vour best CIA story yet. It is encourag-
ing o know that there are people such
as Colby who can talk with as much
knowledge ol CIA operations and activi-
ties as did the likes of Snepp and Agee,
but without naming names, details and
locations of people still involved in those
important intelligence operations. Snepp
and Agee are no different from people
such as Benedict Arnold, Lord Haw-Haw
or Vidkun Quisling. Surely, they are en-
tiled to no less an illustrious fate.

Peter Lebowitz

Elmhurst, New York

Let me be one ol the first to congrat-
ulate Laurence Gonzales on his pene-
trating interview with William  Colby,
Gonzales” broad and persistent question-
ing brought focus to several points that
I'm sure many thinking people have
wondered (and perhaps worried) about
tor years,

Jesse R Bailey
Chine, California

The Colby interview is a real doory.
Colby, when questioned, assumes the
memtal stmce of a fuzzeyv-thinking, con-
itused dullard. But be not deceived. 1 sus
pect that behind the fagade of vapidity
hides a calculatingly clever fellow—one
who has brought vagueness in speech to a
high art, Colby has given us an absolute
demonsuration of the difficult discipline
ol speaking while saying nothing.

Norbert S. Agdan
Dewoir, Michigan

Since the Russian Communists do not
believe in any god. I am sure they face
the West each night, kneel down and
say thanks for the excellent work being
done in thewr behall by the likes of Lau-
rence Gonzales, Asa Baber, all liberal
colummnists, Jack Anderson and all owr

liberal Democrats, both inside and out-
side Congress. They have made our once-
good ClA the laughingsiock of the
K.G.B. and the world. In competing with
our cnemics, anyone  who  preaches
against covert actions, illegal wire taps,
ete., has to have his head in the sand and
soon will get his tail blown off by our
enemics.,

Robert Gillmor

Fredericksburg, Virginia

I' have just finished reading the
Playboy Interview with Colby and per-
sonally feel that it justifies the price of
my two-year subscription! My compli-
ments o Gonzales for quite an insight
into one ol the nation's most intriguing
characters.

IS/3 Ian M. Satchell
U. S. Navy
San Francisco, Calilornia

SAGAN AS SAGE
Concerning Carl Sagan's article in your

July issue titled Astral Projection and
the Horse That Could Count, Sagan has
many valid points on many topics. How-
ever, Sagan, an astronomer, is not an ex-
part on excratervestrial life or UFOs, He
sivs the Dogon tribe could not have
come from the Dog Star, Sirius. Its
legends, he says, must have come Nrom
contact with Europeans who used the
telescope or with those who had read
about it and stopped by [or a visit with
the tribe. What nonsense! Where s
Sagan’s scientific or historical proof for
his statement?

Lawrence Fenwick

Canadian UFO Research Network

Willowdale, Onuario

I read with interest Carl Sagan’s ar-
ticle Astral Projection and the Horse
That Could Count. While 1 am in [ull
accord  with the neeessity 1o combat
pseudo scienee, 1 object to 1he unscien-
the process of mixing “apples, oranges
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3GOOD
REASONS
FOR
BUYING AN
EMPIRE
CART-
RIDGE

YOUR RECORDS WILL LAST
= LONGER. Unlike ordinary
magnetic cartridges. Empire’s vari-
able reluctance cartridges have a
diamond stylus that floats free of its
magnets. This imposes much less
weight on the record surface and
insures much longer record life.

YOUR RECORDS WILL
= SOUND BETTER. Empire
sound is spectacular. Distortion at
standard groove velocity does not
exceed .05%. Instruments don't
waver,; channel separation is razor
sharp.

MORE CARTRIDGE FOR
= YOUR MONEY. We use 4
poles, 4 coils and three magnets in
our cartridge (more than any other
brand). Each cartridge must pass
rigid tests before shipment.

For more good reasons to buy an
Empire cartridge write for your free
catalogue:

EMPIRE SCIENTIFIC CORP,
Garden City, N.Y. 11530

s ENPIFE
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Footwear, apparel, and accessories
for the discriminating man.

SHOWN: Scotch-grain, all-leather one-suiter, $600.00; mahogany-
colored leather bag (#436), $135.00; 11%2-inch, mid-calf boots (TEXAS)
in black and mahogany, $225.00; 6-inch zippered boots {on bed,
NELSON) in black, brown and navy, $146.00; 6%z-inch burgundy
jodhpur boots (in suitcase, CONTE), $185.00; belts, $38.00 each; ties,
$35.00 each.

For Style Folder, write Dept. S.

L1 NAAM of Switzerland

444 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022

and cows in onc pot.” Specifically, [
object to a scientist of Dr. Sagan’s acu-
men who continues 1o confuse the UFO
phenomenon with one single theory of
its origin: namely, that UFOs are ex-
traterrestrial spacecralt. On the basis of
my long experience in the study ol the
problem, I think it quite unlikely that
such a complex phenomenon will reduce
to one single, simple solution. It is in-
cumbent on us as scientists to be inti-
mately lamiliar with the properties of
such an enigma; we should study the
phenomenon and not just one single
interpretation. We do know that UFO
reports exist, that thev come from all
parts of the world and that many are
made by highly responsible people. But
that is the phenomenon. Why it exists
should be the basis of our study,

Dr. J. Allen Hynek, Director

Center for UFO Studies

Evanston, Illinois

It is, as always, a pleasure for me to
immerse myself in Carl Sagan’s calm in-
telligence and good-natured rationality.
His recent article will undoubtedly rouse
the indignation of those who do not
value rationality or, perhaps, have never
heard ol it. Fortunately, the law de-
prives them of the only argument they
have ever been able o use effectively—
the thumbscrew and the rack—so Carl
is sale.

Isaac Asimov
New York, New York

Dr. Carl Sagan is certainly correct in
his assertion that the best antidote for
pseudo science is science, but the judg-
ment as to what constitutes false and
real science can only emerge [rom seri-
ous and responsible mquiry that begins
with skepticism rather than dogmatic
denials. Sagan’s well-balanced views are,
unfortunartely, oo rarely shared by his
fellow scientists, who would prefer to
expel maverick cluims as lalse without
proper assessment of the evidence. Al-
though the claimants for  paranormal
events include charlatans and fools, it is
a gross crror to lump all dealing with
such phenomena into a common camp,
label them pseudo scientists and irration-
al and wse the authority of current scien-
tific views to block Turther inquiry.

Marcello Trvuzz, Fditor
Zetelic Scholay
Ypsilanti, Michigan

I'Il bring in a picce of a UFO il Carl
Sagan and NASA will bring in a picce ol
a black hole.

Patrick Grace
Americus, Georgia

FONDA FACE-OFF

Who is Jim Harwood (Sainl Jane and
the Hollywood Dragon, rLaveoy, July)?
And  Tor what possible  reason  has
PLAVEOY scen fit to publish his not-so-fit



character slashing? The fact that Jane
Fonda actuallv allowed such a shallow,
terminally cynical “reporter” to sit in the
same trailer with her, much less con-
verse calmly with him, is prool positive
that canonization is the very least she
deserves, The good Samaritan himsell
would surely have balked at such a task.

Rikk David

Grand Rapids, Michigan

Jane Fonda couldn’t act her way out
of a disco movie. I'm sick of hearing
about her as an actress, her “comeback,”
but most of all, about her leftist politics
and how she was “right” about the war.
You might be fooling them in Holly-
wood, Jane, but the rest of us see you as
a clich¢ straight out of a rich-debutante-
falls-in-love-with-poor-but- h(mes!-la!mw:
film of the Thirties. Grow up, Jane. Quit
hiding your Mercedes.

John Ryan
Champaign, llinois

EVANGELICAL EVERTS

I'm delighted that Playboy's Rowing
Lye focuses on Kellie Everts in the Jul}
issuc. I've lollowed Kellie's career as
pictorialized in PLAYBOY's pages through
the vears—Irom her Miss Nude Universe
cowning (February 1968) to her incom-
parable way of Humping Iron (May
1977) to her evangelical ecdysis last
July—and have come o the conclusion
that she possesses the most anatomically
perfect, God-given [emale form in Amer-
ica today. Kellie's conversion [rom the
sect ol One World Light and rebirth as
a Stripper for Christ may wurn the whole
country on to religion! I hope Kellic is
reincarnated in rLAYBoY often.

William R. Jenkins I11
Greenwich, Connecticut

Following her appearance in the July
wssue, Kellie wrole:

“Tomorrow I am going to Washingion,
D.C., to strip and o preach. The place

where I will danece is the Plaza Bur-
lesque Theater; the place wherve 1 will
preach is Lafayette Square, across from
the White House. We have hundreds of
free rosarvies and prayer books to give
out. My theme will be that we must call
to mind the words of the Blessed Virgin
at Fatima—that she told us to pray the
Rosary for the conversion of Russin—ov
else. If Russia is not converied, there

IMPORTED

“In California, call (408) 996-1010.

10260 Bandley Dr., Cupertino, California 95014.
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GIVE MORE/SAVE MORE

Send a one-year
subscription to:

first - ift
$14 525100

{please print)
Address

for each additional gift
(Save $13.00° —$2.00 off
regular subscription rate)

$12

Mg Na;ll::. :

Addr,

City. State

Gity

[] Send unsigned gift card to me.
[J Sendagift cardsigned: From

Enter additional subscriptions on separate sheet,
Please complete the following.

[0 Start or renew my own

[J 1 am enclosing $ for

[J] Bill me after January 1.

*Based on $25.00 yearly newsstand price.
Regular subscription rate, $14 a year.

Rates apply to U.S., U.S. Poss., APO-FPO addresses onhy.

Canadian gift vate: first 1-yr. sub. $15; additional 1-yr. gift subs. $13.

Mail your order to:

PLAYBOY, P.O. Box 2420, Boulder, Colorado 80302

Or for Faster Service 24 Hours

subscriptions.

Choose either

A, the Playmate of the
Year Card featuring
Debra Jo Fondren. or
B, the Playboy

Rabbit Card,

1o announce your gift.

Circle preference here:
A B

a Day, You Can Order by Phone: CALL TOLL-FREE 800-621-1116. (1n liinois, call 800-972:6727)

Make a2 Note !
For the Hohdays

Now’s the time to do your gift shopping before -

the hectic holiday season begins. Take care of al

the men on your list in one easy order. .
and save, too, with our special holiday rates.
Put pen in hand and order today.
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may be a nuclear war. My givlfriend in
Washington called the Soviet embassy
and invited them to come to a liltle press
party we ave having. They said they
would ‘lake it under consideration’ (ha-
haj. Who knows—miracles do happen.”

NEIMAN ADDENDA
The LeRoy Neiman portfolio in the
July issue of pravsov, which mentions
the electronic palette, neglects to include
the New York Institute of Technology
as part ol a triumvirate. The piece
aedits only CBS and Ampex while omit-
ting the important factor that the proto-
type system and all the subscquent
computer soltware were developed at
the college and made available o GBS
and Ampex. An  claborate  computer-
graplics division exists on campus that is
the intellectual mechanism behind this
program. The original soltware and
lurdware installations were entirely de-
veloped by NYI'T scientists Drs, Edwin
Catmull and  Alvy-Ray Smith at the
computer-graphics center on the Old
Westhury campus. The elecrronic-palette
system as it was released was a joint elfort
by CBS, Ampex and the New York Insti-
tute of Technology.
Chris Capone, Director of
Public Relations
New York Institute of Technology
Old Westbury, New York

Excluding the fact that LeRoy Nei-
man is an excellent artist, he should go
back to school and review his Roman
numerals. The number 14 in Roman nu-
merals is XIV, not IVX (see the foldout).
Perhaps he was using his artistic {ree-
dom, but for us perennial students, he
makes it very confusing.

Jeremy J. Kramz
West Nyack, New York

TRUE GRIT
L thought Galahad (reavsoy, July)
was truly Tunky! The author, Walter L.
Lowe, Jr. might have occasional illu-
sions that he, too, is among the greal-
est .., hicton writers, that 1s. His story
has the grit of vrath o it and the ethnic
style s captured  in all its  earthy
splendor,
Benjamin Panky
Lucasville, Ohio

WHEN IT RAINS. . ..

Congratulations.  Miss  July, Karen
Elmine Morton, is by lar the most beau-
tiful Playmate I have ever scen.

Rusty Key
Lockhart, Texas

Having recently returned from tem-
porary duty in Ireland, T was extremely
happy to find the July pLAvsOY waiting
for me in my mailbox. Thumbing
through the pages, I found that Karen
Elaine Morton really warmed my chilled

bones! Keep up the good work!
Scott Goodrich
Homestead AFB, Florida
Will do, Scolt. This shot should warm

you even i your new “homestead.”

she
doesn’t get to be Playmate of the Year,
something’s wrong. I wish I had been
receiving PLAYBOY in 1970, so 1 could
have seen Karen's cousin Elaine. Would
you reprint a picture of Elaine from her
Playmate pictorial?

Karen Morton is fabulous! If

Don Fritz

Jackson, Mississippi
Glad to, Don. When we said Ma Vern
had good genes, we weven't kidding. Just
A L I RA'$ ¥ L7 vy ./
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take a look at cousin Elaine’s c¢hromo-
somes. The Morton family is the best ex-

cuse we've seen Jor cloning,

THE REAL PAMELA
Thank you [or the pictorial ol Pam-
cla Sue Martin (pravsoy, July). She's a

very sexy lady, but T never really noticed
it until I saw Dick Zimmerman's fine
photography.
Lec C. Montgomery
Dallas, Texas

Gentlemen, don’t you know that maga-
zines such as yours are not supposed to
show pictures ol girls that are actually
sexy? I reler o your photos of the lovely
Pamela Sue Martin. Don’t vou know that
such pictures as those can stir up certain
emotions that are unchristian (probably
un-Moslem and even un-Jewish, 1oo)?

Glenn Rice
Missoula, Montana

As avid readers ol your fine magazine,
we can easily say that Pamela Sue Martin
is the most beautiful woman to grace
your pages in a long time.

John D, Harmon
Phillip Z. Wholl
Gainesville, Florida

The pictorial gave me some insight
into a woman I've always adored and
admired. It was a pleasure getting to
know her a little better. The photogra-
phy by Dick Zimmerman is also excel-
lent. The idea of showing the subject
partially clad is stimulating and sexy, yet
still leaves something to the imagination.
With someone such as Pamela Sue Mar-
Lin, it gives a pictorial a touch of class.

D. PPierce
San Francisco, California

My compliments to Miss Martin [or
her decision 1o dispel her lormer image.
Her beauty, talent and sophistication
deserve much more attention. Her choice
in magazines is also excellent; no other
could have done her justice.

Ward Heinke
Bay Village, Ohio

So [ar, T have three copies ol the July
issue. The reason—Pamela Sue Martin.
ken Poole
Yonthill, Ontario

STRAIGHT MAN
On page 207 of the July issue, in
Playboy Potpourri, you report on repro-
ductions of the three steel balls that
Captain Queeg used in The Caine Mu-
tiny. Well, here’s what my copy ol the
hook says: "Queeg brought out a couple
of bright steel ball bearings. . . . He
reached a shaking hand into his wousers
and brought out the fwo steel halls.”
And during the cowrt-martial, Dr. Bird
testified about Queeg’s “rolling or rat-
tling ol fweo marbles. . . " So [rom where
did the extra ball come?
J. Michael Keupp
Pawling, New York
Sorry, Milke. That's just too casy.
We're not going lo bile.
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Early Times. Mix it up or keep it straight. To know us is fo love us.

B4 or B0 Proot - Early Times Disfillery Co,, Louisville, Ky ETDC £ 1978,

Say helloto

the Tomcat,
America’s
peachiest new
sour. Brought to
you live and in
living color by
Early Times and
Bar-Tender’s®
Tomcat Instant Mix.

The Afianta Belle is

so incredibly smooth,

i¥ll ring your chimes.

1 oz, Early Times, % oz,
Green Creme de Menthe,
% oz. White Creme de
Cacao, 1 oz. cream,
shake with cracked ice.

Add alittle

Early Times to
cola and you've -
put two great
American tastes
in their place.

A glass.

ST

ﬂ What, you've |

never sampled
the sweet-sour
delights of the
Pussycat? Hurry,
nﬂng'r g;;,: y;ﬂou've
o ne
lives! Another
super sour
made with Early
Times and
Bar-Tender’s®
Instant

Pussycat Mix.

Let’s get down to
essentials. Early
Times and soda.
Or Early Times
and water. With
nothing between
them but afew
icy cubes.




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

BUMPER BABBLE

We had noticed them, too, these new-
style. bumper stickers on which sexual
puns are played upon certain occupa-
tions. As in, PILOTS KEEP IT UP LONGER OF
MINERS DO IT DEEPER. What we had not
noticed, however, was the extent to which
this latest form of bumper babble has
grown. Now, thanks to a Califorma
correspondent, this oversight has been
corrected, and we happily share with you
his collection ol job-related bumper
stickers spotted on West Coast highways:

REPORTERS DO IT DAILY

TENNIS PLAYERS GET GOOD DEPTH ON

THEIR STROKES

TRUCKERS CARRY BIG LOADS

WAITERS SERVE IT PIPING HOT

GOLEFERS SWING A STIFF SHAFT

TEACHERS DO IT WITH CLASS

BAKERS HAVE HOT BUNS

ACTORS DO IT ON CUE

CAR SALESMEN ARE OVERUSED

SERVANTS ENTER IN THE REAR

MAILMEN DO IT WITH ZIP

POLITICIANS DO IT CROOKED

WATCHMAKERS DO IT FOR 11OURS

REAL-ESTATE SALESMEN KNOW ALL THE

PRIME SPOTS

MUSICIANS USE THE RHYTHM METHOD

TAILORS FIT JUST RIGHT

EXECUTIVES HAVE LARGE STAFFS

LIBRARIANS MAKE NOVEL LOVERS

If our correspondent overlooked any,
]11(‘;1.\(' do et us know.

CROCKED COOKERY

We quote verbatim the first lwo para-
graphs of a recent press release from
Random House publishers:

Random House announced today
that one of the recipes in Woman's
Day Crockery Cuisine by Sylvia
Vaughn Thompson could cause a
serious explosion.

The reape is for Silky Caramel
Slices and appears on pages 230 and
231 ol the Random House edition.

Il the recipe is followed, the con-
densed-milk can could explode and
shatter the lid and liner of the crock-
ery cooker. Random House urges
that the recipe be obliterated with
crayon or black imk marker. It will
be omited from the book in any
future reprints.

If theve are any cooks left around to
buy them.

EST AS IN PEST

We used to think est (Erhard Seminars
Training) was just another gooly but
essentially  harmless  Calilornia  cultf
therapy/ f)hi]osnphy;‘ whatever, most easi-
ly remembered as the one that doesn't let
you go to the bathroom. Lately, though,
we've noticed that est has taken its lamps
from some high-powered detractors.

Semi-Tough, a movie ostensibly about
football, devored most of its {ootage to

satirizing an estlike outht called BEAT.
A National Institute of Mental Health
study declared that est “simply scares
[trainees] badly and impresses them with
inscrutable Eastern philosophy that can-
not be analyzed by them, considering
their state  during  waining.”  Science
News concluded that “among the tangi-
ble results is a moderate cult of
about 100,000 est graduates who ap
proach life through est maxims and
communicate largely in est jargon.”

We found est’s fiercest opposition,
meanwhile, right in est’s back yard, San
Francisco, where an organization called
nest (i.e, not est) is rapidly gaining
momentum. “Est attracts lost souls who
were thrown out of the nest too soon,”
nest chairperson Stuart Stein (“the name
I was born with™) told us. “We invite
them to climb back in. But anyone who's
suspicious of somebody selling advice
might as well belong.

"Est says, "What is is." Very heavy. For
years, Popeyve the Satlorman has been
sayving, 'l yam what I yam and tha's all
I yam.” To us, est i1s merely psycho-
logical canned spinach for the weak of
mind and spirit. Est teaches people 10
get it Nest says that they have too much

now

ol it now. They need to get rid ol i,
mve it away, or at least exclunge theirs
for somebody else's.

“By harnessing anti-est feeling, nest
is becoming a powerlul element in
Calilornia politics. All the candidates
welcome our support: We shout like pro-
lifers, push like Iranian students, dress
like gays and beam like Moonies.”

MORE ON SEX

A 72-hour orgasm? We traced rumors
of a woman capable ol this astounding
accomplishment 10
San

More University, a

Francisco—area commune that has

been  investigating  and  teaching  sex
techniques lor more than ten years. We
stopped by one ol its Oakland houses
one recent evening to eat an artichoke

and find out more about More

Irom
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Carol Bussey, university registrar and
professor of Basic Sensuality.

“We believe that everyone is a sensual
being and that everyone comes equipped
with the right tool kit,” Bussey told us.
“Unless your cock is less than half an
inch, you can satisfy any female. Frigid-
ity is a myth. Impotency is a myth. For
nine years, we've been experimenting
with how much sex a woman could con-
sume. We got to one woman having a
72-hour orgasm and still saving, ‘More,
more, more.” Everyone's first reaction is
to ask, ‘Isn’t that exhausting?” It's not.
It's another myth that sex is tiring. If
you're doing it right, sex is not tiring.”

We wondered how the 72-hour lady
managed to sustain herself for three
straight days. “Let’s use three hours rath-
er than 72, said Bussey. “Scventy-two
sounds too dramatic. The truth is, we
have eight women who can come for
three hours on command. It is measura-
ble. It is repeatable. That's as scientific
as we can get it. Three hours we can do
any time. And every Saturday, we put
on a show where a man gets a woman
oft manually for an hour.

“You really have to take our courses
to understand how they do it. Women
can have these experiences only if they
enjoy their whole lives, Men are condi-
ticned to get off any way they can. With
women, orgasms are harder to come by,
so Lo speak. From what I've seen—and
1 personally don’t believe an orgasm
until T see it—women have to go
through a mental as well as a physical
process to find a universe that is right
enough to get off in.

*T'he only thing men need for more
sex is appetite. Physiologically, we can
verily that semen is produced every 20
minutes. There is no correlation be-
tween semen production and hard-ons.
A man can come with a hard cock or a
solt cock. He can have a hard cock with-
out semen or a hard cock with semen.
It all depends on how turned on the
woman is. If she wants it, she can get it.

“Men are like hot sports cars: They
want someone to red-line them, to take
them farther than they'll take them-
selves, because where they take them-
selves is really dull. Our men weren't
stupid. Once they lound out the truth—
that women want sex before they want
a lur coat or a house in suburbia—they
put all their auention on sex. Other
men are taught that il they give their
women enough material goods, they'll
be happy. They're not and they don't
understand why; women aren’t allowed
to tell the truth about their bodies.

“More was started by Victor Baranco,
who had made a wmillion dollars twice,
had a wile, two kids—all socicty’s terms
for success at his beck and call—and it
wasn't making him happy. He decided
to form a society within society that was

pro-pro-pro-American  and people did
only what they wanted to do. He started
teaching and organizing communes. We
now have 21 acres m Lafaveue, Cali-
fornia, and two houses in Oakland. We
have between 150 and 200 resident
members; we have the best sex inlorma-
tion in the world and we have just
applied to be a university.

“Victor handed us the blueprint for
what society will be like in the year
2000. We're going in the same direction
as everyone else, but we're grabbing on
to it faster, We have jealousy handled.
We have the 72-hour orgasm handled.
We have sex handled. We have the how-
to-have-children-and-still-be-happy prob-
lem handled. Our only problem is that
we don’t have time to write about this
stull, because we're doing it so fast.”

Whew!

CHECKING IN

Scott Cohen inlerviewed Nudie, de-
signer lo the rhinestone-cowboy stars of
showbiz, at the latiev'’s offices in Los
Angeles.
rraYsoy: Hive cowboy styles changed
over the years?
nupte: If Tom Mix got outa his grave

™ —_—
E

and seen what we're makin’, he would go
back into his grave. It's too flashy. Too
loud. When we first got into the busi-
ness, we were just making cowboy clothes
with piping, and finally we got into
where 1t was a little different and the
bovs began to like it. Now it's outa sight,
you know.

rrAYpoY: Was Hank Williams buried in
a Nudie suit?

NUDIE: Yes, he was. Now we do all his
kid’s stufk.

PLAYBOY: How much are your suits?
Nubie: We start at $475 and go up.
pLavsoY: What was the most expensive
suit vou cver made?

nupie: Elvis Presley’s gold-lamé suit cost
S10,000.,

rLAYBoY: What was your profit2

NUDIE: S9500.

SPACE CYCLE

Last February, Robert Truax, the man
whose Skvevele sent Evel Knievel into
the Snake River Canvon, rolled a new
bird out of his Saratoga, California,
workshop. The craft, dubbed Volksrocket
X-3, is the centerpicce of Operation Pri-
vate Enterprise, a million-dollar attempt
to send the world’s first private astronaut
on a no-frills suborbital space flight by
mid-1980.

The 25-foot, one-and-a-half-ton Volks-
rocket was assembled lrom a menagerie
of surplus guided-missile components at
a cost of $75,000. Its four Atlas vernier
engines develop 4000 pounds’ thrust on
a diet of kerosene and liquid oxygen,
enabling the rocket to loft a 190-pound
pay load to an altitude of 51 miles and
attain speeds in excess of 2300 mph. A
Spartan “astronaut compartment” in the
vehicle’s nose has been fitted with a
form-fitting seat, a small aircrafttype
oxygen system and three large viewports,
An autopilot system will keep the craft
on its preprogrammed trajectory.

Truax's astronaut will have a panic
Iever at his finger tips to separate the
capsule [rom the hooster section of the
vehicle, should his courage or a critical
component fail. A two-stage parachute
system will slow the Space Cycle 1o a
survivable splashdown speed after re-
entry.

This past summer, the aralt underwent
static engine tests at Reaction Research
Institute test facilities near Sacramento,
California. Alter cahbrating the vehicle's
engines, Truax will next attempt an un-
manned 1est flight to swudy Hight dynam-
ics and guidance-system performiince.

When asked about acquiring an air-
worthiness  certthcate  for  the cralt
(required by the FAA for all passenger-
carrying aircralt operating in the U.S),
Truax laughed and said, “There prob-
ably isn’t anyone at the FAA knowledge-
able enough to inspect the thing.”



The man’s all legs and
knows everything about feet.
Listen:

“Boots have to look great—
but they also have to be made
for whatever you're going to
be doing in them. That's why,
when you say boots, you gotta
say Dingo™™

Like O.J. Simpson, we
|, mean what we say, and what
{ we say is: Nobody Puts
Y Leather Together Like Dingo.
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at your participating
Dingo dealer.

Nobody Puts
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Rcmaking Here Comes Mr. Jordan as
an updated romantic fantasy called
Heaven Can Wait sounded like a terrible
idea when the announcement came out,
but maybe Warren Beatty knows some-
thing the rest of us don’t. He engineered
Bonnie and Clyde and Shampoo into
being, which helped put him where he
is today—and he's way up there. Beatty's
career should climb into even higher
orbit with Heaven Can Wait. He pro-
duced it, stars in it, codirected it (with
Buck Henry), helped write it (with
Elaine May, no less). Who did what,
exactly, would be tough to determine,
but they must have been doing some-
thing right to produce a supernatural
love story as bright, witty and engaging
as any movie to appear so far in 1978.
Some changes have been made—and
mostly for the better, if memory serves—
in the 1941 hit that starred Robert Mont-
gomery as a prize fighter who dies before
his scheduled time and is sent back to
earth, only to discover that his remains
have been cremated. With the help of
Claude Rains (as Mr. Jordan, a celestial
major-domo), Montgomery had to shop
around for another body in which to
spend the 50 years still owed him. Es-
sentially the same plot serves for Beatty,
who's now star quarterback for the Los
Angeles Rams instcad of a boxer. When
he finds himself en route o heaven or
wherever—conlronted by James Mason,
as a Mr. Jordan sccond to none, and
Buck Henry, as an embarrassed Escort
who has goofed on his timing—he is
deeply indignant. “Cremated?” he pro-
tests. “Well, I'm starting against Dallas
on Sunday!” The deceased but undead
athlete, Joe Pendleton, ultimately chooses
a temporary abode in the body of a con-
servative industrial tycoon who's about
to be murdered by his conniving wile
(Dyan Cannon) and his male private
secretary (Charles Grodin). Subsequent
events are both hilarious and timely, and
Beatty delivers the warmest, most varied
performance of his life. Julie Christie is
a knockout as a militant English girl
who captivates Farnsworth the industrial-
ist when she demands that his company
abandon plans to build a refinery that
would destroy her native village. Mason,
Henry, Cannon, Grodin, Jack Warden
and Vincent Gardenia all contribute gen-
crously to a movie that bounces along
with a very relaxed, old-fashioned air.
Heaven Can Wail is alive and well and
may give sophisticated comedy a fresh
start,
.

All those lurid, colorful characters and
some of those big memorable scenes
from Casablanca are spooled in Neil
Simon's The Cheap Detective (hc never tips
taxi drivers), which does double duty as

Bealty in Heaven Can Wait.

A beatific Beatty,
a chintzy Cheap Detective
and some Greasy kid stuff.

Channing, Coco and Falk in Detective.

a roughshod parody of every private-cve
melodrama in the archives. Simon could
easily have knocked off this one during
a long weekend in Malibu. The humor
of the picce is hardly top-drawer: Woody
Allen did it better in Play It Again, Sam,
yet Cheap Delective is at least twice as
funny as Simon's Murder by Death,
which left me with a frozen smile at
best. Peter Falk, with his Humphrey
Bogart imitation revved up in the title
role, sleuths around *a fictional city
named San Francisco, 7000 miles from
Casablanca.” He scours the underworld,
tangling with “the good crime we came
to know and love in a tme when
the world was innocent.” The time is
World War Two, and Falk's private eye
seems destined to hear hair-raising sexual
exploits from every dame he meets. Ann-
Margret, Madeline Kahn, Eileen Bren-
nan, Stockard Channing, Marsha Mason

and Louise Fletcher are the principal
damsels in distress, with such funnymen
and straight men as James Coco, Sid
Caesar, Nicol Williamson and John
Houseman providing distress in several
flattering shades. Funniest bit is Falk's en-
counter with Caesar and Ann-Margret, as
a suspicious couple named Ezra and Jeze-
bel Dezire, though there are choice bits
throughout. Director of photography
John A. Alonzo has his own thing go-
ing, with a brilliant visual p;!rody of the
period, and Dave Grusin’s music incor-
porates a lushly romantic orchestration
ol an oldy called Jeepers Creepers, an
apt substitute for As Time Goes By
when Falk and Fletcher go mnto their
Bogey-Bergman routines. Every murder
victim, apparently subject to instant
rigor morlis, dies standing up. Therc’s
no reason for any of this. Cheap Delec-
tive will fade laster than your suntan but
brightens up the silly season, just the
same.
L]

There is no chance that Grease will
slow down the John Travolta band wag-
on. While Travolta has charisma to burn,
he also needs all the star power he can
muster 1o rise above the general medioc-
rity of this fat filmization of Broad-
way's phenomenal hit musical, its
original energy dissipated by fledgling
dircctor Randal Kleiser. Grease is over-
done, chaotically photographed, poorly
paced and often downright dull for any
movicgoer over the age of 15. To share
the burden with Travolta, his co-star
Olivia Newton-John and Stockard Chan-
ning demonstrate their versatility and
ooze talent from every pore—though both
ladies look somewhat over the hill to be
plaving high school chicklets back in the
Fifties. Sha-Na-Na appears as a vintage
rock group called Johmny Casino and the
Gamblers, with Frankie Avalon cast as
Teen Angel, who sings the showstop-
ping Beauty School Dropout to Didi
Conn (one of the shrillest new comedi-
ennes, best known for last year's sleeper
You Light Up My Life, though her sing-
ing was dubbed). Still running on Broad-
way, Grease on film ain’t got rhythm,
ain't got roots and raises sticky questions
as to why a bunch of high school kids
who started out as Chicagoans in the
play but secem to have been transported
to Los Angeles in the film should speak
with Noo Yawk accents and generally be-
have like the Lords of Flatbush. With-
out Travolta as an anticoagulant, Grease
would be Fifties nostalgia with the con-
sistency of pure glop.

°

While Grease covers the Fifties, look-
ing back at the tumultuous Sixties is
the “in” thing for youth movies. Much
of the brainless pap that’s churned out
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nowadays makes me feel that no one
over the age of 20 should be allowed
into 1he theater unless accompanied by
an  adolescent.  Writer-director  John
Milius' Big Wednesday, a solemn hymn 1o
his own youth as part of the Calilornia
surling scene, ollers an entirely diflerent
kind ol problem. Anything but frivolous,
the movie is nonetheless a total wipe-out
except for 15 or so minutes ol fistrate
surl lootage with stars Jan-Michael Vin-
cent, William Kate and Gary Busey on
the boards, plus fleeting glimpses ol such
contemporary surl kings as Gerry Lopez.
The rest of it, a collaboration between
Milius (it Wunderkind screenwriter who
twrned to directing in Dillinger and The
Wind and the Lion) and co-author Den
nis Aaberg, follows three dose {riends
through a decade ol growing up. While
Vietnam and race riots rage around them,
they get married, get jobs, go to war or
dodge the dralt, and reunite periodically
to dream their bovish dremms ol an awe-
some Big Wave, It always seems to come
on i Wednesday, according 1o a surl bum
and semimystic mimed Bear (Sam Mel-
ville) who plays guru to the threesome,
Nothing works when Milius gets more
than an inch away from the water, be-
cause he studies the social and psycho-
logical aspects ol surfing with such heavy
reverence that vou'd think these nc'er-
do-well sun _-;;mh were members of an
obscure Tibetan religious order. They
are pranksters without humor, dropouts
so shallow that you don’t much care how
or whether or not they drop in again.
When they meet as if by instinct on the
historic Big Wednesday, having lost track
of one another for several vears, they
carry their boards down to the sea with-
out so much as a hello—in a moment
that's plainly meant to be cosmic but
comes off affected and arsy. All three
male stars are persomible enough to de-
light their [an clubs, though everyone
else is likely to nod off between waves.
To catch Busey's act in depth, sec The
Buddy Holly Story.
.

Moving right along [rom sociology
on a surfboard to unabashed slapstick,
National Lampoon’s Animal House takes the
blue ribbon. Never mind the ine points:
There are no fine points, exactly, in
this bawdy broadside spoof directed by
John Landis as it higher education were
synonymous with low comedy. One of
the Glm's three authors is Dartmouth
graduate Chris Miller, who must have
contributed some of the raunchier de-
tails about Iraternity life back in 1962
(valuable research lor his collaborators,
ex—rravsoy staffer Harold Ramis and
Douglas  Kenney, in case they  had
foolishly frittered away their school days
mastering  liberal arts).  The  Delia
pledges and upperclassmen in Animal
House all seem to be majoring in pills,
pot, brawls and sex. Tim Matheson,
Thomas Hulce and James Daughton lead

Fun & games in Animal House.

Belushi rescues an uneven
Animal House, while
Busey shines as Buddy Holly.

Busey as Buddy Holly.

the revels, and are olten riotous, though
numero uno as a scene stealer 1s Safurday
Night Live’s irrepressible John Belushi.
Whether he's climbing a ladder 10 peek
at topless coeds or hemoaning his expul-
sion [or achieving an wunprecedented
grade point average of 0.0 (“"Seven years
ol college down the drain!”), Belushi is
consistently hilarious in an irreverent,
wobbly, semiliterate, mtentionally sopho-
moric farce that might have been con-
cocted during a panty raid or a drunken
homecoming  weekend. It ain’t what
vou'd call comedy cum laude, but Ani-
mal House is sure to become required
viewing for multitudes ol Lampoon
lunatics and [riends of John Belushi.
L

Two kilos of hashish figure impor-
tantly in Midnight Express, ll;u'rm\'iug
dramatiztion ol the realife nightmare
endured by Billv Haves, a Babylon,
Long Island, student who was sentenced
to long-term imprisonment in a Turkish
jail lor trying to smuggle hash out of

Istanbul. The time was 1970, when the
U.S. and Turkev were crossing diplo-
matic swords over Cyprus—a  political
nuance bevond the ken ol Haves, who
simply planned 1o board an airplane
with some dope strapped 1o his body so
he could sell it to [riends back home.
Alter his escape some six years later
(the title is prison jargon for a break
out), Hayes and William Hoffer wrote
a blow-by-blow account ol the abuses he
had suffered—Dbrutal beatings, homosex-
ual assaults, mental and physical torture
that would kill any man, or turn him
imto a beast bent on survival. Oliver
Stone’s sarcenplay, masterfully directed
by Alin Parker (whose Bugsy Malone
was a [eatherweight tike-off on gangster
epics, with kids pla_\_ing all the parts),
captures  the full horror of it in a
movie that's short on entertainment
vitlues—harsh and unrelentungly realis-
tic throughout—but admirable as an
ode to stubborn human indomitability
against apparently hopeless odds.

When Midnight Express had its world
premicre at the Cannes festival, there
were quibbles in some quarters about
the movic" 1 depicting

s  “racism” in
Haves's Turkish jailers as cruel one-
dimensional demons (he does, in fact,
publicly denounce them as “'pigs” in a
nation that deplores eating pork). How-
ever, it doesn't whitewash the inequities
ol our own prison system to dramatize
the injustice done to a young American
whose punishment was [ar more heinous
than his sappy juvenile crime. Such cases
are common-—just ask any pot smoker
who has ever been clapped into a grisly
Mexican jail for possessing a couple of
joints. In the role ol Hayes, clean-cut
Brad Davis (a newcomer in the James
Dean  tradition, with prestigious TV
credits from Sybil and Roots) makes his
first feature film a strong bid for instant
stardom—straightforward and  credible
over a wide range of emouonally
charged scenes, as when he runs amuck
and mutilates a vicious guard by biting
oft his tongue, or when his girllriend
(Irene Miracle) arrives Irom the States
for a visit and he tearfully masturbates
while she presses her breasts against a
plate-glass dividing wall. Randy Quaid,
John Hurt and Paul Smith lend dynam-
ic support in an abrasive, disquieting
movie, further enhanced by Giorgio
Moroder's unique musical score, which
sneaks up on vou like a coronary sei-
mre. Easy it ain't, but Midnight Express
is not to be missed.
.

As musical biographics go, The Buddy
Holly Story is a toc-tapping wonder, rich
and rhythmic and as American as apple
pie in wibute to the short happy life
ol Holly—an ewly rock-'mroller who
died in a plane crash in 1959 at the age
of 22. Some 45 hit songs, many ol them
still revived regularly, were Holly's leg-
acy, though his pmln‘simlui career Lasted
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scarcely three years. This down-home
genius from Lubbock, Texas, seems a
deeply nostalgic figure now, when rock
stars tend to be identified with drugs
and groupies. Holly loved one girl (his
widow, Maria Elena, charmingly played
by Maria Richwine) and was an exem-
pl;lr)-’ young man, according to this
authorized bio, which avoids sentimental
slosh to concentrate on musical evolu-
tion and character development. In the
title role, Gary Busey does his own sing-
ing as mover and shaker of Buddy Holly
and the Crickets—with Don Stroud
and Charles Martin Smith showing equal
musicianship and all-round talent as the
drummer and the bass man of a trio
that broke the color barrier and became
the first white group to play Harlem’s
Apollo Theater. They were so damned
good, everyone expected them to be
black. Busey's performance looks so sim-
ple and unassuming on the surface, the
skill of it scarcely shows—and that's
talent. The Buddy Holly Story exudes
good vibes and gets under your skin—
under mine, at any rate—because direc-
tor Steve Rash, in his feature-filin debut,
is quite clearly performing a labor of
love, not just cranking out a flashy com-

mercial showpicce.
—REVIEWS BY BRUCE WILLIAMSON

L ]

Gory Busey, an (':'ghf-yfm‘ velevan of TV
and movics, suddenly finds himself one

of the hottest young actors in Holly-
wood. Major—and startlingly different—
roles in the films “Straight Time,” “Big
Wednesday” and, especially, “The Bud-
dy Holly Story,” in which Busey single-
handedly lights up the screen as the
horn-rimmed rock-"w’-roller from Texas,
have opened up a world of options for
the personable, energelic 34-year-old.
Busey, who did his own vocals and guitay
playing for “Holly,” is as at home al a
rock concerl as he is on o movie sel.
As a drummer, he has toured with Leon
Russell and Willic Nelson; and a gold
record of Leon’s “Will o the Wisp”
album hangs on the wall of his home
near Los Angeles, wheve writer Tom
Nolan caught up with him recently.
rLaYBoY: Where are you Irom, Gary?
pusey: Goose Creek, Texas, is where I
was born. Goose Creck, Texas, on Black
Duck Bay, where the mosquitoes are so
big they wear khaki pants and rope sus-
penders; where the roaches march in
formation. I grew up in Tulsa. Middle-
class Oklahoma in the Filties; what an
uptight time that was. I spent most of
my time shining the lockers, man, stavin’
out of the way of the big guys. They
used to have crowbar hghts. The first
thought that went through my mind
when the bell rang was, God, I hope I
make it home without gettin® depantsed,

or beat up, or havin’ paint thrown on
me.

rLaysoy: When did vou get out of there?
susey: In 1962, I went to college up
North, in Kansas, to play foothall. Got
a dramatic scholarship after my knees
played out. I was playin® drums in a
band, too. We'd make S300 a weekend,
at Oklahoma State University, then we'd
come out here to L.A. in the summer-
time. Our first night here in 1966, we
plaved a place in Canoga Park: the
Canoga a Go Go. It boasted of havin' the
longest bar in the San Fernando Valley.
Behind the bar was a lady of about 40,
with platinum hair and a balcony that
would have made Carol Doda close her
eyes. Rhinestone pasties that looked like
hubcaps. She’d dance to hits from the
jukebox durin’ our breaks. The clientele
there were mostly your fillin’station guys,
lumberyard guys, mechanics, bikers an’
such, Qur first night, our first set, about
20 people settin’ right in front, we're
playin® Somelimes Good Guys Don’t
Wear White, by The Standells, and, for
no apparent reason, all at once every-
body starts fightin. The ol" girl behind
the bar, she's dryin® hersell off with a big
beach towel, she hollers at us, “Keep on
playin'!” Two guys who look like they're
[rom the University of Mars move in,
dust everybody off, and pretty soon
there's not a soul in the pl:lcc; Cvery-

 Get TheDry Look... and dont be astiff.

The Dry Look pumpleaves hair feeling
as soft and natural asit looks.

The Dry Look gives you more than a great look. It leaves your
hair feeling soft and natural, too—not stiff. The Dry Look

in pump spray or aerosol —with a formula that’s right for

your hair. Get The Dry Look...and don’t be a stiff!
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 super smooth ball—smoother than
ary ball-points. And famous Flair ink—in
ivid colors. So with Quick Silver, writing flows
yothly and looks brilliant. Quick. Try Quick Silver.
nay never write with an ordinary ball-point again.

Score another point for Flair!

be a real drag. But now
ck Silver Flair. It'sgota

body's outside, beatin® the pulp out of
cach other. We plaved four hours and
got paid 50 bucks. My first taste of show-
biz in the big town.

rrayveoy: How did vou get into acung?
nusky: I moved out here permanently
in 08, and I met a guy named James
Best, who taught me how 1o work in [ront
of a camera, I'd majored in theatrical
art at school, but he 1old me vou can't
teach acting. You can teach history of
the theater, but you can't tell a person
how to leel. Jimmy taught vou o have
your technical chops down, to hit vour
marks and find your key light, to know
where the lrame line is. Jimmy Best
Boot Camp is what 1 used to call it. He'd
never pat vou on the back. He'd ger in
vour hip pocket and just chew you up
until you learned. I'd get so lrustrated
I'dd be i tears, four o'clock in the mom
mg and he'd be right there with me,
pumpin’ me. He wld me 1 didn’t have
o act. “All have 1o do is say
the words. Let the wardrobe, the hair,
the make-up, the saript, the cameraman,
the director point you and steer you. Be
unconscious of yvowrself. You're just a
vehicle. Open yoursell up.” He taught
me [rom the heart. T couldn’t even al-
ford 1o pav the guy. My wile, Judy, was
workin' to support us while I learned
all about this Panavision stulf. Then 1
got my first TV job in 1970, on The
High Chaparral: hitting somebody in the

}'I)li

face with a stick while they was sleepin’,
rLAYBEOY: But you got more challenging
things to do alter that, didn’t you?

susey: Yeah, we did two and a hall years
of some pretty extensive stuff helore 1
hung up my TV shoes 1o go and play
drums with Leon Russell lTor a while. I
pot to do some wonderful TV movies,
including The Law and The Execution
of Private Slovik. 1 did a unique series,
The Texas Wheelers. 1 got 10 be the
last guy to die on Gunsmoke. I worked
with Bobby Blake and Strother Martin
and AMackenzie Phillips in a Baretta, It's
all who vou meet and what vou can take.
Il vou make vyourself desperate and
vulnerable when you work, vour com-
muntcaition lines seem to be much more
u!n:ll.

rravsoy: What do you mean by “des-
perite and vulnerable™™z

susey: You know how you [eel when the
adrenaline’s runnin’ through vour body?
Just belore the kickoll. Just belore the
gun that starts the race. Just belore
the curtain goes up, belore they say,
“Action!” To have that adrenaline all
the ume, running through you so vou
can tap it. How do vou get that: You're
t'(?h])l‘l'ill{?, vou're afraid, you're on edge.
Youre performing, whether it's saving
somebody’s lile or acting a scene.
rravsoy: How does that apply to your
recent movies?

BUsEY: Plaving a junkic in Straight
Time. 1 staved depressed all the ume. I
wits hard to keep mysell in that place. 1
staved clear away from all physical activ-
itv. Ate a lot of had feod. No sunshine.
Weighed almost 250 pounds. The scene
in that movie where [ got killed, that
was done on my 33rd birthday, and it
was the hardest working day ol my lile.
I've never been pumped so hard by an-
other actor offcamera as I was by Dustin
Holfman. He had me to the point ol
hvsteria. He  just kept makin® small
circles around me, savin’, “Sit on it! Sit
on it! Don't let it out!” Between takes,
I couldn’t stop sobbing. . 1 like 10
work on that edge of emotional chaos.
Its like working with nitroglycerin.
That's the substance I work with; that's
my clay.

Then I wene into Big Wednesday. 1
lost 35 pounds. My waist went from 37
to 31 I've been an athlete all my life,
but in three months’ work with Vince
Gironda at Vinee's Gym in North Holly-
woad, I learned more about nutrition
and athletic wraining than I'd - ever
dreamed ol. Then, learning how to surf!
Jan-Michael Vincent and 1 spent three
weeks hiving with Gerry Lopez—in my
opinion, the hnest surler in the world.
He lives on the side ol a crater on Maui.
Surl Canp, Jan and I called it. We slepr
on the Hoor, with no heat. Gerry woke us
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every morning to observe the sunrise.
Then he would grind coffee beans. We'd
have colfee and then go out to the most
difhcult spot he could find. My first day
of surfing—in my life!—was on Honolua
Bay. The waves were breakin® at cight
feet and they were movin’ like locomo-
tives. What am 1 doin” here? I've never
been so scared in my life, layin® on a
board out in that water. I had the crash
course! But with the best guys in the
world.

OK, that was Big Wednesday: Tor
that, T had short blond hair and was
built like a swallion. T go right into
The Buddy Holly Story off the maxi-
mum-definition dict. cut out the protein,
go to low carbohydrates, smooth out the
body, "cruse Holly didn't have any mus-
cular situation goin’ on. Lost more
weight, down to about 160. They cut
my hair real close, gave me three per-
manents and dye jobs, curled it every
day. Glasses. By that time, I didn’t know
who the fuck I was when I looked in
the mirror, But that was good! *Cause it
put me farther away from mysell. Gary
Busey was nowhere around. which made
me even more desperate and vulnerable.
Our friends out in Tulsa, in Goose
Creek, in Kansas City and Dubuque—
when they see a guy up on that screen
who's not lip-syncing, who's really play-
ing and singing live and is scared to
death, they're sceing something that's
beyond acting. It’s like watching an ani-
mal or a baby, and the audience knows
subconsciously that that animal is not
goin’ by any script; it may do anything!
There’s an excitement goin' on, an un-
known aspect. I like to have that aspect
when I'm working. The movie was done
on a shoestring, so the rock-'n’roll clause
was in effect, which means the clock
doesn’t stop. You don't go to bed. 1 was
totally, completely Buddy Holly, all the
time. But it took another two movies,
their drive and intensity, to get me to
that level.
rLAYBOY: How do you feel about all the
attention you're getting now?
pusey: It's hard to have any feeling.
All these fantasies you've had are start-
mg to . . . manilest themselves in the
physical world. And, uh, all I can say is:
iWow! Dublya, oh, dublya! Whoever in-
vented that word knew what he was
talkin® about. It's like being in the eye
of & hurricane, It's Like lightning striking.
To be going along for eight years and
then, all of a sudden, have this happen.
I just realized a couple of days ago, I'm
not in control of anything. 1 didn't plan
any ol this. I think one ol the rules of
show business is that there are no rules.
It's like rock 'm" roll. It's a real high
point now and, at the same time, it's a
low point, "cause you think, Now what?
But I like both those feelings. T like liv-
ing on the edge. That's about all there is
to it: to live out on the edge.

X-RATED

Pir:tcy, or steal-
ing from the
classics to inject
some quality into
the standardized
hump and grind
of hard-core films,
has become 5.0.P.
for porno ped-
dlers, Writer-pro-
ducer-director
Kenneth Schwartz
openly  acknowl-
edges that Fiona on
Fire owes a lot to
Laura, the glossy
1944 thriller with
Gene Tierney as
the mysterious

Fiona: Laura, with sex.

Porn) and turns
out to be a kind
of penis flywap
for curious cus-
tomers. Why this
collage of erotic
fantasics is titled
Hot Cookies is
anvbody's  guess,
though the girls
are yummier than
wsual and there
are choice, 1art-
ly seasoned bits
spilling  from a
pornocopia of fa-
miliar blue-movie
notions. A couple
of improper Vic-

beauty, supposed-
ly murdered, who
nevertheless  ex-
uded such allure
that detective Da-
na Andrews fell

Fiona on Fire apes Laura;
Hot Cookies boasts a
Sylvester Stallone double.

torian misses do
their usual thing;
an  artist  gets
lucky at the beach
with a sun-baked
Danish dish. More

hopelessly in love  ————
with her. Fiona
has pretty much
the same plot: a
missing  girl; a
smitten  detective
(S5am Dean stand-
ing in for An-
drews); a woman'’s
dead  body, face
blown away; mis-
takenidentity.
What's been
added, of course,
is graphic sex.
Fiona in flash-
backs, with some
ol her closest asso-
ciates caught from
time to time fla-
grante deliclo, As
such things go,
it'’s a superior job
of plagiarizing a
time-tested story,
erotic and provoc-
ative. The weak link is Fiona hersell,
played by former Playboy Bunny Amber
Hunt (see The New Girls of Porn in our
July 1977 issue), who happens to be dead
wrong for the part. Amber is Leisty, sha pe-
ly and sexy in the manner of a precocious
baby sitter who just might make out with
the man ol the house. But haunting mys-
tery is not her bag, which diminishes
Fiona on Fire so drastically that Schwanrtz
might have been wiser 10 call 1t I
Dreamed I Was a Teenaged “Laura.”
°

Some paintings come to life in the
back room ol a sex shop that features a
resident sorceress (Sercna BlagueLord,
also one of pLAYBOY's 1977 New Girls of

Pseudo Sly in Hot Cookies.

mteresting is  a
Rocky rip-off dom-
inated by an
ersatz Italian stal-
lion who looks
strikingly like Syl-
vester Stallone,
though his gym
workouts tend to
emphasize muscle
tone below the
belt. Best ol show,
again, is Abigail
Clayton (also in
New Girls of
Porn) as a slum-
ming socialite
who cruises
around in a
limo—picking up
and discarding
men as il she were
trying  on  hats.
Hard hats.
L J

To establish the
tone of Litle Girls Blve, a rigid pristine
penis looms upon the screen like that
monolithic slab from 2001. Phallus wor-
ship, it wrns out, is the most popular
subject with students at a boarding
school for nubile girls. Tamara Morgan
and K. C. Winters, as Kathy and Misty,
arc the belles of the balling in this
smooth West Coast quickie directed by
Joanna Williams, a lady obviously well
acquamted with the curriculum. Coach
Fowler (Kl.‘ll Couon) and biology teach-
er Mr. Barrett (Paul Thomas, who por-
trayed a saint in the hilm version ol Jesus
Christ Superstary ave the girls’ chiefl sex
objects, either in fact or in {antasy. We
give Litile Girls a passing grade. —n.w.



EUMIG RE-INVENTS
THE SUPER 8
PROJECTOR...
WITH YOUR

NEEDS IN MIND.

For our newest generation of
Eumig sound projectors, we
asked our engineers to design
from a clean sheet of paper. The
result? The remarkable new
Eumig Sound 905 and Sound
910. Both models attain a new
level of performance efficiency
inside and out.

CONSIDER THE FOLLOWING:
Co-axial reel design

Our new streamlined appear-
ance results from putting the
feed and take-up reels side by
side...not only is this a more
practical arrangement for com-
pactness (no double reel arms to
fold down), but provides more

for worldwide use, 18-24 frames
per second selector knob (con-
tinuously variable), and external
speaker jack... and it's easy to
see why the 905 is the most solid
value in basic Super 8 projection.

OUR DELUXE SOUND 910
MODEL ADDS A FEW
MORE INNOVATIONS!

The Sound 910 also incorpo-
-rates Eumig’s famous High Qual-
ity Sound system, noted for its
wide frequency response, low
wow and flutter, and powerful
10 watt RMS amplifier. While a
special line output jack lets you
boost your sound track even
further through an external am-
plifier if required.

Choice of automatic or manual
level control with professional
style VU meter, Double Track
Recording (lets you record on
either the sound or balance stripe,

direct drive to the reel system.

Whisper-quiet operation

A unigue internal drive mechanism
makes for ultra-quiet and smooth op-
eration...so the sound of the projector
doesn’t compete with the sound track
of your movie.

Film is removeable in mid-run

If you've ever wanted to remove a
film after screening only part of it,
you'll appreciate this feature. Ideal for
editing, too.

Multicoated lens

Eumig's own Vario Eupronet f/1.6,
17-30mm zoom lens (f/1.3, 15-30mm
for the Sound 910 is specially coated
to project bright, crisp images without
distortion —even on the fringes of the
screen.

Loop Restorer

The loop restorer lever is Eurnig’s
assurance of smooth-running Super 8
film viewing. Designed to maintain
continuous audio-visual synchroniza-
tion, a simple push of the lever re-
stores proper filn/sound separation.

Fully antomatic threading

. Eumig has made film threading one
step simpler by removing the need for
a threading key. Now the film can be
engaged quickly and easily without
the use of any manual devices.

Add traditional Eumig convenience
features such as sound-on-sound re-
cording with mixing control and signal
light, line input for picking up sound
from electronic sources, auto level
control, multiple voltage settings

and playback on either or both
at the same time), earphone jack; and
separate volume and tone controls
round out the sophisticated extras
we’ve built into the deluxe Sound 910.

But the versatility doesn't stop
there. With our full system of acces-
sories, you can make both the 905 and
910 perform a wide variety of func-
tions. The system includes an extra
large Daylight Preview Screen, a
Carrying Case, a Universal Recording
Cable, and an Extension Speaker.

We think the Sound 905 and 910
projector series is our best invention
yet. But there’s nothing new about
the quality. It's classically Eumig. See
the 905 and 910 at your Eumig dealer.

SPT—
Iu el

QUALITY IN MOTION

Eumig (U.S.A.) Inc., Lake Success Business Park, 225 Community Drive, Great Neck, New York 11020
For more information, call toll free (800) 645-4176. InNY : (516) 466-6533.




Telly Savalas is now appearing in “Mati:’

There are a lot of whiskies out
.._‘MPUR”U . there. Straights. Blends. Canadians.

LACK But none can give vou the excep-
tional feel of Black Velvet®Canadian
ELVET Whisky. A premium import at a very
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Emame= Ty Black Velvet. And taste the
Velvet difference.
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TELEVISION

reviews: The new TV scason will sce

the lnunching of 21 weekly series en-
trics when the annual network bautle for
prime-time supremacy begins on Mon-
day, September 11. Scheduled are comedy
and variety shows, miniseries, televised
novels and the usual choice of English
mmports in Public Broadcasting's classy
cultural ghetto.

ABC Television has such a host of
returning hits that only five new scries
are slated to scare hell out ol the opposi-
tion. Battle Star: Galactica will star Lorne
Greene as commander of a space ship
that's a long way hom Bonanza, with
high hopes of becoming the TV equiv-
alent of Star Wars. There's also an un-
carthly touch of comedy aloot in Mork
& Mindy, with Robin Williams as a
visitor from the planct Ork, enjoying
close encounters with Pam Dawber, a
wholly terrestrial charmer named Mindy,
Taxi and Vega$ will explore, respec-
tively, the world of New York cabbies
and America’s gambling capital, where a
tough private eve (played by Bob Ul-
rich) takes on all kinds of trouble with
tongue in cheek. So what else is new?
ABC's Apple Pie features Rue McClana-
han (Maude’s neighbor) as a lady who
hires a family of eccentrics to cheer her
up during the Depression and maybe
keep up with The Walions of CBS.

The NBC roster is subject to last-
minute changes under the watchful eye
of new president and programing genius
Fred Silverman, alier his defection [rom
ABCTV. Likely to survive is another
Vegus-based  series, Who's Watching  the
Kids?, about a couple of local ladies
and their young Kin. If that gamble
doesn’t pay off, NBGTV has at least
seven other contenders, including Lifeline,
a daring prime-time documentary series
about the private and professional lives
ol doctors, with real medicine men play-
ing themselves; The Waverly Wonders, star-
ring Broadway Joe Namath as a high
school basketball coach plagued by a
hopeless team and an irresistible prin-
cipal (Gwynne Gilford); Sword of Justice,
with Dack Rambo as an ex-con who
assumes a double lile—as a “Tennis, any-
one?” gadabout by day, a modern Zorro
righting wrongs by night; wEeB. will
uy to go Nelwork one better with its
portrait of a dynamic lady TV execu-
tive (Pamela Bellwood), presumably the
crusty but henign chief of special-events
programing; Grendpa Goes te Washington
stars veteran character actor Jack Albert-
son as a retired codger getting into poli-
tics; Capra brings us newcomer Vincent
Baggetta as an anti-establishment lawver;
and Dick Clark’s Live Wednesday promiscs
to be unpredictable but is probably ex-
actly what you think it is. An upcoming

W/

Bates in Casterbridge.

Attack of the Giant
Miniseries: new Roots,
Michener's Centennial
and Alan Bates in PBS’

The Mayor of Casterbridge.

series called Coastocoast—with Linda
Watkins and Melanie Grifiith as naugh-
ty stewardesses aboard a transcontinen-
tal jetliner—has reportedly been shelved
by Silverman, at least until midseason.
Stll aloft at CBS, the airborne Fying
High will have three sweet young things
(Pat Klous, Connie Sellecca and Kath-
ryn Witt) in fetching uniforms for
similar in-light fun and games. The
boys at CBS will also mine their own
back yards with a couple of TV news
rescarchers, Priscilla Barnes and Debra
Clinger, in The American Girls. Although
there's no way of knowing who was first
in this game of pillered TV packages,
CBS has still another crusading lawyer
who earned his law degree behind bars;
it's called Kez and Ron Liebman has
the title role. Evidently cribbed from
old and fairly recent movies arc The Paper
Chase, with John Houseman as a crusty,
not-so-benign Jaw prolessor making life
hell for his students; Just the Beginning,
co-starring McLean Stevenson and Pris-
cilla Lopez as Father Cleary and Sister
Agnes, getting laughs in the name of
God in an mner-city storefront mission.
Had enough? There’s more inside stuff
to come from WKRP in Cincinnati, designed
to harvest antic hay from what happens
when a down-at-the-heels radio station
switches to a rock-'n"roll format. Mary
Tyler Moore also tries a new format
in Mary, a standard variety hour; then

there’s CBS' hopeful cighth wonder,
People, featuring hostess Phyllis George
with a TV magazine full of glamor and
gossip.

°

A glance ahead at the big dramatic
specials in store for the 1978-1979 sea-
son appears to give ABC a slight edge,
with Roots: The Next Generations imminent
as a 14-hour sequel to Alex Haley's histor-
ic blockbuster, and Ike, a six-hour drama
about General Dwight Eisenhower’s war
years, with Robert Duvall starred oppo-
site Lee Remick (who does not play Ma-
mie). Dennis Weaver, Angie Dickinson,
Robert Wagner, Lesley Ann Warren and
World War Two figure prominently in
Pearl, another six-hour ABC epic set
against the explosive backdrop of Pearl
Harbor around December 7, 1941,
Those who preler gilded trash to apoca-
Iyptic upheavals can just watch for The
Users, a two-hour ABC-TV movie adapt-
ed from Joyce Haber's junky Hollywood
novel, with Jaclyn Smith, Tony Curtis,
Joan Fonuaine, Michelle Phillips and
George Hamilton impersonating  the
power elite in Tinseltown. NBC's major
cltort for 1978-1979, of course, will be
its 25-hour adaptation of Centennial, the
monumental James Michener novel that
covers cons in the life of a Colorado
town, with a galaxy of plavers headed
by Richard Chamberlain, Ravmond
Burr, Barbara Carvera, Sally Kellerman
and Chiel Dan George. Other major
miniseries in the works at NBCTV are
Beggar Man, Thief (a scquel to Irwin
Shaw's Rich Man, Poor Many); Backstairs
at the White House (cight hours of revela-
tions about our First Families from Taft
through Lisenhower); A Woman Called
Moses (Cicely Tyson in a biography of
Harriet Tubman); plus lengthy novels
on TV from Aldous Huxley's Brave New
World, Louisa May Alcott's Litle Women,
James Jones's From Here to Eternity and
James T. Farrell's Studs Lonigan. You
can’t say they're not trying.

.

As usual, the bulk of material avail-
able for prescreening and review comes
from PBS. Top of the new scason's
highlights appears to be Masterpiece
Thealve's seven-part series The Mayor of
Casterbridge. Alan Bates, a brilliant actor
currently brightening up movie marquees
as the favorite mate of An Unmarried
Woman, plays the title role in this liter-
ate, gorgeously filmed adaptation ol a
Thomas Hardy perennial. Bates's bris-
tling Mayor is a man whose late is sealed
forever by a cruel and senseless trans
gression during his vouth—when he
drunkenly auctions off his wife and in-
fant daughter at a county fair. The bar-
gain sticks, the wages of sin are bitter

41
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and Bates creates a [ascinating portrait
of a man whose entire life seems to be
an act of slow suicide. To watch Caster-
bridge is like curling up by the fire, week
alter week, with a long-neglected book.

L ]

Filmed in France and England, Marie
Curie stars Jane Lapotaire with a superior
English cast in a tastelul five-hour bio-
graphical e¢pic about the world’s most
celebrated woman scientist, discoverer
ol radium and recipient ol two Nobel
Prizes. What we didn’t know [rom early
exposure to Greer Garson's [ormula Hol-
lywood bio of 193, Madame Curie, wis
that the same Polish-born Frenchwoman
figured in a couple ol scandalous love
allaurs and was a stubborn, unorthodox
leminist who refused to the end to admit
that radioactivity might be dangerous to
one’s health (though it probably killed
her). Sharp personal imsights, plus popu-
lar science deltly disguised as history,
make Marte Curie credible and dramati-
cally potent in an unassuming way.

.

Coproduced by BBC television and
Time-Life Video under a grant from
Xerox, The Long Search leatures Ronald
Evre—a British playwrightdirector who
appears to be play-acting the kind of
host role usually assigned to Kenneth
Clark or Alistair Cooke—in a cursory
but unbiased study ol world religions.
Juesus freaks get short shrift, but Eyre's
Search seldom lags during its 13 episodes,
from the opening show, Protestant Spirit
U.S.A., which studies born-again Bap-
tists and Methodists in Indianapolis, o
Zulu Zion, on the South Alrican leg of
a 150,000-mile odvssev that covers Lon-
don, Kvoto, Rome and Banares without
once swallowing dogma or arriving at
any comforting conclusions.

L ]

Two Chicago movie critics—Roger
Ebert ol the Sun-Times and Gene Siskel
of the Tribune—are going national with
their PBS program Sneak Previews, which,
when it started a couple ol vears ago
a3 a local show on the Windy City's
WITW, was called Opening Soon at
o Theatey Near You. (The title was
dumped when it was found to be too
wordy lor most TV-listing publications.)
Ebert, the country’s only Pulitzer Prize-
winning movie critic, and Siskel will
hold forth every two weeks on current
hlm lare, including, on occasion, TV-
movie releases, showing film clips from
each. The two have the most [un, 1o all
appearances, with their “Dog ol the
Week” selections, those  pictures they
individually find the worst bets (sample
past picks: Master of the Flying Guillo-
tine, Gray Lady Down). It's all done in
a lively, bantering style—and at the end
of the hall hour, vou've learned a lot
about what's going to be showing at
vour local Bijou.

DINING & DRINKING

ood evening;

I'm Carol and
your waiter will
be Rasputin,” was
the cowgirl's open-
ing line at Molly
Murphy's House of
Fine Repute, a [unky
Oklahoma City
restaurant (1100
South Meridian)
where an all-star
cast of costumed
watters and  wait-
resses  dishes out
theatrics along
with beefl and sea-
lood specialties. In
a city that named
s airport  alter
wWill Rogers, vou
expect a certain
amount of levity,
but  when your

Oh, yes, the [ood:
Molly  Murphy’'s
basically  prime-
rib-and -sealood
menu  (it's  un-
rolled on a large
scrolly is not com-
prised  of the
stuft that culinary
dreams are made
on, but the olfer-
ings are good and
tasty—and who
can be thinking
seriously about
food in a joim
like this>

Owner Bob Ta-
)’ill‘ \ll(.‘ll[ over
51,000,000 on the
building and fur-
nishings; the mo
til changes every
12 [eet. One table

dinner 1s served
by a whiterobed,
bearded man with
one blackened eye,
a dagger tucked
in lus sash and an

There’s a restaurant in
Oklahoma City where your
waiter is Rasputin—or C-3PO.

is totally enclosed
in a bamboo hut.
Diners can sit
inside a wishing
well or against
the stone-wall

evil leer sccond

only to the one Lionel Barrymore wore
in his MGM portrayal of the mad mounk,
you don’t laugh.

Rasputin is not the only recognizable
character—real or iImaginary—to  wait
on tables at Molly Murphy's; Blacula,
Charlie Chan, Mr. Spock (the Star Trek
Spock), General Custer, Hot Lips Houli-
han, Wee Willie Winkie, Abe Lincoln,
Henry Morton Stanley (searching for Dr,
Livingstone, we presume) and Batman
\\'Glllll(_'l' l)}': Illl(l voui can sense ll'l:". il](‘l'e
are more costumed loonies lurking about,
just waiting to pop up when you least
expect them.

Shortly after Rasputin took our order,
an altercation developed between him
and Blacula over something Rasputin
had siaid. (The way we heard it, the mad
monk called the count a “sorry sucker.”)
Blacula responded by drawing a lour-
foot sword. Rasputin just happened Lo
have a similar weapon tucked under his
robe and off they went m a flurry of
tinkling Russian bells and flowing red-
lined cape, dueling among the customers’
tables. For the denouement, the pair sud-
denly wheeled and pointed their swords
at an unlucky patron.

Not only does Molly Murphy's seem
like a madhouse inside, but its exterior,
a patchwork of rough-cut wooden shin-
gles and Byzantine stained-glass windows
topped by a crownlike dome, gives the
restaurant the appearance of a Russian
Orthodox church that mated with a
ranch house.

backdrop of an
English castle. If you dig behind-the-
scenes tours of movie studios, vou'll love
Molly Murphy’s.

Then there's the salad car, a shiny
red Jaguar XKE parked in the middle
of the dining room. Fitted into the hood
and trunk are buckets ol soup, salad and
accompaniments; the attendant is a pit
mechanic dressed in a blue racing suit.

As if all this isn’t enough, Molly Mur-
phy’s also offers a Bacchus Feast to par-
ties of lour or more at 59.95 each. The
meal, according to Tavar, is “"damn ncar
hike an orgy.” A feast for four teatures
a4 Jt-ounce sirloin and a whole chicken
surrounded by baked onions, tomatoes,
bell peppers, carrots, mushrooms, boiled
potatoes and heaping mounds ol [ruits
of the season—all toted on a huge plat-
ter to your table by a conga line of sing
ing waiters and waitresses.

Buoyed by Molly Murphy’s success in
Oklahoma City, Tayar has recently
opened a second one in Tulsa and there
are plans for others in Denver and Dal-
las. We've also learned that the Star
Wars craze has hit Molly Murphy's: Ras-
putin, on alternate days. becomes Darth
Vader; and another waiter is building
a C-3PO body.

Molly Murphy's is open lor dinner
only, from 5 »ran to 11 pan, Sunday
through Thursday, and from 5 . to
midnight on Friday and Saturday. The
adjoining disco is open until 2 A
nightly. Most major credit cards are ac
cepted, but reservations are not aken.
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12 mg. “1ar*, 1.0 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.




44

s anybody who has the slightest in-
A terest in jazz knows, there arc no
flies on reed man Phil Woods. A superb
studio- and sideman. Woods is currently
the leader ol a group that continues to
make its presence [elt on the music scene.
The Phil Woods Quintet / Song for Sisyphus
(Century) is a direct-to-disc recording
that burnishes an already brilliant
sound. The alto and soprano work of
Woods provides a steady stream ol sur-
prises; one should never take his line
of attack for granted. The title wne,
composed by Woods, is a moody thing,
reflecting. perhaps, the uphill struggle
to make it in the jazz biz on his own
terms. Along with pianist Mike Melillo,
guitarist Harry Leahey, bassist Steve
Gilmore and drummer Bill Goodwin,
Woods has gone a long way toward
proving thar it can be done. What you
need is talent to spare. The rest ol the ses-
ston encompasses everything from Irving
Berlin to Django Reinhardt to Dizzy
Gillespic and Charlie Parker. Woods &
Co. do them all proud.

-

Andy Giblb's first album, Flowing
Rivers, showed, as they say, promise;
with his monstrously popular second al-
bum, Shadow Dencing (RSQ), he delivers
on that promise. Once you get past the
“youngest Bee Gee” hype, it gets down
to how olten you can listen to the album
without getting tired ol it and how many
tracks impel you to move the needle on
to the next tune. Answers to the above,
i order. are: hours and hours, and mav-
he one. What's most remarkable is that
the most listenable side is side two, for
which Andy wrote all the material. RSO
must not have as much faith in linle (20-
year-old) Andy as it has in the gargan-
tuan talent of his older brother Barry,
hecause it has promoted Shadow Dane-
ing, the lead single, Why, an Everlasting
Love (the only boring song on the al-
bum) and (Owur Love) Don’t Throw It
Al Away as hit singles, all written or co-
written by Barry. But the songs that make
us want to get up and spank are One
Muore Look at the Night, I Go for You
and Good Feeling, all by Andy, on sice
two. There must be something in the
Gibb genes that makes all therr music
sound like a sound wrack ol a dusco
movie: One could have used Shadow
Dancing behind Saturday Night Fever
and matched the Bee Gees sound track
(except lor the incredibly brilliant Night
Fever) lor instant likability. In [act,
it is surprising that Robert Stigwood
didn't create a movie for Andy Gibb's
ltest. 1E we were Andy, we'd be insulied.

L]

Alter a number of fine carly albums
and productive years in Canada, Jesse
Winchester finally toured the U.S. to

Phil Woods’s Sisyphus.

The Phil Woods Quintet
serves up a musical feast;
baby Bee Gee Andy Gibb

delivers an impressive
Shadow Dancing.

promote last vear's Nothing but a Breeze.
His excellent new album, A Touch on the
Rainy Side (Bearsville), is in great part a
reaction to the rigors of concert touring.
Producer Norbert Pumam did his home-
work: Winchester's most appealing traits
from previous work (unregretful home-
sickness, strong imagery, cautious opti-
mism) are emphasized and the nes
match well the walents of the Nashville
session men. The early Sevenues mood
that created Mississippt, You've on My
Mind is revapped for Wintry Feeling—
this time abour Monwreal. A Showman’s
Life claims dismay with the lile on the
onc-nighter trail. *“'T'he wear and tear)
On an old honkv-tonker's heart.” Lyrics
are tight as ever: and Jesse’s confident
vocals are complemented nicely by studio
drummers Ken Buttrev and Larrie Lon-
din and by David Briges's piano. With
Winchester's road songs, laments, kicker
Gospel and romance (the short Roger C.
Williams sax solo on Little Glass of Wine
guarantees goose bumps), this album is a
perlect boost to a carcer already on a
pPleasant and strong upswing.
L]

On the cover of The Man—Machine (Capi-
1ol), Kraliwerk's latest record. are lour
men in a row, their expressionless laces
in three-quarter profile. The lour wear
identical black ties and bright crimson
shirts—the red artihcially heightened in
printing to match the bright lipstick
they all wear. Inside. the sleeve is dec
orated with two more pictures of the

same men in the same pose and the same
clothes and the same lack of expression.
All alike. No, wait! This guy’s wearing
a belt and this one isn‘t. How about
that? Their music matches the pictures:
all electronic. artthcial. Phrases are re-
peated and repeated until the tiniest
variation is like an explosion. The
“lyric” of Metropolis consists ol the title
repeated over and over and over. This is
music to initial routing slips hy.
L ]

Mediocrity in pop music has achieved
heights that just wouldn't have been
possible even ten years ago. This es-
sentially gloomy rellection has been in-
spired by wwo  albums—Jolin - Wesley
Ryvles's Shine on Me (ABC) and The Farm
(Capitol), by Mel MeDaniel. There is no
particular reason to single out these two
from the general run ol new releases,
but then, it is part ol the nature of
mediocrity not to stand out from the
usual. Both of these voung men are
country singers with pleasant voices and
a reasonable degree ol competence.
Given a really carchy song, cither one
could have a hit. Neither ol these rec
ords has any material that good, but
both show what a good producer and a
good group of backup musicians can do
lor a singer. Today’s recording echnol-
ozy gives every voice depth and reso-
nance. Maybe the time is vipe lor a new
business: vanity recording. A good en-
gineer with a 96-track compuicrized
studio could make any shower-stall sing-
er with a big ego and a few bucks sound
like well, who's vour lantasy
favorite? Mick Jagger? Merle Haggard?
Luciano Pavarouti? Step right up.

SHORT CUTS
The Rolling Stones / Some Girls (Rolling
Stones  Records): The most  extreme

Stones lanatic we know is a guy whao has
spent his life in poverty, working various
menial day jobs, so that at night he
could [ront some miserable bar band
and imitate Mick Jagger. He can sing
other styles, but he has missed [ame and
fortune because hie refuses to do it any
other way—he wanis to be Muck. He
bought Seme Girls the mstant it cune
out; took it home and puot it on the
turntable; played through both sides
without interruption, to the very last
note: lified the album carelully from the
turntiable—and Frisbeed it mmto a thou-
sand shards of vinyl agminst the wall
across from him. We didn't do quite
that—finding the old fire o at feast one
cut, R:'.\pf'r'mfn':'—hul. truth be told,
alterward we dud spell veliel D-E-C-E-M-
}E-R-S C-H-I-L-D-R-E-N.

lggy Pop / TV Eye (RCA): A live album
from the original punk that caplures
all of his raw power to irritate.



ON THE TRACK
OR ON THE ROAD,
NOTHING EVVEN
COMES CLOSE.

Since 1948, Porsche has won our production cars. Things like made Porsche one of the finest
over 350 major races. But winning  vented disc brakes, rack-and-pinion  production sports cars in the world.
is not the sole reason we compete. steering, electronic ignition, oil Whether you drive the Porsche

At Porsche, we think of the race  coolers, low profile wide oval 924, the Porsche 928, or the
track as the ultimate testing tires, front spoilers, and many Porsche 911SC, you know you're
ground for our ideas. If they work  more. And even today, every race  driving a car built on 30 years of
under the torturous conditions of we run helps us develop new racing victories.

Nurburgring or in the grueling 24 ideas and further refine old ones. No wonder that on the track or

hours of LeMans, we know t‘ney il It's this kind of dedication to on the road, nothing even comes
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Pay Delinquent Taxes
and It’s Yours!

It happens every week of every month of every
year. Thousands of properties of cvery size and de-
scription throughout the U.S. and Canada are. after
repeated warnings. seized for non-payment of taxes.
These lands are then offered to the general public at
unbelievably low prices.

SAVE UP TO95%!

Considering that a few years of delinquent taxes 1s
only a small fraction of the real market value of most
property. many Fax Sales amount to savings of up to
95% .

Incredible but true new opportunities every week:
® Lush fertile lots $3.00 per acre
® Houses for less than $400 direct from tax authorities
® 640 acres for $20 plus $6.50 taxes yearly!

Properties range from large tracts. farms, fakefront
lots. mountain sites. even commercial and residential
properties. Opportunities abound in almost every
State.

We publish a unique monthly review of carcfully
researched listings detailing the very best in both
Federal Public Land. and the amazing Tax Land Sales
now eccurring throughout the U.S. and Canada.

We are not fand promoters. Our product is informa-
tion. If we think a property has exciting potential
we'll tell you. If we think it's & dud —we’ll tell you
that too' Satisfied subscribers (our circulation dou-
bles every year) know that our exclusive reports are
free of the usual sales pitch that accompanies most
land offers.

SAVE OR MAKE LOTS OF MONEY

Why not sit back and reap the benefits of our skilled
investigative editor as he unearths land bargains at
prices that will absolutely astound you. He's your
trusty. personal advisor in a ficld where accurate,
impartial advice is almost impossible to obtain.

UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEED!

Government Land Advisory Service will direct you
to land bargains where you can save up 10 95% of what
you would normally expect 10 pay. of your money will
be quickly refunded. That's right. We guarantee up to
950 savings or you can get your money back IN
BULL!

A 12 issue. one year subscription only costs $14.95.
Order now and we'll also send you a special copy of
the illustrated 28 page step-by-step success report
“*How to Buy Land for Delinquent Taxes.” This reveal-
ing publication normally sells for $5.00. It's yours
ABSOLUTELY FREE when you enter your subscrip-
ton. Act now! CI1978

GOVEFRNENT LAND ADVISORY SERVICE 1
I DEFT PL-TOTR = 150 Fast SHth Street t
Sew Yark, WYL HHIZZ DS
Subscribe Now and get a 12 issue, one year subscription
| to some of the huttest Land hargains in the country plus |
your FREE BONLS REPORT. My check or money

| order for $14.95 is enclosed. No C.0.D.'s please. |
MName

Fapapet W8 1 T & |

I City 0 e I

State SR s — .

I [ SPECIAL BONUS OFFER — Enclose an additional |
$5.00 G total of $19.95) and get the one year subscrip-
tion, the FREE BONUS REPORT and a copy of the

| confwential executive teporl on “Buying Overseas l
Land At Bargain Prices.” Find out how you can take

| advanage of burgain land in Laun America, Furope. |

Asia. Africa and Australia.

0 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE _I

The Shy Man’s Way
To Meet Girls

“Most Men Are Too Busy Trying To Pick Up Girls To Meet Any”

Don Ricci had always been shy with girls.
That's probably why he spent so many lonely
nights home alone.

Don is still shy with girls — but that doesn’t
matter anymore. Now he’s meeting enough
beautiful girls (in spite of his shyness) to keep
him happy for a long, long time to come.

For example — in just one week out of last
month, Don met six girls. Out of the six, he
ended up dating five. And out of those five, he
ended up sleeping with three. (Pretty darn
good for a man who's half scared to death of
girls!)

Sound crazy?

Maybe so. But give us half a chance, and
we'll show you how to do the same. Give
us half a chance. and we'll show you how
to meet enough beautiful girls to last you a
lifetime.

What's more — we're so sure that you
will meet girls our Shy Man’s Way that
we're going o give you a rather “dare-
devil™” type of guaranice.

And here 1t is:

Try out our material for a full year. That
will give you plenty of chance to decide
whether or not it’s worth the $9.95 we're
soing to ask you to send us.

Then, if you haven’t met enough girls to
last you the rest of your normal litetime, re-
turn the material. We'll send you back the
$9.95 you paid for our material — plus —
we'll send along an additional five dollars
out of our own pocket.

hyv would we do such a thing?

Because we know that our Shy Man’s
Way To Meet Girls works. But you don’t.
So if we have to go out on a limb to prove it
to you ... so let it be.

Okay — now we're going to let you in on
a few personal facts about our friend Don.
He doesn't like to brag. so we're going to
do it for him. It’s necessary — to prove that
sending for our material is the smartest
move you ever made.

Don meets between eight and fifteen girls
a month. (The only time he doesn’t is when
he chooeses not to — for whatever reason.)

On the average — he ends up sleeping
with three new girls a month (every month).

In a six month period. nine different girls
asked him to marry them. (He turned them
all down. He claims he'd be an idiot to get
married now.)

He's always getting presents from girls.
Shirts. sweaters, home-made food. (He re-
fuses most of them).

He never has to worry about seducing
wirls. Il one doesn’t want to sleep with him,
he simply moves on to another. There’s al-
ways plenty to choose from.

And we'll show vou exactly how he does
it — the Shy Man’s Way.

It doesn’t require ““good looks.”” Don
looks like any other average guy.

It doesn’t require a ““good personality. ™
Being bashful or fecling uneasy with girls
means absolutely nothing when you use our
material.

It doesn’t require ““money.”" Our material
works just as good for the poor as it does
tor the nich.

It doesn’t require ““youth.”” We person
ally know a 55 vear old gentleman who's
getting all the girls he wants ... doing only
what we taught him.

What does it require?

Desire. Enough to take a chance. Enough
to go ahead and send for our material.
Enough 1o put our principles into action
once you receive them.

If you do just that much — no more. no
less — the results will be hard 1o beheve.

Remember — we guarantee it.

Remember also — that you may not lose
your shyness. But you may soon be meeting
so many beautiful girls in spite of it that 11
won't matter the least bit anymore.

We gave Don a little wooden sign to hang
in his apartment. It reads: “"Most men are
too busy trying to pick up girls to meet
any.

Don't take as long as he did to find out
what it means.

The Shy Man’s Way To Meet Girls is —
by far — also the easiest way. And we’ll
prove it to you. il you'll just send in the
COUPON NOW.

We're not asking vou to “believe™ us.
Just give at atrv.

If we're wrong. you'll get your money back
plus an additional five dollars from us. 1t
we're right. you'll soon have enough girls to
last you the next 30 years. Either way. you
come up a wmner!

I” Mirobar Books Dept. PL-I0TX -:
964 Third Ave. |
| New York, N.Y. 10022 |
| I don’t know i you're crazy or not, but you can |
| count me in for sure. Send me the Shy Man's Way
| To Meet Girls. Here's my $9.95 |
I I will try out your material for a year. then if 11
haven't met enough girls 1o List me a bfetime, § may |
| retumn it for vour special refund. IF 1 do returm your |
I material. you will send me back my %995 plux an
I additional five dollars out of vour own pocker. |
I understand my materal will be sent in a plan
i WRIppeT. |
I Name I
I Address I
: Ciry :
| Stae 2ip ]

c 1977



The Hot Tub Expe

It takes your breath away at first.
Then the hot, swirling water does its magic.

Your body sinks back. Suddenly the simple pleasures of
relaxation are rediscovered. There’s laughter,
playful splashing, quiet conversations. . . —

Introducing the Hot Tub Experience
from California Cooperage. It exactly fits

the spirit of our time.

Soaking is for Everyone

Hot tubbing is just plain fun. It's
soothing and natural. It can be sociable . \
or solitary. Enjoyed in any climate. |
Whatever time of year. And thanks to
our low cost do-it-yourself hot tub
kits, anyone can enjoy the bene-

fits.

Our Package is Complete

First off, each California
Cooperage hot tub is precision-
milled from only the finest kiln-
dried, all-heart redwood. It can
be assembled in a few hours
and lasts for generations.

Our spa equipment system
produces thousands of in-
vigorating bubbles and
keeps constant vigil over
water purity. It's com-
pletely self-contained.
Heavy-duty. Time-
tested and virtually
maintenance free.

And as a practical
matter, California
Cooperage hot tubs
are both ecologically
sensible and an excel-
lent investment.

The First To Do It Right

We deliver our hot tub spa
package anywhere in the U.S.
for only $1499, plus freight.
Comes to your door pre-cut,
ready to assemble. Includes a 4’
solid redwood tub, pump, filter,
heater, hydro-massage jets, and
accessories. You need little more
than household tools, the help
of a friend and a free weekend.
It's that simple!

- Get the entire
by ,) story from the
world’s lead-
ing hot tub

maker. Call
or write
today for
our free

l6-page
color bro-
chure, or

enclose
$1, and
we'll also
send the

rience

photo-story book California Hot
Tibbing (Uniplan Publishing, reg.
$2.95). P.O. Box E, San Luis
Obispo, CA 93406

(805) 544-9300. =

Our Package
Price : $1,499

[ Endlosed is $1_ Rush me the “California Hot
Tubbing” book and your literature, via First
Class Mail.

[ Just send me your free literature, via Third
Class Mail.

Name

Address . —

City

State S}

P.O. Box E San Luis Obispo, CA 93406
(805) 544-9300 D1

California Cooperage

REDWOOD HOT TUBS

ws



GRAND MASTER
BY AMPEX

UNTIL NOW ONLY THE
PROS WERE READY FORIT.

High-tensile strength leader staking

Graphnte-;mpr nated Teﬂon‘@ friction
prevents leader/hub detachment.

plates for smooth tape wind

Head-cleaning leader tape
keeps recorder heads clean.

True-Track™ fore-and-aft
guide system for precise
azimuth control.

Felt pad and beryll:um.f'copper spring Precisi . : {
/ ecision guide rollers with stainless
assembly for precise tape to head contact. steel pins provids smocthet fape

movement with minimal friction.

When we invented Grand Master In the studio, yes. But not

studio recording tape in 1973, at home.

professional recording engineers Now, the world has changed.

grabbed it. And Grand Master Home equipment has

soon became the unquestioned improved dramatically. With

leader in its field. bias flexibility. Higher output.
But in 1973, not even the And lower distortion.

most sophisticated home users So that now, the time is

had the kind of equipment right for Crand Master.

that could drive tape hard enough In cassette, 8-track, and open

to explore Grand Master's amaz-  reel. Including a ‘%pLCld”)

ing potential. For output formulated Grand Master II

sensitivity. Ultra-wide dynamic cassette, for high bias.

range. Improved signal-to-noise. You're ready for it. And it’s

And low distortion. ready for you.

G Master]
. AMPEX S0

GRAND MASTER BY AMPEX.
WE THINK YOU RE. READY FOR IT

“arporation, Magnetic Tape Div 0 v, Redwood City, California 9



reviews: What is there to look for-

ward to on the fall book list? Plenty!
Nonfiction books run the gamut from
the very serious Criminal Violence, Criminal
Justice (Random House), subtitled “*Crim-
mals, Police, Courts and Prisons in
America,” by Charles E. Silberman;
through the witty Auvto Ads (David Obst/
Random House), pictured here, by Jane
& Michael Stern, a [ascinating survey of
75 years of car advertising; to the sub-
lime Brother Billy (Harper & Row), by
Ruth Carter Stapleton, the wvery last
word—maybe—on the First Brother.
And, of course, there is lots in between:
By Myself (Knopf), by Lauren Bacall, a
“star” bio actually written by the star;
J J A P I Memoir (Double-
day), by his friend Willie Morris; Carl
Sagan and numerous associates put to-
gether Murmurs of Earth: The Voyager Inter-
stellar Record (Random House), the story
of the attempt to communicate with pos-
sible extraterrestrials by placing a
record aboard the Voyager space-
craft; A Dangerous Place (Little, Brown),
by Daniel P. Moynihan, about the seven
months the Senator served as U. S. Ambas-
sador to the UN; and a completely new
People’s Almanae #2 (Morrow), by David
Wallechinsky and Irving Wallace, every-
one's favorite pop encycopedists. Fiction
fares well, too: The Coup (Knopl), a new
John Updike novel, concerns the rise and
fall of an imaginary African kingdom;
Larry McMurtry’s latest, Somebody’s Darling
(Simon & Schuster), is about the Western
frontier—Hollywood; more horror is
due from Stephen King, the author of
Salem’s Lot and The Shining, in The
Stand (Doubleday); Herr Nightingale and the
Satin Womean (Knopf), by William Kotz
winkle, is a sassy love story illustrated by
Joe Servello with "Thirties pulp-romance
drawings; and a new one from Patrick
Anderson (who gave us The President’s
Mistress), called White House (Simon &
Schuster), convinces us that the Washing-
ton novel is alive and well. From here,
all of the above look like good reading.

L ]

Let the reader beware: This is a
biased review. Many of the studies in
Irwin Shaw Short Stories: Five Decades (Dcla-
corte) first appeared in the pages ol
pPLAYBOY. We liked them enough 1o buy
them and run them; upon rereading
them in the context of Shaw's lifework,
we appreciate them even more. Shaw is
a master storyteller and this magazine
cherishes the moments he has chosen to
sit at our fire. He leads off his collection
with The Eighty-Yard Run—a story that
PLAYBOY published in May 1955. It con-
cerns an aging [ootball player who ve-
turns one night to a stadium to relive
the glory of the title run, an event 15
years in the past. The rite of passage is

CERTILER

Coming up: Auto Ads.

Ron Nessen doesn't tell all;
the best of Irwin Shaw
and a Robert Redford debut.

witnessed by a young couple making out
on the side lines. A nice touch, perhaps
Shaw’s way of telling the audience that
discovered him through the television
production of Rich Man, Poor Man that
he has been around for a long time, that
he has played the field of words and
scored, that he can still make that run
without breathing hard.
]

We have to say we had mixed feelings
about the impending publication of Ron
INessen's It Sure Looks Different from the Inside
(Playboy Press). On the one hand, we
had published a portion of the hook
(though in somcwhat different form);
on the other hand, it might be just
another show-and-tell Government in-
sider gossiping between hard covers, In
fact, it is a surprisingly intimate set piece
on America's only modern accidental
President, as seen by a loyal but honest
staffer, his own press secretary.

In a way, the book is most revealing
by default. For Nessen is loyal enough
to defend Gerald Ford even when the de-
fense doesn’t sit very well. For example,
in a chapter called “Saturday Night
Live,” Nessen sets out to demonstrate
that Ford's internationally famous clum-
siness was merely something the press
manufactured out of a couple of random

incidents. Ford falls on his ass in Salz-
burg and Nessen says it was “‘poor
planning by Spanish officials.” Sort of
like blaming Vietnam on “poor plan-
ning by French officials.” It's because of
this touching effort to set history straight
that the book is honestly funny, as Ford
gocs [rom trying to kill himself to having
other people attempt it for him to his
latest trick of trying to kill people with
golf balls. Chevy Chase couldn’t have
done it better,
L]

It sounded like an intriguing prem-
ise—the CIA, the Mob, a United States
Senator, an erotic-arts dealer and a porn
king all competing to get their hands
on a rumored pornographic film of
Hitler's last days in the bunker—the
ultimate X-rater, Adolf cavorting naked
while the Russians are shelling Berlin.
But despite the nifty premise, Don De-
Lillo’s new novel, Running Dog (Knopf),
is a bore, full of loose ends, convoluted
dialog, unconvincing characterizations
and dull, unsuspenseful plotting. Worse
yet—and all too predictably—the film
turns out to be a washout, just another
one of Eva Braun's corny home movies.

]

The Outlaw Trail (Grosset & Dunlap),

by Robert Redford—yes, it's the RR—is

> an account of a trip he and several oth-

§ ers took along much of the legendary
trail that stretches from Montana to
the Mexican border and was the main
rugged highway for every bandit, grifter
and scoundrel worthy of a wANTED post-
er. Much of it—at the moment, anyway-
remains wilderness, some of the toughest
and emptiest (and most beautiful) in the
country; sections of the trail in Utah
now snake through national parks.

What could have been an exercise in
pure ego (who wouldn’t publish a book
with RR’s by-line?) and/or nostalgia is
better than that. Jonathan Blair's fine
photographs throughout don't hurt a bit,
and a good hard point emerges among
iall the outlaw aneccdotes: The dread
BLM (Bureau of Land Management) is
rightly regarded as a chiel villain in
these parts, insensitive to the value of
preserving anything [rom our f{rontier
past, being fonder instead of setting fire
to century-old cabins and drowning
whole ghost towns so that turkeys in
power boats can go zooming and foam-
ing over them. -

Good for Redford. He won't scare
many writers out of business, but his
name will get the word out. Ed Abbey, a
member ol the group that went along on
the trip, has for some time been writing
about this second rape of the West with
beauty, humor and blue burning rage.
So after this one, wy his Desert Solilaire
and The Monkey-Wrench Gang.
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The spirit of the Czar lives on.

5

It was the Golden Age of Russia.
Yet in this time when legends
lived, the Czar stood like a giant
amerﬁ men.

He could bend an iron bar
on his bare knee. Crush a silver
ruble with his fist. And had a
thirst for life like no other man
alive.

And his drink was Genuine
Vodka. Wolfschmidt Vodka.
Made by special appointment to
his Majesty the Czar. And the
Royal Romanov Court.

It's been 120 years since then.
And while life has changed since
the days of the Czar, his Vodka
remains the same.

Wolfschmidt Genuine Vodka.
The spirit of the Czar lives on.

il

wouscnmmi

{

‘Wolfschmidt
GenuineVodka

00 proof - Wolfschmidt, Relay, Md




w COMING ATTRACTIONS

poL cossie: Orion Pictures (the inde-

pendent movie company formed by
ex-UA execs) is prepping Heart Beal,
set to star Nick Nolte, Sissy Spacek and John
Heard—it's a love story involving Beat
Generation characters Jack Kerouae, Neal
Cassady and Carolyn Cassady. Spacek has
also been tagged to play Loretta Lynn in
the singer's biopic Coal Miner's Daugh-
ler. . . . Frank Zappa will be one of the
first hosts of Saturday Night Live this

L
Spacek

season. Rumor has it that there'll be
some changes in the Weekend Update
format. . . . F. Lee Bailey has written a first
novel, Secrets, set for December publi-
cation. It's about a veteran lawyer ar-
rested for murder. . . . English actress
Nicola Pagett (she played Anna Karenina
in the PBS series) is being considered for
the title role in The Vivien Leigh Story.
If she lands that role, she’s a cinch to
get the Scarlett O'Hara part in MGM's
sequel to Gone with the Wind. . .. The
first installment of Pete Hamill's Sam Bris-
coe series, Dirty Laundry, will hit the
bookstore racks this month. The serics
involves a former newspaper columnist
turned free-lance writer who unwittingly
gets himself involved in some Raymond
Chandlerlike dilemmas and turns into a
private dick. . . . The latest rage in
Hollywood seems to be Dracula pix.
Frank langella, who played Drac on
Broadway, will star in Universal's film
of the play. George Hamilton will star in
Love at First Bite, a comedic treatment
with Hamilton in the lcad sans fangs.
Ken Russell is also prepping a Dracula
flick and Paramount is developing one
based on Anne Rice’s best seller, Inlerview
with the Vampire. . . . Director Jeannot
Szware says he's looking for “a nice little
love story™ to direct after the rigors of
Jaws 2. Sounds familiur—Steven Spielberg
said the same thing after completing the
original Jaws and wound up with Close
Encounters.
L]

STORMY WEATHER: Since there wasn’t a
single hotel in all of Bora Bora that
could reserve enough rooms to ac
commodate the entire aew of The
Hurricane for five months of filming,

prmluccr Dino De Laurentiis built his own
53,500,000 hotel, which will become a
new resort for the island once the on-
location shooting is completed. Because
ot scarce facilities in the remote loca-
tion, De Laurentiis also had to buy his
own freighter, 20 jeeps, two trucks and
an amphibious craft, all part of a
515,000,000 budget for the remake of the
John Ford classic, now starring Jason Ro-
bards, Mia Farrow, Max Von Sydow, Trevor
Howard and Timothy Bottoms.
L]

HEADLINER: Holt, Rinehart & Winston
is keeping Michael Drosnin's book Citizen
Hughes under tight wraps until publica-
tion in January. The book, subtitled
“In His Own Words—How Howard
Hughes Tried to Buy America,” reported-
ly contains never-before-published pri-
vate papers, what amounts to a diary
kept by Hughes during the height ol his
wealth and power. “This book,” say the
publishers, “is, in essence, his autobiog-
raphy. More than that, it's a startling
record of the secret history of our times,”
with a cast that includes Richard Nixon,
LB.J., Hubert Humphrey and the Kennedys.
Hughes experts speculate that Drosnin
may have gotten hold of the mysterious
Romaine Sireet Documents that were
stolen from the Hughes organization in
1974. Among those papers was a docu-
ment that reportedly revealed the real
purpose of the Glomar expedition.

L]

A sTAR 1s Born: Shooting will begin
soon on NBC's Freedom Road, starring
none other than The Champ himself,
Muhammed Ali, in the role of Gideon

Ali

Jackson, the ex-slave who returns to the
South alter the Civil War, locks horns
with the Klan and eventually becomes a
UJ.S. Senator. “I've been offered hun-
dreds of parts,” says Ali, “but this one is
history. This is me. This is what I am in
real life. If I had lived in those days,
I would have been Gideon Jackson.
People often ask, ‘Can he act?” I've heen
acting ever since I've been boxing. Every-

thing I do is an act, and people believed
it. They said they wanted somebody 10
play a bad nigger . . . well, 1 am a
baaaad nigger.”

L]

DAYS OF WINE AND MOSES: 'Richard Drey-
fuss and I have known each other since
the sixth grade and we've been talking
about doing a movie project together
for the past 20 years,” says Casl Borack,
whose childhood fantasy has become a
reality with The Big Fix, the film he just
coproduced with Dreyfuss. Due out in
mid-October, Fix is the story of Moses
Wine, an ex-Berkeley activist turned
private eye. Will The Big Fix signal the
beginning ol a whole new image for
Dreyluss—that of a romantic leading
man? “Richard really looks great in
this picture,” says Borack. "He's wry,
charming, witty—and auractive. In fact,

Dreyfuss

Clayburgh

he resembles the young Paul New-
man in many ways—he dropped 30
pounds for this role.” Shortly before
shooting was to commence, Dreyfuss
broke his wrist in an accident. “Rather
than delay shooting,” says Borack, “we
wrote the broken wrist into the script
and it became one ol the more amusing
aspects of the film.” Fix co-stars Susan
Anspach as Wine's old Berkeley girliriend.
a

INCEST, WWALIAN sTvie: The plot of
Bernardo Bertolucci's new film, La Luna,
is so top secret Bernardo has instructed
his leading lady, %l Clayburgh, not to
breathe a word of it to anyone, and
his own PR people are using the stock
line that “it's such a delicate, fragile
story that you cannot describe it ade-
quately.” Smelling controversy, we got a
source close to Bertolucci 1o spill the
beans, “It's about mcest,” says our
source. "There’s an angle in the film
concerning incest between the mother
and the son.” (Clayburgh plays an opera
singer who goes to Italy with her teen-
aged son after her husband's death.)
Bertolucdi supposedly offered the Clay-
burgh role to Liv Ullmann first, but “prior
commitments” prevented Liv from
accepting. ~—JOHN BLUMENTHAL ﬂ
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Our engine sits sideways

When people sit in a Honda Civic® 1200 or Civic CVCC® for the
first ume, they are often surprised at the amount of room inside.

They discover that despite their brief overall length our Civics
have plenty of room for four adults. Plus luggage space behind
the rear seat.

How do we do it?"To help solve the mystery, we took the roof
and hood off a Honda Civic cvcC Hatchback.

As you can now see, one reason for the Civic’s roominess is the
way the engine sits. Because 1t sits sideways, instead lof
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HONDA CIVIC CVCC 4-SPEED HATCHBACK.



soyou dont have to.

lengthwise, the engine doesn’t interfere with front-seat legroom.
Instead, itis neatly tucked away up front, out of everybody’s way.

Of course, the engine in our Civic CVCC 4-speed Hatchback is
sitting pretty when it comes to fuel economy. This model got
42 mpg for highway driving, 36 mpg city, according to EPA
estimates. The actual mileage you get will vary depending on
the type of driving you do, your driving habits, your car’s
condition and optional equipment. Mileage estimates are lower
for California and high alticude cars.

Getting back to roominess. We gave the Civic additional space by
giving it front-wheel drive. This
means there 1s no drive-shaft to the
rear wheels, so the hump running
through the passenger compart-
ment is reduced.

So now when you sit in a Honda
Civic, please don’t be surprised that
you're not cramped for space. And
that you're not sitting sideways.

After all, it was a simple matter to
make our engine sit that way
instead.

H|oND[A

We make 1t simple.

*Civic 1200 not available in California and high altitude areas.
© 1978 Amernican Honda Motor Co.. Ine. Civic, Civic 1200, and CVCC are Honda trademarks.



Wrangler thinks

Americans
should get what

they pay for.

That’s your
right and our
responsibility.

Wrangler has
as many looks
as men have
lifestyles.

Wrangler Menswear,
350 Fifth Avenue, New York 10001,
© 1978 by Blue Bell, Inc.

...
1ok

¢

|I||I'|"

Wee member the “W?is Sil

ept.

e S S8 f
o Y’
|
F
]




THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

M)‘ wife and T met another couple and
alter only three visits, we were plaving
strip checkers. When we were all naked,
we changed partners and started making
out like newlyweds right in front of each
other. I was really getting it on with the
other girl and I looked over at my wile
and her partner and it Jooked like they
hadn’t lost any time, either. I asked the
other girl if she would like to go to the
bedroom and she answered yes. To my
surprise, her husband entered the bed-
room after we had been balling about
five minutes and blew his stack. My wife
and I got dressed and left, knowing that
we would never see them again. Two
days later, they came over to our house
and we sat around drinking all after-
noon, All four of us just sat there like
bumps on a log, making conversation.
The subject of what happened that night
hasn’t come up again. It was the first
time my wife and I ever did anything
like that so we don't know why the other
couple still sees us. Do they want to start
the relationship again? How can we
bring this out into the open?* We're not
sure what they want—B. R., Lake Jack-
son, Texas.

It sounds like they aven't sure what
they want, either. Maybe it was their first
time and they want to hiss and make
out. Invite them over to talk about it.
Maybe it would work out if you took it a
bit slower. Try strip chess. Or blindman's
buff. What he can’t see¢ won’t bother him.

OII the advice of a {riend, I recently
purchased a super amplifier that puts
out about 200 wauts. I think 1 could
have saved some money, because a quar-
ter turn of my volume knob gives me
enough juice to rattle the windows. Is
all that power necessary?>—R. T, Detroit,
Michigan.

Probably not, unless you're a glazier.
What you've gol, though, is a pretty
good hedge against distortion, the nem-
ests of the low-powered amp. The re-
laiionship of volume to power output,
you see, is based on a factor of ten.
In other words, doubling the volume
will not draw twice as much power
from your amp, it will dvaw len times
the power. If your amp is pulling out
frve watls to reproduce a violin rolo and
the violinist hits a nole twice as loud as
the ones before, your amp will have to
put out 50 walts to reproduce it. Other-
wise, you will get distortion that can
rattle more than your windows.

Hclp! I have tried everything and
you're my last hope. 1 am very open to
any kind of sex and have always enjoved
experimentation. I recently married (my

husband and I had lived together for
several months). Now, here’s the shock.
After one wecek of marriage, he informed
me that he can’t stand to go down on
me, or any other woman, for that matter.
He claims that the “fishy” smell of the
vagina is distasteful. I've tried douching,
but then he says that the smell is soapy.
What do you suggest? My husband
doesn’t bother to get into any kind of
Toreplay. He just lies back and expects
me to kiss and lick him from head to
toe, front to back. Then he's ready to go
and I'm as dry as a bone. Even my imag-
ination doesn't help anymore. He seems
to think it's my problem, that I'm just
oversexed.—NMIrs. D. H., Chicago, Illinois.
First: Visit your gynecologist. The most
common cause of vaginal odor is a bac-
terial infection. The characteristic fishy
smell is symptomalic of a Hemophilus
vaginalis infection. A vaginal smear will
indicate the presence of the bacleria.
Treatment consists of both you and your
partner taking antibiotics. (Both partners
need treatment to prevent a ping-pong
reinfeclion pattern.) In addition, you
may use a sulfa cream for a few days.
Howeuver, it sounds to us as though this
problem is in your husband’s head, not
yours. If Lthe doctor gives you a clean bill,
you're going to have to tackle the prob-
lem of communication with a reluctant
spouse. Theve is nothing distasteful
aboul a natural woman in good health.

I use my favorite pair of athletic shoes
for tennis and jogging in the summer

and for racquetball in the winter. My
tennis partner says I'll ruin my feet
using the same shoes for each activity,
but [ can’t afford to buy three different
pairs. Does it really make a difference
what shoes I wear as long as my feet don't
complain?—N\I. A,, Chicago, Illinois.

The curient bumper crop of athletic
shoes is the vesull of necessily as well as
greed. Different  sports put  different
kinds of strains on your feet. Running
shoes, for example, help absorb the shock
of jogging as well as provide support
for your feel. (That shock has been esti-
mated at about 600 lons per foot over a
ten-mile course.) They are also con-
structed for forward movement, whereas
tennis shoes must allow lateral maneuver-
ability, too. Playing or running surfaces
must also be taken into account. The
hardwood floor of a racquetball court
dictates a suction-cup type of sole, while
clay tennis courls call for a line patlern
for traction. On grass and dirt, a waffle-
tread sole works best for jogging. The
fact that your feet don’t complain is no
reason for handicapping yourself with
imfprroper foolgear. And the amount of
money you spend for the proper shoes
will certainly be offset by better perform-
ance. Your feei won't fail you now or
later.

l have known a certain woman very well
for 25 years. She is in what you would
call the upper middle class and is finan-
cially well off. She is attractive and has
an absolutely beautiful body. Also, I
guess you could say she is a nympho-
maniac and definitely an exhibitionist.
The following is just a fraction of some
of the capers that I have seen myself. She
will perform any sex act known with any-
one who will get together with her. She
will have intercourse while others watch
her. At a cabin party in the mountains,
she got up on top of a table and did a
striptease in front of nine men, taking
off everything except a black garter belt,
nylon stockings and her high-heel pumps.
Then she spent the weekend having re-
peated sex with every one of us. Between
Friday night and Sunday afternoon, she
screwed the nine of us 37 times, and then
on Sunday she teased and made fun of us
because we couldn’t go anymore. I called
her once when a friend was passing
through town and she went over to the
motel where he was staying and spent
the night with him. She has sucked men
off in front of others and she always
swallows the semen. One night at a bar, a
total stranger sitting next to her started
making passes and she turned to him and
asked him point-blank if he wanted to
have sex. They got up and walked
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“I have clinched and closed wrth the naked
* North, I have learned to defy and defend;
~ Shoulder to shoulder we have fough!‘ i
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[t -
-

dian I'uors.

Soft-spoken and smooth, its hundred-proof potency
simmers just below the surface. Straight, on the rocks, or
L mixed, YUKON JACK is a breed apart; unlike any
Canadian liquor you've ever tasted.
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Yukon Jack 80 and 100 Proof imported and Botlled by Heublein. Inc . Hartford. Conn. Sole Agents U SA-@ 1907 Dudd Maad &Co.. Inc.

Proof mported Liqueurmade vith Blended Canadian Whisky.

outside and got in the back scat of his
car. It was parked under the lights and
we could see through the window as she
slid down her panties and lay down. We
could see her high heels locked up
around this [ellow's back. After they fin-
ished, they came back in and he was
carrying her black panties and we all
cheered. Over the years, 1 estimate that
well over 1000 men have had sex with
her. My question is, How long will this
tremendous sex drive contnue? She 1s
now almost 50 vears old, though her
body would pass for that of a woman ol
30. She keeps it in perflect condition. 1
have told another very close friend who
is also concerned that as she gets older,
her sex drive will wane. Please tell me
how much longer her exhibitionism and
uncontrollable sex drive will continue.—
R. H., Derroit, Michigan,

Shades of Grannmy. Our guess is thal
the lady and her sex drive will outlive
the bunch of you. To reverse an old
saying, sex 15 99 percent inspiralion and
one percent persprration: There are some
physiological changes with age, but the
desive and ability to make love are essen-
tially the products of a dirty mind. And
dirty minds only get beller with age.

1 enjoy eating food spiced with mari-
juana. It gives me a much deeper and
longer high than smoking joints. But the
grass is not particularly appetizing, espe-
cially when added to my morning eggs. Is
it possible to boil the grass and then add
the water to the food? I don't like green
eggs.—M. B, Tulsa, Oklahoma.

You'd probably be better off feeding
the grass to your chickens and trying lo
get stoned by eating them. THC, Lhe ac-
tive ingredient in marijuana, is m).‘ waler
soluble. The best you can hope for is a
limpr .s'u.s'pr'nsiun. It 15 soluble, however,
i grain alcohol, butter, vegetable oil
and animal fais. Next time, lry grass in
your chicken soup.

H('ads or tails? After several months
of making love to my girllriend, I've
reached an impasse. I prefer to make
love in the missionary position. She pre-
fers to make love in the female-superior
position. She claims that the missionary
is a male-chauvinist invention.. 1 claim
the female-superior position 1s a4 wom-
en's lib rhetorical device. We are curious.
What s the most popular positionz My
girllriend says that the missionary posi-
tion 1s practiced only in America. I can’t
believe that, Do other cultures do it dif-
ferently? »., Boston, Massachusetts.
Yes. For years, the missionary position
was America’s chief exporl. It may be
responsible for the irade deficil. In
Kinsey's day, the mussionary posilion was
the only position used by 70 percent of

the couples surveyed. Nowadays, the fe-
male superior is pulling its own weight,
at least in America. But neither position



OUR NEW CASSETTE DEGK WOULD BE DAZZ1ING
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The Direct Memory
Function automatically
replays any selection.

Zero Rewind™ allows you
to set any point on the tape
as the “‘beginning.’

The computer also controls
¢ Electronic Tape Counting and
# Second Counting, so you always
~ know how much tape or time you
have left.

A Liquid Crystal Display shows
you current mode and function.

The built-in digital quartz clock
acts as a timing device; it displays
timed-programming operations, so
you can actually program your
RT-3388 to record automatically
from a radio or TV at any pre-select-
ed time and then switch itself off.

But what really makes the
RT-3388 so special is that the
musical performance of the deck is

The first cassette deck
controlled by computer—a micro-
processor with no fewer than five
memories—would be enough to
dazzle anybody.

You merely program the com-
puter: tell it how and when you
want to listen to which song.

It controls Sharp's exclusive
Auto Program Locate Device. This
unique feature skips ahead or back
to any song you select (up to 19
songs) and plays it automatically.

o R

SHARP ﬁ ELEFL'T"TI ED“TRDU.E[] sterec casselle deck HT-3388

every bit as dazzling as the elec-
tronic performance of the computer.

Just a few specs tell the story:
S/N ratio; 64dB with Dolby.* Wow
and flutter, a minimal 0.06%. :
Frequency response, 30-16,000 Hz
(4 3dB) for FeCr.

Without the computer, the
RT-3388 would merely be one of
the best engineered cassette decks
you could find.

But how nice that you can
have the deck with your own pri-
vate computer to run it. (The
RT-3388 is just one of a complete
line of Sharp® cassette decks with
the unique ability to find and play
your music for you.)

When your Sharp dealer
shows you the RT-3388, we sug-
gest that you ask to hear some
music first.

Then go ahead and let the

... ENEN WITHOUT THE GOMPUTER.

- computer dazzle you.

Sharp Electronics Corp.
10 Keystone Place

Paramus,N.J.07652 SHARP
SHARP'S RT-3388.
THEFIRST COMPUTER THAT PLAYS NUSIC.

Jlby 15 a registered trademark of Dody Laborator s
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Stay in touch
with your home
phone. .

At home, Record a Call 80 Remote
is answering your phone auto-
maltically, and storing
messages.

Away from home, you dial
your own phone number,
then 'beep’ into the phone
with your pockel-sized

such as: Twin Cassettes,
Silent Monitor, Rapid
Rewind, Fast Forward,

decoder and all your stored Message Light, cm.d AC
essaass will beployed power. See the full line of
Record a Call's at fine

back to you word for word.
Record a Call 80 is a com-
plete telephone answering
system for home or office
with advanced features

stores everywhere.

REMOTE BD with voice
actuation {records as
long as the caller
speaks)

I2ecord a.lf

We have the answers for busy busy people -
T.A.D. Avanti, Inc., 16250 Gundry Avenue, Paramount, California 90723

is world-wide. According to psychologist
Frank Beach, face-loface lovemaking is
found in every culture, but most fre-
quently it takes this form: “The woman
lies on her back while the man squals
or kneels belween her legs, which are
placed avound his thighs. In the cowrse
of ('o_fmhm'ml, he may dvaw the woman
close 1o him and she may lock her legs
behind his back.” In shovt, it's hike the
missionary position, only the man s
praying to a different god.

I wax my car frequently, maintaining a
high gloss. But my brother—a car me-
chanic—says 1 should also use a car pol-
ish. What's the dilference and should I
use both?—N. P., St. Louis, Missouri,

We assume your brother didn’t offer
to help with either, so we understand the
problem. The fact is, the two products
are for different purposes. Your car's
paint contains oils that evaporate. A car
polish will replace these oils. On the
olher hand, if you have no problem with
excessive cvaporation (if your car looks
dusty, yow've got a problem), all you
really need is a car wax to form an aur-
tight seal to prevent evaporation. With
your mainienance schedule, it sounds
like all you need is wax for your car and
perhaps a six-pack for your own body.

Bccauw I travel often in foreign coun
tries, I'm very much aware of the chang-
ing currency situation with regard to the
American dollar. 1 never really know
how much of a foreign currency I'm go-
ing to get in an exchange and I'm often
charged as much as 30 percent. Further-
more, many foreigners—hoteliers, taxi
drivers, restaurateurs, et al—prefer their
own currency. Is there a way out of this
mess*—R. K., New York, New York.

Gold and diamonds are acceplable cur-
rency almost anywhere. Unfortunalcly,
gold lends o be a little heavy in the
average unveinforced pocket and dia-
maonds tend to light up the eyes of cal
burglars. Luckily, Deak-Perera, 41 Easl
42nd Street, New York, with 58 offices
world-wide, has set up a Travelers Cur-
rency Exchange. For your personal check,
money order (or Visa or Master Charge
credil number) in the amount of 330 or
more, il will send you the currency of
your choice for about a 82.50 fee. It will
alse send along a booklet describing the
currency, lipping cusioms, melric con-
versions and clothing sizes. Using iis
sevvice will probably not save you much
in the actual transaction, but it will save
you lime and hassles on the voad looking
for a bank or a currency exchange. Plus,
you are assured of pelling the highest
possible market value of your greenbacks
at the time of your purchase.

My wile and I are planning to have a
child in the near future. We've been
doing some reading and are somewhat
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People tell us blank tape has their heads reeling.

We know why. Blank tape is a jumble, presenting as
many confusing options as a Chinese menu. Written in
Chinese.

Sony is prepared to make order out of the chaos. And no
one is more equipped. We've been making tape for 30 years.
It's how Sony got started. So we know it backwards and
forwards. Forward and rewind.

Right now, Sony makes 4 different blank tapes. Each
has a distinct purpose. We're going to slam through the jargon,
telling you clearly and specifically, which tape fills which need.

Others try to make their customers into engineers. We'd
rather make our engineers talk like our customers.

Basic Blank.

The workhorse tape, technically called Low Noise—
don't trouble yourself why. It's for those times when you just
want to get it down.

In school, a boring lecture on “The history of the
thank-you note through the ages.”

In the office, yet another budget meeting. In the car,
for your cassette player.

At home, for your Uncle Iggie practicing the oboe.

Better Blank.

While Basic Blank is primanly for speech recording,
Better Blank is primarily for music. (Its technical name is Hi
Fidelty, one of the few technical names to explain anything.)

Better Blank 1s sensitive to a wide dynamic range—
which means the lows and the highs. It's particularly valid in
the bass register—and it won't hurt too much at the cash
register.

Better Blank is not Ultimate Blank, but you can still use
it in a iving room, concert hall, or off a record.

Beautiful Music Blank.

If you want to sound knowledgeable, call it Chromium
Dioxide. A thin coating of that substance makes this tape
loyal and faithful in the high frequency range.

So piccolos will sound perfect. Lead singers, sublime.

Use this tape when quality—particularly in the high
range—is the highest prionty.

Best Blank.,

When the object is the ultimate, and money is no
object. Officially called Ferri-Chrome, this tape offers
low distortion and @ wide, flat frequency response.

It combines Chromium Dioxide, to pick up the highs,
with Fernic Oxide—so the lows reach new heights. There is
no better tape to reproduce music.

But do you need Ferri-Chrome? Some say that only the
Verri-Crazy can tell the difference. But it's nice to know that
the ditference is there—if you have the ears to hear it.

NY

Industnes, A Dwvision of Sony Corp. of America.
ew York, NY, 10019. Sony is trademark of Sony Corp.

© 1978 Sor'};
9 West 57 Street, N



It’s true. Quanta turntables by BSR are good looking. But many
people think our specs are even better than our bodies.

For instance, consider the 500. It’s a single-play turntable with
an exclusive feature. **The Final Touch.” What Is it? Well, at the end of
a record, the power shuts off. Then, magically and silently, the arm rises
from the record and returns to its rest position. Automatically.

The 500 is made with DC Servo-Controlled Motor, which is the
quietest motor made. It's belt driven. And it's got electronic speed
control to assure you constant record speed. Wow and flutter are less
than .06% (WRMS). Rumble is better than-65 dB (Din B).

1f you like those specs but prefer a multiple play turntable, then
think about Quanta’s 550-S.

Of course, both the 500 and the 550-S have a few things in
common with our other Quanta turntables. Great value as well as great
beauty. So come take a look at the entire Quanta line at your

nearest Quanta dealer. EE&
We give you a lot to choose from because we want you to =

like us for more than our good looks. BSR CONSUMER PRODUCTS GROUP
Route 303, Blauvelt, N.Y. 10911

Beauty and the best.

worried. For example, we've read that
women who drink have a greater chance
of giving birth to an abpormal baby.
App: lv, the problem is so severe,
the Government is wying to force
alcoholic-beverage companies into plac-
ing a warning label on botdes. Can you
tell us more about this problem>—L. W,
Miami, Florida.

Unless your wife has been drinking a
pini of 80 proof a day n nd is already
pregnant, you probably have nothing to
worry about. In 1973, a leam of doclors
headed by K. I. Jones ideniified the
Fetal Alcohol Syndrome. Children who
were born o women who were heavy
drinkers (150 grams of ethanol per day)
displayed certain chavacievistics (facial
abnormalities, deformed  limbs,  heart
f)l'ﬂl.'h’m.!«', stunied growth and delayed
development). The study was not con-
clusive: Thomas D. Turner, dean emeri-
tus of the Johns Hopkins University
school of medicine, pointed out thai
other potlentially damaging factors such
as malnutrition, hewry smoking, drug
usage and the age of the mother had nol
been taken into account. Also, the same
symptoms have been found in the chil-
dyen of women who were leclolalers,
The scieniiftc communily seems to be
divided on the question of the eflect
of light or moderate dosages of alcohol.
Studies have been done thal indicale
there is no significant difference between
rare drinkers and moderate dvinkers on
the outeome of pregnancy. Dy, Ernest P.
Noble and the National Institute on
Alcohol Abuse and Alcoholism do “not
endorse an abstinence policy for preg-
nant women because  there is  nol
clear-cul scientific data to support such
conclusions. . . . In fact, major studics
throughout this couniry and other inter-
national studies have indicated  that
small quantities of alcohol ingested daily
are actually beneficial to the human sys-
tem.” The movement by Government lo
put warning labels on alcoholic bever-
ages seems Lo be an overreaclion to slight
evidence. However, the more we learn
aboul pregnancy, the more we discover
that everything seems to have some effect
on the [etus, especially in ils first weeks.
It pays to plan ahead. A family should go
into lraining for Ue big event. Consull
your doctor for a complete List of o bd-
den fruits, vecommended diets, elc., and
then follow his advice

All reasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, food and drink, steveo and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquelle—
will be personally answered if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addressed  en-
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduisor, Playboy Buiding, 919 N. Micla-
aan Avenune, Clucago, Hlinois 6061 1. The
most provocative, pertinent queries will
be presenied on these pages each month.




 Innovation.

Olympus innovated the concept of the
compact SLR. The introduction of the OM-1 startled
the world of photography by putting so many
big ideas into such a small body.

And after Olympus did the thinking,
others did the following.

Today, the OM cameras still stand ahead
of the pack with exclusive features.

OM-1: The #1 Innovation.

Enter the OM-1. Suddenly, the SLR
camerais 33% smaller and lighter, yet incredibly
rugged to meet the demands of professional wear
and tear. Miraculously, the viewfinder is 70%
brighter and 30% larger for faster, easier compos-
ing and focusing.

And suddenly the OM-1 became the
#1 selling compact SLR. Its metering system is
designed to give complete control to professionals
and photojournalists. No distractions, blinking
lights, or obscured images in the viewfinder.

A Quiet Innovation.

Olympus created a unique shock
absorber/air damper system to eliminate noise and
vibration, for sharper, unobtrusive photography.
Especially vital for long tele shots and macro/micro
photos.

The Motor Drive Innovation.

OM-1 is still unsurpassed in its continuous-

view motor drive capability: 5 pictures per

second. And a rapid winder that fires as fast as

3 shots a second! With no mirror “lock-up.’ regard-
less of lens used.

Imitation.

The Biggest System Innovation.

OM-1 is part of the world's most complete
compact system. More than 280 components.
all compact design, including 13 interchangeable
screens so you can meet any photographic chal-
lenge. Ingeniously designed to change in seconds
through the lens mount. And more compact
lenses than any other systern, each a marvel of
optical design and performance.

The Automatic Innovation: The OM-2.

It's the fully autornatic OM, with major
differences from all other automatics! The only
SLRwith “off-the-film" light measurement for
those photographers demanding the ultimate
innovation in autormatic exposure control. Which
means each frame is individually exposure-
confrolled even in motor drive or rapid winder
sequences. And it makes possible the unigue
Olympus 310 Flash whose flash duration is con-
trolled by the camera'’s metering system.

And of course, the OM-2 shares every
other innovation and system component with
the OM-1.

We Wrote The Book On Compacts.

The OM System story is detailed in our
full color in-depth brochure, yours free for writing
OLYMPUS, Woodbury, New York 11797. Read it all.
Discuss the advantages of an Olympus with your
photographer friends.

Visit your camera store. Compare.
Wouldn't you rather buy the innovator instead of
the imitator?

OLYMPUSE
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THE PLAYBOY SEX POLL

an informal survey of current sexual attitudes, behavior and insights

Have vou ever seen mud wrestling?
Two nearly naked women grapple with
cach other in an ooze-flled ring. attempt-
my to pin cach other down, One dame
locks her thighs awround the other's headl.
Breaking loose from this [ace-smothering
hold, her opponent quickly retaliates,
Her powerful arms grab her opponent’s
nude torso in a breast-crushing bear hug.
As the two bhattding babes slip and slide
through the sludge, the men in the audi-
ence hoot and holler, caught up in a
horny lull-fledged Mrenzyv. Howard Cosell
swallows his microphone. For sure, mud
wirestling was designed with one purpose
m mind: to exploit 1o the utmost the
kinky sexuality of the event.

What about the underlving eroticism
in all those other sports. the ones most
people play or watch? Isn't ditillation
part of their basic popularity? We de-
cided to find out. We asked 100 men and
100 women il thev found spectator sports
arouwsing. In our usual double reverse,
we asked them to guess which spectator
sport the opposite sex would choose as
an aphrodisiac. On your marks. Go.

.

Q: MEN, WHICH SPECTA-
TOR SPORT IS THE MOST
AROUSING FOR WOMEN?

Thirty-hve pereent of the men said
watching foothall would trn most wom-
en on: “"Women get horny when my
friends and I play football, They dig
sceing us tackle one another. When we
become aggressive, they get turned on.
And instead ol going after the ball,
Sandy, my girl. alwavs tells me she fan-
tasizes that our whole team goes after
her, strips her naked and passes her [rom
once stud 10 1he next, doing whatever we
want, sending her into a gang-bang stu-
por. Mavbe we could turn her fantasy
mto a beer commercial.”

Twenty percent of the men suned that
females found tennis jocks irresistible:
“Females get an crotic thrill looking at
the men in a tennis match, who are
always so cocksure. Arrogant Jimmy Con
nors has set more than one dame 1 know
on fire. They really like the challenge of
taking on a skillful dude like thar—
getting him to show the same kind of
finesse in bed with his cock as he does
on the court with his racket.™

Thirteen pereent ol the men suspected
that track and field was tiillating o
women: “Now that the ladies love to
jog, they've gotten imto eying guys who

THE SPORTING LIFE

run. The shorts, the pouring sweat. the
strained [ace—all trigger an erotic hot
flash. Once while running in the park,
I was picked up by a cute bike rider, She
said she admired my stamina, so I took
her into the tall grass and did a few laps,”

Ten percent of the men said they
thought ladies got excited by boxing:
“"When most women get a load of two
powerlul fighters trying to kill each other
in the ring, they feel a very primitive
rush. Thinking about screwing that in-
tense kind ol body, wondering about the
massive  prong  that must accompany
those muscles can be an overpowering
sensation.”

Six percent of the men said skiing
provided the sensuous thrill: “Broads are
suckers for the tmned, sell-assured heart-
breakers on ski slopes. A skier's every
move is sensuous—the carved turns, the
weighting and unweighting. It's the only
\p()l'l llllll..‘i close to SON—l woman can
magine the skier swooping down her
trails. The rhvthm is the same.”

The rest of the sample thought women
were turned on by baskethall (five per-
cent), swimming (four percent), body
building (1wo pereent), ice hockey (two

percent), svmnastics (two percent) and
SPOrLs-car racing {one pereent).
L]

Q: WOMEN, WHICH SPECTA-
TOR SPORT IS THE MOST
AROUSING?

Twentv-ecight percent of the women
said watching a foothall jock in action
trned them on: “This sounds weird, 1
know. But I dig warching foothall. That
macla straiting posture gives me goose
bumps. Although the athlete’s body is
covered from head to toe with gear and
clothes, his pants are so tight, they look
like thevire pamted on, showing all those
well-developaed bulges, not to mention
his snug livde ass. It makes my juices
flow.™

Sixteen pereent ol the women stated
that a male tennis plaver was irvesistible:
“As a hard-to-get 16-vearold virgin, 1
onee agreed o a strip-poker tennis match
with. Andy. my high school boviriend.
We met very earlv in the morning at the
secluded country-club courts, So even was
our ithility that for two sets. only a few
garments went back and forth. Andy got
ficree in the third—I ended up stark-
naked, I was so horny from the excite-
ment that I finally Jet him deflower me
right there on the clay. Ever since then,
all T can think of wheoever 1 look at
men plaving tennis is (ucking.”

Twelve percent of the women reported
that guys playing basketball were titillat
ing: “Maybe to Woody Allen they look
like overactive thyroids jumping around
in undershorts, but o me, those lanky
baskethall players are an erotic delight.
Their revealing outfits show off some
great bodies, well trained and ready to
sarew.”

Ten percent of the women said they
got excited by boxers: “Just thinking
about o champion like Mulammad Al
working out makes me hot between the
legs. Thanks to him, prize fighting has
become my favorite sport. I know it's a
wild extension of my S/ M fantasies, but 1
sure get a bang sceing implacable brutes
pummel each other.”

Eight percent of the women said
man  swimming  provided a  sensuous
thrill: “Diving and swimming are my
trn-on. I can’t keep my eves olf my lover
when he’s standing on that board, his
prick tucked tightly into a superbriel
suit. I adore his slim hips and the way he
tightens his ass, springing into action a
the perlect moment. 1 think there's
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something about that kind of control that
reminds me of his performance in bed.
He knows just how to hold back until
I'm so hot and horny I beg him to come.”

Eight percent preferred watching the
male wack athlete work out: “There's
something about a runner, body sweat-
ing, clothes clinging, that's close to what
a man looks like during lovemaking. His
heart is pounding, there's a slight flush
to his face, he's healthy and very much
an animal. T know that il I touch him,
all that blood will rush to his erection,
We'll start making love at the point
most lovenaking leaves off.”

The rest of the sample was turned on
by hockey (six percent), baseball (four
percent), lacrosse (four percent), skiing
(two percent) and gymnastics (two
percent).

®

Q: WOMEN, WHICH SPECTA-
TOR SPORT 1S THE MOST
AROUSING FOR MEN?

Twenty-eight percent ol the women
said watching a female gymnast would
turn most guys on: “Almost all the chaps
I know get hard-ons watching those
graceful Lolitalike creatures straddling
the bars, flving through the air, landing
in luscious  splits. Those tiny-titted
nymphs have the power to fog men’s
minds. My boviriend would love to see a
private performance in the nude.”

Twenty-one percent of the women
stated that men found gals who swam
irresistible: 1 know a lot ol fellas who
wish they were lileguards. Sitting up in
that tall chair, binoculars to their eves,
they spy at us in our bikinis, [rolicking
in the occan—our asses, breasts, pubes
barely covered. One lifeguard 1 knew
told me he used 1o lantasize a special
kind of reseue. He'd jumyp in and dvag
some honey from the deep and—talk
about artificial respiration—he’d put his
tongue in her mouth and his cock in her
cunt and make her come alive.”

Twenty percent of the women re-
ported the track-and-field stars titillated
men: “No dude can resist staring at a
barely clad sweatsoaked woman running
laps. If she can push her sinewy frame
for miles on the wrack, imagine her en-
durance in his bed, trving to prove her-
sell in a marathon fuck fest.”

Nineteen percent of the women said
they thought guys got excited by a lady
playing tennis: “Men love the paradox
ol those mnocent-looking  darlings,
dressed in their virginal white mini-
skirts, playing such a powerful sport. All
that slamming of balls sets their own
sexual aggression on edge. They'd like to
challenge all that feminine combative-
ness and prove it'd be mo match for
them between the sheets.”

The rest of the sample thought men
were turned on by skiing (four percent),
ice skating (three percent), women'’s bas-

ketball (three percent) and volleyball
(two percent).
°

Q'.' MEN, WHICH SPECTA-
TOR SPORT IS THE MOST
AROUSING?

Twenty-five percent of the men said
sceing a female run tuwrned them on:
“When a chick runs in her pubic-tease
jogging shorts and skimpy nipplereveal-
ing tank top, I really go wild. The mus-
cles are always tight and fum as she
pushes hard 1o make her laps. Afterward,
she shimmers in a sexy sweat and I imag-
inc giving her a rubdown. My fingers
would gradually get her tingling all over
and my cock would merge with the
sweat.”

Twenty-four percent of the men stated
the gvmmast was irresistible: *Luscious
schoolgirls wearing those skintight reveal-
ing leotards, somersaulting about, spread-
ing their legs, while doing perfect
maneuvers, aflect me like a porno loop.
I dream about me and those heautiful
brins performing  perverse tricks—like
when she's in a full backbend curve,
she'd suck my throbbing cock while I
licked her chaste little twat.”

Eighteen percent of the men reported
that tennis was titillating: A girl pranc
ing on the court dressed in [rilly sexy
whites gets me very horny. It's inspiring
how she keeps her eves riveted on the
ball, then whacks it with incredible
strength. I would love to have her focus
that hard on another set of balls.”

Ten percent of the men said they
got excited by girls who swam: “A sleek
suit on a shapely water nymph doing
flip turns makes my dick as stft as a
diving board. As [ gaze, iU's casy to dream
up strokes she could use on me.”

Eight percent of the men said ice
skating provided a sexual thrill: “Peggy
Fleming once made me come just observy-
ing her leap and twirl. Ever since then,
ice skating has led me to think of sen-
suous young ladies delly tempting me
to join them out on the frozen rink. We
remove our clothes and dance. My hot
penis would melt her cool reserve. I'd
get her juices flowing, enter her and
climax in a torrid dizzy spin.”

The rest of the men veported a variety
of athletic wrn-ons. Four percent pre-
ferred watching a woman act rough and
tough in a rousing combative roller
derby, while another [our percent were
sent into a sexual vibration by the fem-
inine skier who cut a gorgeous fgure
through the snow,

Three percent cited softhall, with fe-
males sliding into bases and diving for
the ball, as the highest turn-on. Two per-
cent said a givl surfer, standing up on the
board in a teenv-tiny bikini, her undulat-
ing body riding out a wave, was the sure-
fire arowser; while another two percent
said that baskethall—with women closely

guarding one another, maneuvering lay-
ups in sweat-drenched  unilorms—got
them ofl.

Summary: A significant theme running
through the majority of responses was
the Xerated appeal in the lack or tight-
ness of cdothes. Seeing the revealing de-
tails of a well-honed body streiched to its
limits trips many a spectator's [antasy
trigeer and makes it easy to imagine how
that particular athlete would perform
nude in bed.

With men, the provocative reasons be-
hind their Ieading preferences are varied.
In track and swimming, it is the vision of
the solitary woman, sleek and sensuous,
trying to go beyond hersell—the love-
liness of the long-distance Tucker. When
guys choose gvmnasts as their mrn-on
tavorites, which 24 percent did, the ob-
vious source of the thrill is the exquisite
agility of the fillylike pubescent.

However, male gymnasts curried no
such favor with the women in our survey.
Only two percent of them reported an
erogenous tingle observing those grace-
ful, slim-physiqued acrobats. Evidently,
ladies get off when a male athlete per-
forms like a racing car—body lines are
enhanced when there is real power un-
der the hood. For females, their main
choices were lootball, tennis, basketball
and boxing. Aggressive play is the tan-
talizing common denominator.

When we asked everyvone to figure out
how the opposite sex would answer our
qut.-.s'liml, both sides gllmwd fairly accu-
rately, except that women overestimated
the number ol guvs who got hot looking
at a girl swim. And men missed the mark
by underestimating basketball as a lem-
inine visual aphrodisiac.

It's clear that as the amount of leisure
time increases, both sports and sex will
continue to flourish. Perhaps il morality
keeps changing at the same rapid pace,
not only will the Olympics go back to
games played in the nude but fucking
will be the main event. However, until
then, those unsung champions ol sex will
have to get their gold medals in bed.

An invitation to readers: So much for
the wide and sexy world ol sports. Now
iU's time to turn o pursuits of the mind.
Over the past few years, sexual acts that
were once lorbidden have become com-
monplace. Masturbation, once a sign of
mental illness, is now practiced by near-
Iy everyone. More and more people are
paying lip service to oral sex. And recent
sex surveys indicate an increasing num-
ber of couples willing to experiment
with that most 1aboo of techniques—anal
sex. What's next? Is there a sexual taboo
that you would like to see {all> What
forbidden areas do you think the oppo-
site sex would like to explore? Let your
imaginations roam. Nothing you sav will
be held against you. Send your responses
to The Playboy Reader Sex Poll. 919
North Michigan Avenue, Chicago. 1lli-
nois GUG11. —HOWARD SMITH



SEX POLL FEEDBACK

our readers respond to sex polls past

SEX AND CINEMA

Thanks for conducring a Sex Poll on
erotic movies  {lovittion o Readers,
June 1978). You have 1o wonder who the
hlm makers think their audience is.

Take vour typical porn movie. Lots of
fucking and sucking. The obligatory cum
shots, with the man pulling his cock out
of her cunt and spurting onto her tum-
my. How unrealistic!

On the other hand, occasionally there
are glimpses of real wrn-ons. Georgina
Spelvin s an example. particularly in
her dassic The Dewidl in Miss Jones, It
was obviouws 1o all of us watching that
film that Georgina was thoroughly enjoy-
ing her sexual escapades, that she was
Hooding all her senses and thrilling to
everything happening o her. While she
was being fucked silly during her firse
session, she was sucking wildly on a rub-
ber stimulator, Later. she and another
girl were almost fighting to see who got
the most licks on an erect cock and who
got most ol the semen that resulted from
their stimulation. The point is that the
obvious cnjoyment of sex by the partici-
pants, in an environment that is vealistic
in terms of our common experiences with
sex, is the kev to turning on the male.

The common themes in current porn
films are oral sex, lesbian sex, female
masturbation and swaight fucking, with
numerous cum shots in which the ejacula
ton is shown——presumably, 10 prove 1o
us viewers that ic really happened. |
would propose a new coneept. one in
which the temale is totally entranced by
her rveaction 10 all her senses—sight,
touch, hearing, taste and smell—as she
engiges i osexual activity, and is pan-
tcularly turned on by semen and vaginal
lubrication. The real turnon for me is
when I see the people in the film turning
on, and 1 relate 1o that.

I'here are numerous variations on this
concept, but here is a typical example:
The hlm opens with a single woman,
who is [ullv dressed, beautitul and has a

voluptuous body: she becomes sexually
by some wvisual sumulus, She
slowly and luxuriously begins 1o caress
her body, with the camera catching all of
the action and particularly her lice, She
pulls up her dress and runs her fingers
up her thighs o her crowch; then she
pulls her panties aside to rub her fingers
in the slipperv wetness ol her cumt. She
then brings those fingers up to her nose
and breathes heavily and moans and
talks soldy to herself about how goad

aroused

her cunt juices smell. She repeats those
actions while caressing her breasts with
the other hand: she exposes a nipple and
covers it with some ol her cunt juice. She
slowly brings her Tace amd breast Lo
gether, inhaling the lovely aroma, and
then, sticking our her tongue, tastes and
tickles her nipple. which becomes erect.
She continues her slow  masturbation,
now concentrating on stimulating  her
anus: she runs her fingers around it, then
allows a finger 1o touch and slightly
penetrate the opening, Again, she ex-
plores the erotic smell of hersell, this
time ol her anus, and inlales deeply.
The session climaxes as she masturbates
her clitoris to orgasm, while at the same
time stimulating alternately her nipples
and her anus. The whole point s thae
she is thoroughly enjoving herself, and
her total enjoyment is obvious 1o me as a
viewer.—B. | Virginia Beach, Virginia.

I get turned on by a porno movie
when it leatures a big-breasted woman
with two or three men. Riace is not im-
portant. I really appreciate seeing one
man inserted anally, one orally and one
vaginally, Throw a litle mild  bond-
age o this sineation and vou have a
helpless, not scwred woman with three
men slowly caressing and  penetrating
every part of her bodv. What turns me
off are 15-minute blow jobs. Snore! But
nothing turns me oft as much as a Gilm

climaxing with sperm flving in all direc-
tions and dripping down a woman's face.
I would imagine men liked 15-minute
blow jobs. One man and multiple wom-
en and sperm in the face. Yecch.—Miss
A, H., New York. New York.

PICKUP SHTICKS
I'm writing in response w the ques-
tions posed in the Mayv Sex Poll. The
best line T have ever used o pick up a
lady was a straightforward “How'd vou
like vour bellyv button tickled from the
inside:”™ However, | find that a catchy
linc isn't what I take into consideration
when it comes 1o being picked up. It’s
more what the lady has 10 offer. 1t doesn't
really matter how she says it just wheth-
er or not she lets me know if she wants

me.—L. L., Chicago. llinois.

SEXUAL LANDMARKS

I am writing this letter in responsc 1o
the question in the April Playboy Sex
Poll "What was the most important sex-
witl Landmark in your lite?” I would have
to sav it was three vears ago, when [ was
roughnecking in West Texas. 1 met these
two girls lrom Quebee, who were tourig
the U.S. My friend Jeff and 1 paired oft
with these chicks later that night. Up
until that time, I thought sex was just
get it in, bang, bang. get a nut and roll
ofl. So later that night, when 1 mounted
Estelle, T couldn’t get it in. her cont was
just o tight and dry. I had never hit a
roadblock of this 1type and didn’t know
what to do. She
hand and showed me how 1o stimulate o
woman by gently massaging the clitoris,
That was the beginning ol three days of

just smiled, took mv

costasy, experimenting with different po-
sitions and oral sex. I was sorry to see her
go. but she had changed my way ol cop-
ulation—A. C.. Mansheld, Ohio,

I was bent in an oral direction very
carly in myv sexual career. The Eindmark
of my life (sexual or otherwise) had to
be the first time 1 went down on a lady.
Silky thighs, pubic hair, soltly vielding
nether lips parted 10 reveal an erect linde
clitoris. And best ol all, that delicious
lragrance. My greatest joy is to take an
carlv-morning muff dive with my favorite
lady and then be careful not w touch
my mustache when I am washing for
work, so that her sweet perfume stavs
with me for the rest of the day—T. L.,
Marwville, Missouri.

El
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The “L0§tDutchman” oldmine.«==
*  lLegendsaysitsnear the place where
we hid a case of C.C

We heard tales of hidden gold in the
mountains east of Phoenix. They tell
how miners who discovered it were
mysteriously massacred. How an old
prospector, “The Dutchman,” rediscov-
ered it. And how he, too, took its secrel
to the grave.

We searched the same canyons
the Dutchman had followed.

These mountains seemed a natural
place to hide a case of Canadian Club.
So we found a wrangler, and with our

f:ﬁﬂ"‘w
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C.C. tied on a surefooted
mule, we set out. We would
seek a hiding place among the
sites of the Dutchman’s legend
. and perhaps his lost gold
mine too. His last words were
about a needle-like rock near
his mine. So we kept such a
rock in sight as we followed
narrow canyons. It's been a
spell since adventurers here
have met up with gold-crazed
outlaws. Still, our wrangler's revolver
was comforting as shadows deepened.
A campfire, cowboy beans and C.C.
with mountain stream water.

With dark, we pitched camp below
the needle-rock, put our chow on the
fire, and toasted our saddle sores with
C.C. and icy clear stream water. Next
day we rode northwest to a well-trav-
eled “Indian trail” and soon buried the
Canadian Club. To find it, seek a place
on that trail where the needle-rock is in

-

sight, then head for lakes that w

here when the Dutchman was.

A strange rock, an abandoned camp.
Seek the rock pictured here (warn-

ing: itwon't look this way from the trail)



and ride directly toward it. Fol-

low a rocky trail that's really

more stream bed in places, past

a lone cactus that grows from a

high rock outcropping, to the

end. Near here we made camp

again ‘neath a small tree where g _ :

the distant needle-rock can [ R e T
again be seen. Within sight of AT I - (!_M‘PQRTE?;J

our fire, we buried our full & L R ; :
case of Canadian Club. AN ! YA &

We wish you better luck in Tk ;. =
your search for the buried case H&=s imps b a4 ' '..{}ﬂff/ﬂf'(///
of Canadian Club than those =% SO
who've sought the Dutchman’s - -
gold. But be ?-\’ril'ﬂe(.l:_ ('I'IIS St il Ay ‘/"{}rf;,,)_f’

. gged country is unforgiving,
Soif the trail seems loo rigorous, you can strike it rich at any bar
‘or package store. Just say, “C.C., please.”
Beginning Sept. 4. get more clues by calling 80( 1-4686. In N.Y. call B0O-

Caradion Clod

“The Best In The House”? in 87 lands.
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“What’s the name : : “Is it his charm

of that or the i
pipe tobacco . - - \faybe | proc 0 ac0 2. “Ooh, I'm tn love
he’s wearing? sho;ufd smoke he’s wearing? Suith that
a pipe... : pipe tobacco
“I wish my man s Le he’s wearing!”
1 would wear %

his pipe tobacco.”

“I wonder

. 1‘: ‘I:-‘? ;
lntrodu Argosy Pipe'lbbacco.
The pipe t cC othat wears well.
New Argosy Black is taste. With an aroma
a superior blend of selected so pleasing, so distinctive,
dark tobaccos. people around you will
New Argosy Black Gold think of it as part of you.

combines choice dark, burley

and bright leaf tobaccos.
Whichever one you smoke

will give you a soft, mellow

Argosy Black &
Argosy Black Gold.

The pipe tobacco that wears well.

Argosy i1s a trademark of U.S. Tobacco Company.
©1978 U S. Tobacco Company




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continuing dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

URINALS FOR WOMEN?!

Wisconsin has had a proud tradition
as a leader in liberal legislation, being
the first state to adopt Workmen's Com-
pensation, among other things. While
Wisconsin has approved the E.R.A., one
wonders il it is necessary. I just ran across
the following administrative rule that
provides urinals for women:

H 62.08(11}) Urinals

vriNALs (a) Waomen. Urinals for
women may be installed as an aux
ithary or supplementary hixture. This
type fixture is not to he used as a
substitute for water closets. In all
cases, the minimum number of water
closets required shall be provided.

1. Enclosure. The urinal shall be
enclosed with a standard-size water-
closet compartment and door 10 in-
sure privacy in use. An instruction
card explaining how to use the hx-
ture shall be posted in each such
compartment.

Charles G. Center
Autorney at Law
Madison, Wisconsin
Alns, since you wrote to us, some hu-
morless turkey pevswaded state officials to
scrafr this enlightened piece of legislation,

NEXT QUESTION
Please advise if the swallowing of
sperm can cause plaque o form on teeth.
Kindly do not print my name.
(Name withheld by request)
Faiir Lawn, New Jersey
We can’t persuade the Playboy Advisor
that you're not putting us on and the
maost he'll say is that you should have no
prroblems if you brush afier cating and
watch those belween-meal snacks.

MEET THE REAL DICK TRACY

There's a funny story circulating in
the local legal community that might be
ol some mterest to vour readers. It seems
that one ol our gallant law-enlorcement
ofhcers made a collar on a suspected
prostitute alter she had allegedly started
giving him a blow job in a heart-shaped
bathtub known as a “love tub.” During
questioning ad a preliminary hearing, the
detective tesufied that though the act
wok place in three leet of warter, the
girl never got her lace or her hair wet.

You can probably imagine the fun
the defense attorney had with this, but
just in casc vou can’t, I've enclosed a
copy of the motion the lawyer filed ask-
ing that the oflicer “submit Lo a physical

examination by a physician or a survey-
or who can certify to the jury that the
lIength of the olhcer's penis is . . . pre-
sumptively short of three and one half
feet.”
(Name withheld by request)
Columbus, Ohio

FUN-LOVING FIREMEN

This letter 1s in regard 1o your response
to the woman who comments on the
sexuality of firemen in the June Playboy
Forum. Your naive comment is, “Our

“If there were
a true sexual revolution,
prostitutes wouldn’t
be in business.”

gallant fire highters as new national sex
symbols—we'll have to think about that
one.” Boy, who just threw you guys off
the wrnip truck? Firemen are not the
new national sex symbols, they are the
nittional sex symbols!

I've heen around lor only 23 vears, but
cver since | developed an interest in
men, firemen have been tops on my list.
All my women {riends and I agree that if
there is one prolession with the most
auractive males, it has to be that of

fireman. T imagine that if you polled
your women readers, you would find that
a great deal of them shared this view.
Patti Fortunat
San Francisco, Calilornia

As you lound out, we hremen are a
bunch ol carelree, [un-loving, sex-crazed,
horny creatures out to get what we can
hefore the “big one” gets us. But an
image as sex symbols we don’t need.
After all, who would you want giving
first aid to your daughter at three in the
morning—a sex maniac who hasn’t had
a woman for several hours or one of
America’s heroes?

We have an image to protect and we
keep a low profile, because why ruin a
good thing? And we are good. But chau-
vinists? Really, now!

Kerry A. Buck, Fireman
Palm Springs, California

RETURN OF THE MINUTEMEN!

I am writing this letter to express my
dissatislaction and that of mv associates
over the leshian pictorials that vou have
put in vour magazine. If vou are uying
to be liberal and [reethinking, then you
should have the guts to put in just as
many male-homosexual  pictorials. Let
me state now that 1 am nol a II()III'I'I’S(‘N-
ual and that a wrue heterosexual male
does not want to sit by and watch wom-
en waste themselves on other women.
He would rather service those women
himsell. There is something wrong with
a man who likes to watch women have
sex with cach other. The American
woman s screwed up enough as it s,
Il there were a true sexual revolution,
as you and the rest of the media like to
claim, prostitutes wouldn't be in busi-
ness. Contrary to all of the feminist
raving, women just don't like sex as
much as men do. 1 am talking about
plain straight animal sex and no bull-
shit games. Any man can satisly a wom-
an. The problem is getting them 10 let
vou. Women are responsible for most
ol the barriers keeping men and women
from getting together to [uck. The ma
jority of the men in America would
fuck a different woman every week il
they could. Women have the spportuni-
ty to do this with men, but they don't
wint to.

Prostitution should be legalized all
over America and no man should be
denied a woman at least once a month,
regardless of his cconomic and social
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status and misfortunes such as imprison-
ment and physical deformities. It fills
me with rage to think of all the lonely
and dejected disabled veterans in and
out of hospitals. The Government
should provide them with the finest cour-
tesans if the American women can’t find
time off from all the phony “groupie”
causes they espouse. There should also
be male bordellos for women. The
streets of America are going to “run red
with blood” in the future. Men and
women should be getting together now
as much as they can.

Lt. Bert Diedtrich

Minutemen

Los Angeles, California

We always thought minutcmen were

fellows afflicted with premalure ejacu-
lation. And before our women readers
start raising hell about the above lelter,
read the one that follows.

PACKING IT IN

I read with some amusement the letter
in the April Playboy Forum on the sub-
ject of penis size from the woman in San
Jose and with even more amusement
your reply that no letter you had ever
received “‘dealt with this subject so rea-
sonably from a woman's point ol view.”
You choose to ignore the basic hypocrisy
of your magazine; i.c., that the size of a
woman’s breasts is a turn-on and the
size of a man's cock isn’t a determining
factor in sexual enjoyment. This is
absolute nonsense.

When I was still in my teens and quite
inexperienced in sex, T maried a
“shrimpic™ whose [ully extended penis
was not more than five inches. 1 am not
an Amazon, by any means (I stand only
54" and weigh 118 pounds), and my
lushand was of average build and height.
I stupidly believed that all men were
about the same size and the reason he
wasn't getting me off was some failing
on my part. A few months into the mar-
riage, 1 had my firse affaiv with a guy
with an extended penis that I have come
to conclude is average length, about
seven inches. Those two inches made a
world of difference for me and from
that moment on, seven inches was the
minimum length I'd accept.

Since divorcing, I have had a number
of affairs, but onlv with men whom I've
checked out beforchand. Why waste
time, after all, with a man who may be
very nice, handsome and very experi-
enced in sex but who doesn’t have the
heavy-duty equipment T require? I want
a big cock in me, the bigger the better,
and I've discovered that, generally speak-
ing, the larger the man, the bigger his
dick. I look at his hands first; bigger
fingers denote a bigger penis, in many
cases. And before T let him get me into
hed, I very discreetly arouse him to
check out what's downstairs. If he isn't
all there, he doesn’t score. As I say, 1

FORUM NEWSFRONT

what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

JUSTICE ALMOST PREVAILS

CLOVIS, NEW MEXICO—A misirial was
declaved in the unusual case of a 23-
year-old woman chavged with contribui-
ing to the delinguency of a minor—a
I3year-old youth with whom she al-
ledgedly had sexual velations. The de-
fendant’s original indictment had been
thrown out earlier by an appellate
courl that vuled that sex may have con-
tributed to the boy's education bul not
to his delinquency. That decision was
later reversed by the slate supreme
court. An informal poll of the trial
jury indicated the vote had been 11 o
{ foracquitial.

SNAKES AND THE LAW

AustiN—The Texas Supreme Court
has agreed with the state appeals court
that agreed with a trial judge who had
disagreed with a jury by refusing lo
grant $20,000 damages to a snakebite
victim. The plaintiff had been struck
by a rattler while reaching for a jar of
jelly in a Del Rio store. Testimony had
suggested that the snake had slithered
in through an open back door in pur-
suil of a mouse and the jury had held

the store linble. Bul the judges all de-
cided that a storekeeper’s duty to pro-
tect customers from such creatures does
not bhegin until he knows of their
presence.

PROMISE ENFORCED
WATERBURY, CONNECTICUT—A superi-
or-court judge has held that a man who
married a woman knowing she was
pregnant by another man and who

promised to act as the child’s father
may not later deny paternily to avord
paying child support. The case arvose
when the couple divorced after two
years and the ex-husband objected 1o
supporting the child on the ground
that it was “not an issuc of the mar-
riage.” The judge decided that the
marriage had been contingent on the
husband’s promise lo claim the child
as his own and that that was a binding
agreement.

POT PENALTY

SHELTON, wASHINGTON—Afler a 24-
year-old  man  pleaded  guilty  io
possessing more than 40 grams of mari-
juana—in the form of I3 planis con-
fiscated from his farm—a county judge
decided not to invoke the state's maxi-
mum penally of up to froe years in
prison. Instead, he ovderved in= man to
appear at the courthouse for the next
four Sundays and do 20 laps avound
the building pushing a wheelbarrow
filled with dirt, one pol plant and, al
the defendant’s vequest. a small sign:
DECRIMINALIZE MARIJUANA. Commented
the judge, “You can belicve what you
want, but you have to obey the
law. . .. He can have the damn sign on
u if he wants.”

YANKEE, STAY HOME

WASHINGTON, b.c.—The National Or-
ganizalion for the Reform of Mari-
juana Lows (NORML) has asked U. S.
cilizens lo stay out of Mexico and not
to buy Mexican fruits, vegelables and
meals as a protest against the country’s
continuing use of the polentially dan-
gerous  herbicide  paraguat on  mari-
juana ficlds. NORMI. national divector
Keith Stroup said that although this
action would hardly bring Mexico “to
its knees,” i's an im portant protest and
would call allention to the facl that
Mexican authorvities are showing even
less concern than the U. 5. Government
over the possible harm caused by crop-
eradication programs.

NO FLUSHING THE STASH

FAYETTEVILLE, GEorRciaA—Police as-
sisted school officials in vaiding a high
school for drugs—after first turning off
the waler to prevent students from
flushing any evidence. Pot-sniffing dogs
were used 1o check among the 1700 stu-
dents, their lockers and other possible
hiding places. Police chief Charles Gil-
bert said officers found mostly joinis,
many of them tossed ont of windows.




“We didn’t use any Gestapo tactics,” he
sard, “but I think we did leave a psy-
chological effect on the students.”

FUGITIVE WITH A FLAIR
Kansas city—Federal authorilies are
trying to add up the debls incurred by
a prisoner who seems 1o have pulled off
one of the most stylish prison breaks
on vecord. After stealing a pickup truck

from the motor pool of the Lcaven-
worth Federal prison honor farm, the
Flyear-old escapee vented a limousine
complete with chanffenur to dyive him
lo Tulsa and theve rented a suite of
rooms at a motel. He arranged to have
these chavged 1o s limo bill before
moving lo a second motel, wheve he had
his bill charged to the fist, all the
while posing as an enleriainment im-
presavio selting up a yeceplion for a
country singev. Keeping one stefp ahead
of the FBI, he checked out, rented a
twin-engined aiveraft and hived a pilot
te fly him to Dallas, where the Feds
were wailting. The fugitive had been
serving froe years for auto theft and
was nearly eligible for pavole.

BOOBS ON THE TUBE

BONITA SPRINGS, FLORIDA—Local tele-
viston vicwers expecting o see an old
Lloyd Bridges thriller called “Daring
Game” were surprised instead to wit-
ness half an hour of naked women
frolicking in a hayloft and shouting
obscenities.  The  station  manager
blamed the incident on a mix-up by
the flm distributor.

POWER TO THE PROSECUTOR
WASHINGTON, D.¢.—The U, 8. Supreme
Court has increased the plea-bavgaining
power of criminal prosecutors by ruling
that they may threaten a defendant
with a more sevious indictment if he
vefuses to plead guilly to an initial

charge and demands a trial. The fve-
to-four decision came in the case of
a Kentucky man who received a life
sentence after he refused to plead
guilly to forging an 588 check and ac-
cepl a frueyear sentence, Two prmrious
felony convictions made the defendant
subject to indictment as a habitual of-
fender. Wriling for the majority, Jus-
tice Poller Stewart maintained that *“in
the ‘give-and-take’ of plea bargaining,
there is no such element of punishment
or relaliation as long as the accused is
free to accept or reject the prosecu-
tion’s offer”” In dissent, [ustice Harry
A. Blackmun said the ruling condoned
“prosecutorial vindictiveness.”

MORE POLICE POWER

A number of state and national legis-
lators ave drvafting Dbills designed to
prevent police from routinely seareh-
ing newspaper or magazine offices for
cvidence in criminal cases, as recenily
authorized by the U. S. Supreme Courl.
Ruling in a California case. the Court
held that police do nol e to issue
subpoenas 1o examine journalistic files
and records but can obtain search war-
ranis and seize the matevials in raids. A
spokesman for the U.S. Department of
Justice quickly announced that its
agenls would not alter their practices
but would continue to seek such cui-
dence by means of subpocnas before ve-
sorting to search warrants. The case,
stemming from a fmh'(c' search of the
offices of the Stanford Universily stu-
dent newspaper in 1971, was supported
by the Playboy Foundation during ils
ﬂppcuf.

LOVE YOUR LOCAL POLICE

TAMEA, FLORIDA—A 27 year-old wom-
an was sentenced {o froe days in jail for
calling the local police department to
say 1 love yow.” Officers said she
called 19 times durving one cight-hour
period, including eight times in one
hour, tying up the police cmergency
line.

GAYS AT THE BAR

aIAMI—In a six-to-one decision, the
Supreme Court of Florvida has ruled
that homosexuality does not preclude
acceplance by the state bar. In a suit
brought by the Amevican Cruil Liber-
ties Union of Southern Flovida, the
court held that sexual preference does
nol in itself constitute a failure io meet
the “good moral chavacter” standayds for
practicing law in the state. The deci-
ston spectfied that any disciplining of
members because of personal moral
standards should take place only when
theve was a “substantial conneclion”
between  private  behavior and  the
ability to carry out professional respon-
sthilities.,

ASSAULT WITH A GREASY WEAPON

ROCHESTER, NEW YORK—A 26-year-old
man has Dbeen arrested for *“havass-
ment” of a police officer with French-
fricd potatoes. The officer said that
when he stopped in an all-night diner
to use the telephone, a catsup-soaked
French fry smacked into the wall next
to him. He then warned a customer lo
cease five, but instead, the man used his
fork as a catapult to score a messy hit
on the officer’s uniform. According to
the police veport, “the subject was ar-
rested while veloading.”

SUICIDE BY DRUGS

ATLANTA—A nalionwide analysis of
3000  psychoactive  drug-associated
deaths suggests that many of those ve-
corded as accidental overdoses ave, in
fact, suicidles. The study, conducted in
nine cities by the University of Califor-
nia at hrvine under a contvact with the
National Institute on Drug Abuse, con-
cluded that “‘a reasonable estimate of
the percentage of suicides among all
drug-involved deaths in these cilies

ranged from 35 to 45 percent,” but an
absence of evidence led authorilics
often to list such deaths as accidents.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE?

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY—A  Gallup
Poll has found Americans to have quite
a propensily for believing in super-
nalural and pavanormal phenomena,
For those belicving in UFOs, the figure
was 57 peveent; angels, 54 percent; ESP,
51 perceni; d cuils, 39 percent; precogni-
lion, 37 percent; (l(‘j:‘i vu, 30 percent;
astrology, 29 percenlt; g}msf.s', 11 per-
cent; and wilches, 10 percent. The
Loch Ness Monster and Bigfool ran
neck and neck at 13 percent cach. The
results were based on in-person inley-
wiews wilh 1533 adults in 300 commu-
nilies across the country.
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Look at it this way:
Your TV can tape shows when you're not home,
guard the house. and bark like a dog.
And you're still drinking ordinary scotch?

Pinch 12 year old Scotch

86 PROOF BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY —RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD.. N.Y.

don’t waste time with shrimp meat.

I'm sure you'll find that most women
feel as 1 do (though they won't admit
it, so as not 1o damage the fragile psy:
chologies of their mates)—that  bigger
is better, all other things being equal.
That's why vibrators start at eight inches.
But don’t get me wrong—it's a hot,
hard, long fat cock I want. Perceptive-
ness and appreciation ol other people’s
[eelings is bullshit. When you come right
down to it, guys, a big rack of meat is
all you need. The rest will take care of
itsell.

{Name withheld by request)
Orange County, New York

THIS IS GETTING OUT OF HAND

That does it! Until now, we tris have
been content to stav in our closets, but
that idiot’s letter, “Trisexuals Come
Out” (The Playboy Forum. June),
threatens our very identity. The situa-
tion was made even worse by vour Copy
Editor's memo gratuitously  presuming
1o lav down a set of “sexuality™ defimi-
tions. Since definitions serve the purpose
ol I)rt'('ihilln in communication, sloppy
definitions cannot be tolerated.

For future relerence and in the inter-
ests of accuracy in sexual education,
please advise vour Copy Editor of the

correct definition: A wrisexual 15 a per
son who loves tricvcles and only trieveles
(usually three times at a sithimg).”
R. Beier, President
Intragalaxy Trisexuals United
Sausalito, Calilornia

FETICIDE
The anti-abortionists contend that a

fetus has a right o lile supported by
all the laws ol this naton, and thus abor
tion is nothing less than murder. Going
a step further, it would only seem logi-
cal to investigate anv other cause ol
fetal death. For instance, il a woman
had a miscarriage through her own
negligence, she would be charged with
murder, or at  least manshinghter.
Doesn’t that make sense?

Pewer Wilens

Detroit, Michigan

MEDICINAL MARIJUANA

A Iriend of mine [ractured a vertebra
in a car accident and experienced terri-
ble pain, which the hospital weated
with the usual narcotics and other drugs.
When lic was able o sit in a wheelchair,
I and other I[riends would take him out
onto the hospital balconv lor visits and
also lor a lew tokes ol grass. To cvery
one’s surprise, the AT U seemed 1o
considerably reduce his need lor other
painkillers, apparently Iy helping him
relax. To our [urther surprise, we dis-
covered that other patients i the bro-
ken-bone department were using  the
halconv for the same purpose— and that
most of the nurses and ¢ven some ol the



My father gave me a whole sports file

for sloo
only

andFREE ]

When one loves sports, one is never too
young or too old for the big Sportscaster
File. it you enjoy watching the big sports
events, the interviews of your favorite
stars, then Sportscaster Cards™ are made
for you.

They will help you to know the fine points
of your favorite sports, to discover new
sports, to understand the career, the rise
.. . and fall of the champions, the teams,
the managers. With Sportscaster Cards
you will follow the development of new
techniques, new equipment, new training
methods. You'll watch record after record
being broken. You'll know, and feel, part
of the wonderful, exciting, challenging
world of sports.

Sportscaster Cards are a convenient and
economical way to have at hand the in-
formation you always wanted to look up.

FREE...EVERYTHING YDU NEED T0 START

All members of your family
will be fascinated

Return the gift coupon, and we’ll send you

You'll file your cards to fit your own choice

by subject matter
by kind of sport
Alphabetically

B~

9 sportsCarts

and all accessories ©_

I MONEY BACK

Examine everything first

GUARANTEE

the complete starting kit de-
scribed above. And so that you'll
be able to get an even better
idea of the beauty and value of
Sportscaster Cards we'll enclose
FREE a second complete set of
Cards—all without any purchase
obligation whatever!

I after examining it all you are not satis-
fied that you want to start collecting
Sportscaster Cards, you simply return
everything and your dollar will be promptly
refunded. Otherwise you get to keep it all:
* TWO Sets of Sportscaster Cards * the
filing case * all the filing cards you need
and all accessories—for just ONE dollar.
Yes, everything—worth over $9.00—is
yours for only $1.00, and you'll then re-
ceive—for just as long as you wish—new
Sportscaster Cards at about monthly inter-
vals under the convenient subscription
plan described in the gift coupon below.
And you're free to cancel your subscrip-
tion any time, simply by writing.

Send in your Gift Coupon today. There's no
purchase obligation.

THE 10 ADVANTAGES DF THE
SPORTSCASTER FILE

Here’s the whole history of sports, up to
date, on sturdy, colorful cards. On the front
a fascinating color photograph; on the
back an authoritative text, concise, com-
plete, accurate, written by professional
sportscasters, editors, and journalists.

» Yesterdays and todays champions » the
big moments of sports ~ the famous
malches and competitions « all the world’s
fascinating sports  table of records » the
fine points of the rules « training methods
« the equipment of teams and champions
= a filing system to fit your interest = big
colorful cards to last for years.

1A

SN (" FREE GIFT COUPON ) N

Sportscaster Cards, P.0O. Box 1209, Piscataway, N.J. 08854, Oept. SBE7
Please send me your introductory gift of the FREE filing case with all
index cards and accessories, along with my first complete set of 24
Sports Cards for just $1.00. Also include an extra set of 24 Sports Cards
FREE as my bonus for promptness.

It not delighted I'll just return everything within 10 days and get my dol-
far back. But if | decide to keep this introductory shipment, you rnr:; then
send me on approval new sets of Sports Cards as they become available
one set each the next two months and three sets per month thereafter.
For the new sets | decide to keep, | need pay only the low subscribers
price of $1.98 per set of 24 cards (plus P&H).

I may terminate my subscription anytime, merely by writing.
CHECK ONE: [J | SAVE COD CHARGES, enclosed $1.00

O | shall pay postman $1.00 plus COD charges

\
B T e e s A

if you answer
right away

please print clearly

.....................................
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Forum Library

NEW CREDIT RIGHTS FDR WOMEN:
Passage of the Equal Credit Oppor-
tunity Act in 1975 was one thing; how
to exercise one’s rights under that law
is quite another. This 73-page manual
covers just about every aspect of the
subject—the different kinds of credit,
how to obtain it, remedies for discrimi-
nation, even what to do about defec-
tive products, fine-print surprises and
strong-arm bill collectors. Send $2.75
(plus ten cents to cover state tax in
Illinois) to Consumer Credit Project,
Inc., 261 Kimberly, Barrington, llinois
60010.

LEGAL CHALLENGES TD THE MARIJUANA
Laws: Here's a handy bibliography for
attorneys and anyone else doing legal
research on pot and pot laws. It's a
practical reference manual and guide
to cases that have challenged the con-
stitutionality of various drug statutes or
raised the issues of marijuana identifi-
cation, search-and-seizure, entrapment,
sentencing and the defense of medical
necessity. Available for ten dollars
from the National Organization for the
Reform of Marijuana Laws, 2317 M
Street N.W., Washington, D.C. 20037.

THE PRISONER'S YELLOW PAGES: For
those on the inside looking out, or
getting out with no place to go, here's
a 37-page state-by-state directory of
agencies, organizations, halfway
houses, law libraries and legal-aid
groups offering assistance to both
cons and ex-cons who need a help-
ing hand. The Playboy Foundation
provided the initial printing and these
copies are free to prisoners while
the supply lasts. Others should en-
close a donation to help keep the
project going. Write to Universal Press,
Box 5570, Los Angeles, California
90055.

HELP FDR THE PROSTATE: Prostate
problems terrify and mystify so many
people that C.S.LE. has now put out
a pamphlet on the subject. Just send
a stamped, self-addressed, business-
size envelope and 25 cents to the
Committee for Sexual Information and
Education. 1 Palomar Arcade Number
107, Santa Cruz, California 95060, and
ask for booklet B34.

A WHISTLEBLOWER'S GUIDE TD THE
FEDERAL BUREAUCRACY: Or how to be a
thorn in the Government's side and
keep those suckers honest. What we
have here is a lively little 39-page
booklet aimed primarily at persons
either employed by the Government or
working with it who become aware of
improper agency practices but don't
krnow how to go about exposing or
correcting them. It's billed as “a map-
ping of rules, regulations and common-
sense strategizing for the scientists,
accountants, clerks and others who

play the bureaucracy's most dangerous
game: whistleblowing.” The Playboy
Foundation subsidized the printing, and
for three dollars, you can oblain a copy
from the Government Accountability
Project, Institute for Policy Studies,
1901 Que Street N.W., Washington,
D.C. 20009.

YOUR LEGAL RIGHTS AND RESPONSI-
BILITIES: This 25-page “Guide for Public
School Students” spells out for stu-
dents and parents their legal rights—
and obligations—concerning exami-
nation of school records, expulsion,
the exercise of free speech, and so
forth, as protected by various laws or
established through court decisions.
It's available free from our very own
Government. Just send a postcard to
the Consumer Information Center,
Department 652F, Pueblo, Colorado
81009, and ask for it by title.

YOUR LEGAL
RIGHTS &
RESPONSIBILITIES

A GUIDE FOR PUBLIC
SCHOOL STUDENTS

THE RIGHTS DF VETERANS: This is the
latest in a series of full-size paperbacks
on legal rights produced by the Ameri-
can Civil Liberties Union and marketed
by Avon Books. The format is basically
question-and-answer—everything from
AW.O.L. problems to military records
and discharge upgrades, in 269
pages that reveal the little-known
procedures of the Veterans Adminis-
tration—including a directory of vet-
erans’ organizations and counseling
services. Earlier books in the series
describe the rights of mental pa-
tients, aliens, students, gay people,
hospital patients, criminal suspects,
teachers, women and other downtrod-
den types. To order the veterans’
book, send two dollars to the A.C.L.U.
Literature Department, 22 East 40th
Street, New York, New York 10016,
and ask for it by title.

doctors not only were aware of this but
made a point of ignoring it.

I would expect that by now rescarch-
ers would have found out if pot has
any direct painkilling properties. I
would also expect that it doesn’t. But
from what I saw, I think it’s quite likely
it has some sccondary medical uses in
this area by relieving tension, improving
morale and making an injured person
feel better emotionally. The hospital
personnel seem to have discovered this
in “feld testing,” because they were
certainly not opposed to this form of
treatment.

(Name and address
withheld by request)

LICENSE-PLATE B.S.

In response to the letter on person-
alized license-plate “in"-manship and
onc-upmanship in the July Playboy
Foruwm, I have only the following to
offer: BFD—Big Fucking Deal!

Richard Havhoe
San Francisco, California

VOTER GUARANTEE
Il a business or an individual adver
tises a product or a service and enters
into a contract to furnish same, the
terms of that contract can be enforced
under a multitude of laws and regula
tions. Likewise, a political candidate en
ters into a contractual agreement ol
sorts when he issues promises to the
public in return for votes and tax dollars
to implement those promises. So why
can we not hold a political candidate or
an ofhccholder accountable in the same
ways as through truth-in-lending, truth-
in-advertising and performance-warranty
laws? If there are services unrendered
and promises unfulfilled. the voters,
without waiting for an ofhcial's term to
expire, should be able to establish
breach of contract and replace him.
Rod J. Oancea
Chicago, Ilinois

LOTS OF LAUGHS

Elizabeth McNeill's hondage experi-
ence (Nine and a Half Weeks, pLavsoy,
April) reminds me of my own, though
my role was the reverse of hers. My
college roommate, Dee, took me and a
girllriend, Linda, home one weekend
while her folks were away. Her brother
Terry was there and the four of us had a
beer blast that eventually led to a game
ol strip poker. Since a sister and brother
were present, we agreed to undress only
as far as our underwear, any additional
losses to be paid by submitting to what-
ever suitable penalty was decided on by
the winners. We were all down to the
limnit when Terry lost the final hand.

Alter some debate, we decided his
punishment: He would be tickle-tortured
for an hour. Since he was so much
stronger than we were, it was further
decreed that he be tied up during his



penalty session. We spread-cagled him
on his parents’ double bed, using panty
hose supplied by his sister. As the tick-
ling began, Terry developed an erection
that was extremely conspicuous, hecause
all he had on were his boxer shors.
Dee became embarrassed and wanted ws
to untie him and go to bed, but Linda
and I were very turned on by that time.
so we refused. Dee went 1o bed hersell,
leaving her brother at our mercy.

We were getting sillier and sillier, and
linally Linda spotted a boutle of lotion.
We decided 1o massage Terry with the
lotion, tickling him at the same time,
Inevitably, 1 suppose, we decided that
his shorts were in our way. Linda took a
pair ol scissors and cut them off, despite
Terry's struggles and protests. 1 was very
aroused by that time and 1 was dying
with anticipation as she massaged closer
and closer to his erect penis. At long
last, she soaked her hand in loton,
grasped his hard penis and slowly began
pumping it up and down. In just a min-
ute, Tervy threw his head back and
ejaculated. T had never watched o man
come before and I was amazed at the
lorce and volume of the ftuid that
squirted out,

Then Terry wanted to be let loose,
but I bhegged Linda 1o keep him tied. 1
took over massaging him, and when his
crection returned, 1 brought him 1o an-
other orgasm. After we cleaned him up.
we all Tell asleep. Sometime during the
night. I woke up and began playing with
Terry again, while Linda slept soundly
beside vs. He was still tied, of course, so
I 1eased him lor about an hour belore
masturbating him to another cjaculation.

I have never had such an exciting time
since and I long [or the opportunity to
again tic a man up and play with him 1o
my heart’s content. That s myv number-
one Lantasy, the memory ol that night.
Someday [ hope 1o have the courage o
ask one ol myv male Iriends to submit 10
letting my dream come true.

(Name withheld by request)
Wierbwury, Connecticirt

We don’t know whether to enry Terry
or to sympathize with him. Probably the
former, since he didn’t file chavges.

ANOTHER VIEW

I certainly don’t agree with the fanancs
who want o persecute “gueers.” In many
ways, homosexuals are easier 1o deal with
than the average horny male who, when
he finds himsell fuce to lace with a fe-
male in a soctal situation, turns into a
leeving, slavering, pawing,  dirty-joke-
telling swud, especially il he's had a drink
or two. I hate those hastards, because
they always make me leel like a liule
piece of grocery-siore meat oo stupid 10
understand  what's going on. 1 know
some women who prefer homosexuals as
social companions  because they weat
them as just other human beings. Women

who go out of their way to hate queers
must be the same ones who get some
kind of kinky pleasure out of being
pawed, insulted and demeancd by macho
types, whom they either accept sexually,
in a very sick kind ol exchange that
gratiiies their masochistic needs, or sa-
distically reject when the poor bastards
are just about ready o come in their
pants.

I have some Iriends who are terribly
flattered by such piggish awention but
who don’t want the inumacy ol sex.
Those same women are the only ones |
know who hate homosexuals, and I think
it's because homos aren’t constantly wry-
ing to get them into bed, which can ci-
ther please a woman or hurt her [eelings.

(Name withheld by request)
Toledo, Ohio

GOOD BS.

The following comes to us from an
associate professor of English who
wishes—nay, begs—to remain anon-
ymous. He explained that he already
has enough trouble getting his stu-
dents to take him seriously.

Over the years that I've been read-
ing PLAYBOY, | have regularly noted
the reckless usage of the terms bull-
shit, horseshit. and so on. by writers
of articles as well as by readers in
The Playboy Forum. And | am sur-
prised that a magazine as well edited
as yours has made no apparent ef-
fort to define and standardize these
pejorative variations on the word shit
for the benefit of scholars, abecedar-
ians, etymologists and others of us
intellectual compulsives who strive to
reduce or eliminate semantic con-
fusion.

Presuming that pPLAYBOY, like most
publications. has a stylebook and
also a style policy and is conscious
of the process by which vulgar and
vernacular  expressions gradually
wend their way into the language
through popular usage and, eventual-
ly, into dictionaries. | would like to
offer what little assistance | can in
helping you good people sort out all
this shit, so to speak.

Ignoring fly shit, flea shit, elephant
shit and other sophomoric efforts to
elaborate on the fundamental shit
concept. let me suggest the defining
of only three basic shit categories
that include what | consider the prin-
cipal follies that our fellow country-
men are attempting to describe.

Bullshit: Crap that deceives no-
body and is enjoyed by everybody;

Chickenshit: Petty crap dumped on
subordinates by persons in positions
of authority;

Horseshit: Bad bullshit, as dissem-
inated by governments, corporate
managements, politicians and other
congenital liars dedicated to deceiv-
ing or misleading the public.

The above, we've decided, is a
classic example of good bullshit.

ANOTHER BRIGHT IDEA
In delerence to those who, like Anita
Bryvant, fear the influence of homosex-
uals upon children, I have been suggest-
ing for the past year that one suppertime
newscast per week be pre-empted by a
film of heterosexual intercourse between
two popular stars such as Farrah Fawcetr-
Majors and Lee Majors. By emphasizing
the loving, caring, married status of the
performers, by limiting their activities to
the missionary position and by using no
visible contraceptive devices. my  pro-
posal would provide—in a context that
should be morally and legally acceptable
to all—proper heterosexual role models
whom children can learn o emulate in
manriage. [t would also give suppertime
viewers a welcome  respite  lrom  the
steady dict of crime and sin thar pre
dominates most newscasts.
Carmon Meswarh
Las Vegas, Nevada

BY THE NUMBERS

Through vour magazine and various
other news media, 1 have heard of many
attempts by Christians 10 limit civil
liberties. Here are some examples:

1. Anita  Bryvant, wuwsing quotations
Irom her Bible, is crusading to remove
laws that prevent discrimination against
homosexuals.

2. Catholics are campaigning to enact
into law religiously based anti-abortion
conumitments,

3. Christian organizations are promot
ing censorship of so-called pornography
i hooks and films.,

1. A born-again Christtan publisher in
Caliloruia is accepring advertisements in
his publication only if they contain some
Christian plivase or symbol.

5. Parents  who are  predominantly
Christian are kidnaping adult offspring
(with' little interlerence from legal au-
thorities) and atempting to deprogram
them ol beliel in unconventional reli-
gions.

[t seems from these examples that
Christians are attempting 1o force their
beliels on evervone and that, in the proc-
ess, they are causing the persecution of
some minovities. Also, these acts do not
seem like acts ol love and charity from a
religion that stresses these virtues.

Don L'Heurcux
Regina, Saskatchewan

TRUE, AFTER ALL!

The episode deseribed in the May
Playboy Forum in which a suspected
criminil was hooked up 1o a “lic de-
tector” comprised ol a kitchen colander,
batterv-jump cables and a  photocopy
machine, copying the words “He's |y
me.” was not a hoax. That “hoax™ was
perpetrated on one ol our clients, an
impoverished illiterate “graduate™ of a
third-grade class in Puerto Rico who
was accused ol arson. Rendering a dis-
position favorable to the defendant, the
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If You Have the Means,
Nikko_ Has the High End |

_ﬁ-"' i

—

We're talking to those whose lifestyle soys “high style:
If thot's for you, so are Niklko Audio’s professional series
stereo components.

The Alpha !l DC power amplifier fectures highly odvonced power
MOS-FET circuitry which enables it to produce o resocunding 80 watts per
chonnel* ot o low 0.006% THD. Complete with LED readout to monitor the pulse
of power in each chonnel.

If you like to get involved with shoping the destiny of your music. the 10 band
per channel (% 12dB boost or cu) EQ 1 grophic equolizer lets you odjust your
oudio system to suif your room ocousfics ond your tosfe.

The Gemmo V synthesized digitol FM stereo tuner feotures outomatic {or
monual) funing with LED stotion frequency readout that is os occurate os the
stote-of-the-art permits.

Yet. o5 “high end’” os Nikko's components ore, the “meons’” it fokes to ocquire
them is surprisingly low. Coll this toll-free number for the nome of your Nikko
deoler and find out for yourself: (1) 800 423-2994.

Nikko Audio

For Those Who Take Their Stereo Seriously
Nilko Electric Corp. of Americo, 16270 Roymer St.. Van Nuys, CA 91406 + (213) ©88-0105
*both chennels driven into & chims, 20Hz 1o 20kHz

A Revolutionary Sleeping Experience

The
Original
Velveteen

Lightweight...Sensual...Adjusts to your comforl. An ex-
perience in resl or play unmatched by any other support (- e

structure. Takes the seasickness, immobility, and weight Please send me the loliowing AIR BED(S):
out of waterbeds, yet offers the same “give and take” sen- [} Twin-39" x 74" (Hem 2339) $49.95
sation. Two can sleep on a full, queen or king size [ Full-54" x 74" (Hem 2354) $65.95
bed undistur by the olher's movements. The air coil [ Queen-60™ x 80™ (em 2360) $79.95
construction. with multiple controlled air chambers, sup- [ King-74" x 80" (tem 2374) $55.95
¥ Add 54.95 per bed for shipping and insurance. l
TR g O AC Air Pump (item 0004} $29.95
N l [ DC Pump-plugs into auto cigaretie lighler.
I {item 0005) $29.85
flinols Residents include 5% sales tax,

[1 Check or M.Q. Enclosed

[] Charge My Credit Card:

] American Express [ Mastercharge [ Carle

and luxurious way

to spend a third of your life. You are gently but firmly sup- g ) Bank Amer./Visa [ Diners Club Bianche
ported by 100% air instead of metal springs and stuffing. | CardNo. - __Exp.Date
Many chiropractors agree the structured Air Bed has un- Name

precedented orthopedic value as a permaneni mattress.
Store it on a shell, take it camping, use it in your van, boat, I Address____

summer home, on a floor or in a frame. Sunbathe end flost City __

on it. All 8" high standard sizes: Twin-39"x74", Double- | & o Zip

54"x74", Queen-60"xB0", King-T4"x80". Inflates in min- .

utes mh an l:.:nr pump or cannister vacluwn. (Bed |?'t:imes l Signature

with pter) Durable auge poly vinyl cleans with soap © 1

and water. Repair kit o iy High Powered Air Pum il SCwl 195000

AC at frol tandard electrical outlet. ﬁ: CREDIT CARD DRDERS Mhinos: 312 595 a1
wmg'tﬁrﬁggrfmerﬁ aultr:nci::r:ltaelighler.'s.gg.%each. CALL TOLL FREE 800'323'22?2 Telex Drders: n-mll

Do not be contused by inferl This is the § 790 Maple Lane  Bensenville, Il. 60106

Lmbtat]

as $119.95. Try it for 10 days al our expense. If you are

VLM satisfied, return it within 10 days for a refund.

::gnu. permanent, red velveteen alrbed..once priced as c o nt e m pm Oome rﬂﬂ9 ln[g

judge stated to the attorneys wrying the
case, “I hope this doesn't mean that
the public defenders condone arson.”

Richard R. Fink

Chiel Public Defender

Doylestown, Pennsylvania

Thanks. The ervors in the original

wire-service veport made the incident
impossible to verify, so we reporied it
as a good story bul pessibly a hoax—
because the police officials we queried
(in the wrong town) only laughed and
said that their detectives were not imagi-
native enough to try such a scam. They
all loved the story. We've only shightly
disappointed Lo learn that it actually hap-
pened and is not a modern variation of
a folk tale.

CLARIFICATION

The special report “Pot Laws in Other
Lands” published in the March Playboy
Forum incorrectly states in a chart that
the only penalty for private possession
of marijuana in Ecuador is possible
placement in a rchabilitaton program.
U. 5. citizens in Ecuador, in fact, run the
risk ol arrest, detention during the in-
vestigation and trial, considerable medi-
cal and legal expenses and long-term
imprisonment.

J. Anthony Allitto

Country Olfficer lor Ecuador
Deparunent of State
Washington, D.C.

Since the chartl we published was based
on nformation compiled by the State
Depariment, we cheched into this and
offer the folloiving amplification from
Edwin G. Corr, U. 5. Chargé d” Affaives in
Quito: I belicve that the office in the
State Department that supplied the origi-
nal information condensed il a il too
much. . . . . Although it is true that users
are reated as sick persons and not as
criminals, the “treaiment’ and the legal
release thevefrom can often lake many
months with extremely high  financial
cosls of subsistence and legal [ees 1o the
individual” So there you have i, folks:
Herve yow're a oriminal. there you're a
patient; but either way, you're locked up.

COURAGE OF CONVICTIONS

In the letter utled “Pot Talk” (The
Playboy Forum, May), a police officer
says, “Existing pot laws may be bad, but
they cannot be changed by individuals
flouting them.” Oh, but how wrong he
is! That is prectsely how they are
changed. That is how all oppressive laws
have always been changed throughout
history, the Prohibition years being a
striking example. Our corrupt marijuana
laws are right now being altered and
weakened for that very reason. It starts
with individuals whe are not alraid to
flaunt their Lifestyles in public.

Flaunting a bag ol marijuana, if
cnough of us did it, would have the same
cffect on society as flaunting a Star of
David in Denmark did during the last



MGB.
Widen your horizons.

In a world of caged-in, cooped-up cars, the MGB is a
classic sports car: low, lean and wide open all around.
Everything about the car is designed to make driving
more fun and widen your horizons.

The top-down, wind-in-your-face sense of excite-
ment you get from driving an MGB comes from han-
dling features like front disc brakes, rack and pinion
steering, quick-threw four-speed stick, and front and
back anti-sway bars for increased stability. And, with
its track-proven 1800cc engine, the MGB performs
like the proven winner it is. In fact, the MGB holds the
National Class E Championship in SCCA racing this
year, just as it has for six of the past seven years.

So sit in it. Drive it. Experience it.

And widen your horizons the quickest way we know.
([mRiTisH] Behind the wheel of an MGB.
For the name of the dealer nearest you, just

@ call these toll-free numbers: (800) 447-4700,
or, in lltinois, (800) 322-4400.

BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC., LEONIA, NEW JERSEY 07605,
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DON’T CHANGE

ZO00OM WITH
SIGMA!

me7nmm
230

Frame your subject in an instant, with the
Sigma 70-230mm One-Touch zoom. Just
twist to focus, then push/pull to zoom....
or twist again for spectacular close-ups
with unbeatable ease. It's easy with
this compact, easy-to-hold zoom
lens. And far or near. your prints
and slides will be sharp and clear.

Try out this surprisingly
economical zoom lens at better
camera counters everywhere. It comes
complete with carrying case and lens
shade, inmodels for all popular 35mm
slr cameras, Or, write for Lit/Pak P84
which contains complete information
on the total Sigma system of advanced
technology lenses.

Unitron/PPD, a subsidiary of
Ehrenreich Photo-Optical Industries, Inc.
Woodbury, NY 11797 B3

LENSES.

SIGMA

Unique Features i
Advanced Technology Design

Advent, maker of this country’s
most popular and imitated home
speaker, has developed the first

The Advent EQ-1 Powered,
Equalized Car Speaker System.

)~ The First

Speaker System
Thoroughly Engineered to Sound Right
In a Car.

speaker system fully designed to
sound best under car listening
conditions. The Advent EQ-1 sys-
tem consists of a stereo pair of
6x9" dual-cone speakers with
built-in power amplifiers that are
frequency-equalized to produce
balanced sound inside a car. They
connect to any car stereo config-
uration, and, for $180%, give you
the kind of sound you’ve never
heard before on the road.

For more information, and a
list of Advent dealers, please send
in this ad.

Name_ _
Address
Eiby- 5
State ——_Zip

“Suggested price, subject to change without
notice.

Advent Corporation

195 Albany Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts 02139

P-10/78

world war, when the Nazis ordered all
Jews to so identily themselves. It starts
with individuals, In Denmark, it started
with the king.
John Harmon Walker
Lemon Grove, California

CURE OR KiLL

I thought the Chicago Sun-Times had
a particularly apt remark in an editorial
it ran opposing the U.S. Government’s
mad policy of helping the Mexicans
poison marijuana with paraquat. It con
cluded its remarks by saying: “Discourag
ing the use of marijuana is one thing;
poisoning the supply is another. Con-
sider the analogy: If ‘revenooers’ find a
moonshine still, do they secretly add
cyanide to its product?”

The sad thing is, I'm sure that some
Lanatics would do just that.

James Simmons
Chicago, Ilinois

Fanalics have already done just that,
or something very close. During Prohibi-
tion, the Government set up an elaborale
“denaluring” system for adding poisons
to the alcohol that could be manufac-
tuved legally for medical and industrial
purposes; and the fact that thousands of
people died, went blind or otherwise
were severely harmed by unknowingly
consuming illegal booze made from thal
poisonous alcohol didn’t worry the pro
hibitionists a bit. The drinkers were
merely being punished for their sins.
Just as the early Christians rightcously
burned and tortured hevetics, the U.S.
Government has a pretty good record of
destroying people in order to save them
from themselves.

ACCIDENTS DO HAPPEN

I have always enjoved the comments
of readers expressing their opinions in
The Playboy Forum, but when I came
upon Ronald C. Thomas, Jr.'s idea
(July) concerning certified speeders, 1
couldn’t help wondering if the only rea-
son you decided to publish such an item
was to give vour public a good laugh.

I think someone should sit Mr. Thom-
as down and explain to him that acci-
dents happen to the best ol drivers.
whether qualified, certified or not. Al-
lowing such a person to drive at a higher
rate ol speed would only make the effects
ol an accident more devastating,

Bernie D. Davenport
Louisville, Kentucky

We have to admit that we published
Thomas’ leiter mostly for ils amusement
value.

DISCRIMINATION AD INFINITUM

I got a chuckle out of the letrer [rom
the conservationist who decided he was
getting carried away when he felt a pang
ol remorse at the news that some kind ol
smallpox bug had been eradicated from
the planet (To'n’ Playboy Forum, August).
Stuck on my wall is a small clipping,



Since when
do you drink

Jim Beam?
“Since I discovered it’s so mixable”

: People like Jeannie enjoy
Y i o smooth, light, mellow Jim Beam

' T for exactly the same reason
you do: taste.

For six uninterrupted
generations now, the Beam
family has been making the
World's Finest Bourbon.

People like you
have been drinking
Beam since 1795.

"X STRAIGHT
BOURBON WHISKEY

ity Frong?
Distilled amd bettled by

JANES BeeA smu g oo

BEA
HENTUCKY =

50l 1254 41 oz
NORE GLNUINE wiTHpyy MY SIDNATURE

- - P
n:sﬁf}.ﬁgs T 1195

Jeannie Borchelt—Flight attendant. \

HKENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY. 80 PROOF. DISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY JAMES B. BEAM DISTILLING CO., CLERMONT, BEAM, KY. e 75



Millions
of Americans

pay the

price of

fideli
and dont get}c/ it.

This year, almost three million
Americans will go out looking for high
fidelity and come home with nifty little
compact stereos.

Another four hundred thousand
will put their hard earned money into
massive fruitwood consoles.

And still others will spend almost
$240 million on cheap “private label”
components.

A lot of the money these people
spend will be wasted. Mainly because
they won't be getting the high fidelity
they think they're paying for.

They'll be getting electronics that
are often no better than what's in your
Kitchen radio.

And the pity is that for about the

same money, they could have had the
real thing.

What is high fidelity?

The minute you hear high fidelity,
you'll know what it’s all abouit.

Real high fidelity is an experience.
It's hearing, and feeling music the way
you've pr(gbably never heard or felt it
betore. The way you can usually only
experience it at a live performance.

The only high tidelity equipment
made today that can give you these
experiences are separate brand name
components. Separate turntables,
receivers, speakers and tape decks,
each designed to doits one job perfectly.

Each built by companies who



care about music. Like Pioneer.

You don't have to be an expert
to buy it.

Just go to any reputable high
fidelity dealer. A dealer who not only
carries brands like Pioneer, but who also
features a separate soundroom for you
to sit back and really listen to the
equipment.

Tell the salesman how much you
want to spend, how big your roomiis,
and what kind of music you usually
listen to.

If he starts talking about ohms or
microfarads, ask him to be quiet. You're

Plctured here 15 our SX 98B0 recener, PLS LB turnial ble_and HPM 100 speakers.
For more detalls, write us.
GIVTE LS. Psoneer Bleowenics Coapr . 8% Oktred Dvive, Meorachie. New lev ey OT0T4

not interested in hearing about ohms or
microtarads. You're interested in hearing
MusIc.

Compare the sound of Pioneer’s
hi fi components to components made
by any other quality hi fi company,

We think that you'll not only hear
how incredible music can sound on
good hi fi components in general, but
thatyou'll also hear why Pioneer
components, in particular, have become
number one today with people who care
about music.

And isn't that why you want to buy
high fidelity equipment in the first
place? Because you care about music?

High Fudekty Compongnis

WPIONEER"
We bring it back alive.




The car that destroyed
the competition in the race
that destroys catrs.

Renault won the 24 Hours of Le Mans,
the world’s premiere endurance race. More
than half the other cars didn't even finish.

At Le Mans, a car must push itself to speeds of
225 miles per hour down a 3-mile-long straight,
then brake to 55 mph as it snakes its way through
5.4 miles of twists and bends —again and again
for 24 hours.

Of the 55 cars that started at Le Mans this
vear,only 25 lasted long enough to finish. And
the one that finished first was a Renault.

More miles in one day than you
probably drive in 3 months.
The 1978 winner was a Renault-Alpine,which

finished 5 full laps—that's 42 miles — ahead of
5-time winner Porsche and Jackie Ickx, a 4-time-

iy . 1 L

Lé Car by

winning driver. We also set a new distance record
of 3,128 miles.

Another Renault-Alpine lapped Le Mans at
142.5 mph, shattering the lap record set by
Porsche and Ickx by 9 mph!

Drive a bit of the Le Mans winner.

The same engineering and advanced auto-
motive technology, the same meticulous atten-
tion to reliability and endurance that went into
the Renault-Alpines, also went into Le Car by
Renault,whose prices start at only $3,630.

Like the Renault-Alpine, Le Car, too, has
proven itself in auto racing. Le Car has won some
62 Sports Car Club of America Showroom Stock
Races, beating out-and-out sports cars like
Spitfire, MGB, and Fiat X 1/9.

Le Car’s high performance comes from an
engine that’s also high on economy (41 mpg
highway, 26 mpg city'). [ts superior handling
comes from a combination of rack and pinion
steering, four-wheel independent suspension,
and Michelin radial tires —standard on race cars
like the Renault-Alpine, unheard of as standard
equipment on economy sedans like Le Car.

Yet, Le Car is also an extremely comfortable
car, with more room than some luxury cars and
an incredibly smooth ride that Car & Driver
calls“a new standard for small cars.”

Soif you can't drive the Le Mans-winning car,
visit your Le Car dealer. And drive the car with
a bit of the Le Mans winner built into it.

*Price excludes transportation. dealer preparation, and taxes. Stripe
and Mag Wheels optional at extra cost. Renault USA, Inc. ©1978. tCalifornia
excluded. Based on 1978 EP'A estimates. The actual mileage you get will
vary depending on the type of driving you do, your driving habits, your
car's condition and oplional equipment.

Renault$



courtesy of my girlfriend, reporting that
the Humane Societv of the United States
is concerned over “speciesism” creeping
into the debate over animal rights. Seems
that some groups consider primates, dol-
phins, et al, a higher order ol creature
and more deserving ol Il]'r)TC{liflll than
worms, frogs or laboratory rats. Another
facuion labels this elinsm and discrimina-
tion and contends that since all animals
have a unique role in the ecosystem, all
should be protected equally. Where will
it all end?
Joseph Johnson
Los Angeles, California
Who knows? We have a gt‘n."()g.f.c!
friend
sneers al speleologists because he consid-
ers igneous vock superior to sedimentary.

who, as a mountain climber,

MORALITY LAWS
Just reading your report on the Jim
Hill case scared the living hell out of
me (Playboy Casebook, Mav). T wravel
constantly and my first stop cach evening
is at the motel or hotel bar, to see if
there's a friendly lady around. I've spent
many mghts with some fine women and
not a few very weird ones and Hill's sit-
uation tells me that I've been very lucky.
(Name withheld by request)
Columbus, Oluo

DEATH BUFF

Dear Name Withheld By Request, who
is presently serving time in the Atlanta
penitentiary and doesn’t think anyone
who has met his former cellmate the re-
morselul murderer could pull the switch
on him (The Playboy Forum, July).

Hell, man, I'll come down and pull it
any old time, if thev'll just pay my plane
fare and give me all the gold and silver
that melts out ol a killer's mouth.

(Name withheld by request)
Shawnee Mission, Kansas

That's what we ke about the death

Penally; 1t brings out the best in people.

IN MEMORIAM
I regret to advise that one of our

guards here at the Oregon State Pen was
caught giving head to one ol the inmates
and has been relieved of his duties. In
behall of mysell and my lellow prisoners,
I would like to express our regret that
this has occurred. He was one of our
friendliest guards and we'll all miss him
very much.

Ali Oop

Salem, Oregon
UH(‘I'S the
opportunity for an extended dialog
between editors of ths
pullication on contemporary issues. Ad-
dress all corvespondence to The Playboy
Forum, Playboy Building, 919 Norih
Mic :’fi;_,;rm Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 6061 1.

“The Playboy  Forum”

readers and

,TOUGH CUSTOMER.

Bill Sumner logs over 35,000 business miles a year.
He’s pretty choosey about his accommodations, and he
can be a tough hotel customer.

What keeps Bill and other business
travelers returning to Rodeway Inns?

Our rooms, for one thing. They’re
dean, quiet, comfortable, and many in-
| dude a steambath or whirlpool to lXelp
! you unwind after a busy day.
'i It’s also easy to make reservations.
| A toll-free call to our Reservations

i Center at (800) 228-2000 can arrange

accommodations at Rodeway Inns coast to coast and in
Alaska, Canada,and Mexico.

So next time you're traveling,
for business or pleasure, be a
tough customer like Bill. There’s
one place that will satisfy you.

142%:5 (800) 228-2000
reservations call -
In Nebraska, Hawau. Alaska and Mewco, call collect (402) 571-2000.
In Canada, call collect or ask the operator for Zerth 06040,

THAT'S A RODEWAY INN!
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What the best drinks
have in common.

e —

o N
Seagram’s 7 Crown makes any drink taste better, | I?ﬁ ‘\ '
because it tastes better all by itself. Just pour
2 oz. over ice for a smooth, rewarding drink. And
enjoy our quality in moderation.

Seagrow’s  Crown

Where quality drinks begin.

SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO., N.Y.C. AMERICAN WHISKEY—A BLEND. 80 PROOF.



wwor wre DOLLY PARTON

wilh the curvaceous queen of country music

a candid conversation

Twao days before the Palomino club
in Los Angeles sponsored ils first Dolly
Parton Look-Alike Contest, Dolly Parton
was wondering whether or not she should
atlend. She’d been to some others in
diffevent pavts of the country and she'd
been mostly disappointed. In Los An-
geles, however, it might be different.
But she knew if she attended, she would
also enter. And she was wondeving f
theve was any chance she might lose.
“Wouldn’t that be hysterical?” she said.
“But I doubt if I would. I mean, I look
loo much like her.”

The contest was on a Wednesday
night. Dolly was rehearsing for a TV
special and  wasn’t sure if she'd be
through in time to run over with a
[riend to the North Hollywood club. On
Thuysday, she’d been inviled to  her
friend Emmylon Harris” house. Emmylou
said there were some people she wanied
Dolly to meet. Although her schedule
was as tight as her elothes, Dolly accepted
withowt hesilation.

Theve was much talk in Los Angeles
about the top-sccret album Dolly and
Emmylon and Linda Ronstadt were
working on. They'd been meeting and
recording in full-day sessions that had
been  closed to the press. But there
had been managerial problems as well as

“I just like to feel things next to me.
Even before I had a figwre, I liked my
clothes snug and tight. People would
always kid me in school about my little
butt and my little blue jeans.”

scheduling conflicls and the album was
still an on [off project.

Ronstadt and Harris had wanted 1o
meet Parton after having vecorded some
of her songs. When the three mel, they
hit it of] immediately and have become
friends. Parton was concerned that Har-
ris and Ronstadt might put her down
for the way she looks—for her gaudy
rhinestone ontfits, the blonde teased wigs,
the fioe-inch heels, the heavy make-up.
She was afraid that Johnny Carson and
Barbara Walters would put her down
for the same thing. Bul they didw’t—and
few others have. People apparenily see
beyond the ostentatious appearance. 1
don’t think it takes people tong to know
I'm not ignorant,” she says.

But Parton fell that without her props,
it would have taken her longer to attvact
a broad audience, so, not one for wailing,
she did what she could to promote her-
self. In so doing, she became the exag-
geration that Bette Midler is trying lo
be and that Mae West was. Parton is the
incarnation of Wesl in certain ways: She
doesn’t show much, but she hints at a lot;
she pokes fun at herself and mahkes a
fortune al the jokes; she knows what she
wanis and she won’t let anything inter-
fere with her becoming as big a star as
she can possibly become.

“I think therve is due a pevson like Elvis,
a female, which there has never been. A
person with magnetism and charisma to
draw people to her. And your next ques-
tion: Do I think it is me?”

Parton has come a long way from her
Tennessee mountain home; she was born
in a Locust Ridge “holler” in Sevier
County in the Smoky Mountain foothills
on January 19, 1916, The fourth of 12
childven, she was the first in hev family
to finish high school, the first to become
famous. 1 never had a doubt I would
make it,” she reasons, “beeause vefusing
to think I couldn’t make it is the reason
I could.”

Fer Pavton, making it meant gelting
out of the backwoods and into the lime-
light. Her vise was rapid: She began
wriling songs al seven, recording them
and singing on the Cas Walker radio and
television show at ten, making her firvst
appearance at the Grand Ole Opry at 12.

The day after she graduated from high
school, she left with her uncle, Bill
Quwens, for Nashville lo become a star.
That same day she met, and within two
years marvied, an asphali worker named
Carl Dean. Dean is a  publicity-shy,
carthy man who is as independent as
Dolly and the two seem to have a solid,
often at-a-distance relationship. She's on
the road most of the year and he's at
home working their land.

When country singer Norma Jean,
who sang with Porler Wagoner on the
road and on his syndicated TV show,

o i

PHOTOGRAPHY BY HARRY LANGOOI\;
“I learned about the facts of life in the
barn. We had uncles and cousins that
were maybe two or three years older than
us that knew a lot of stuff. . . . And soon
as we got a chance, we'd try it.”
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decided to quit and get married in 1967,
Wagoner asked Dolly if she'd like to join
his show. Overnight, her salary rose from
next to nothing to $60,000 a year and, at
21, she had achicved one of her goals: a
broad and popular audience.

Although she and Wagoner became
hugely successful and their duo albums
sold well, she became restless and made
a decision to go oul on the road with
members of her family, It proved to be
almost disastrous. She and her Travelin®
Family Band went from stale fair lo
rodeo to lhigh school gymnasium ama-
teurishly managed and poorly booked.
Making her most painful decision o
date, she told her family it wasn’t work-
ing out and took time off to put together
a more professional band. She also hived
a Los Angeles-based manager and public-
relations firm, who saw enormous poten-
tial in this energetic and prolific woman.

By then, she was ready lo “cross over”
into the poplrock world. Her albums
were popular in Japan, France, Australia
and England (where she was twice named
Female Vocalist of the Year) and she
coproduced her own album, “New Har-
vest.” She followed that with her “new
sound”: “Here You Come Again,” which
recently went platinum, more than quad-
rupled the sales of many of her earlier
albums.

With 20th Century-Fox offering her a
three-movie deal, publishers bidding for
the novel she’s wriling, her autobiogra-
phy in the works, TV network executives
trying lo line her up for specials and
record albums starting to sell in Lhe
millions, rrLAvBOY decided to send free-
lunce wriler Lowrence Grobel 1o lall: with
Dolly and see how it all happened and
how it has affected her.

Grobel, who previously interviewed
Henry Winkler and Barbra Streisand for
rravsoy, Degan the inlerview in Los
Angeles and then joined Dolly at the be-
ginming of her six-month nationwide
road tour. His yeport:

“Ive met busy people before, but in
Dolly’s case, her scheduling is extreme.
Her enevgy matches her ambition, which
is limitless. If she's not wriling or record-
ing her own songs, she’s recording with
Linda and Emmylou, rehearsing with her
band, taping a TV show, throwing a
wedding for her younger sister, giving a
concerl for ABC-radio exccultves in Las
v egas or louning.

o rmmﬁguf to pin her down for frwe
howrs in an apartment she vents in Los
Angeles. The fost thing I noticed was
how sparse it was; nothing plush or com-
fortable, no indication that a star lwed
there, obviously a place used for little
more than sleeping. The only bit of
eccenlricity was a small, low, round
trampolin, which she said she used after
giving up on jumping rope, ‘for a couple
of good reasons’’

“Dolly wasn’t born wilth a voice like
Streisand’s, but what she has is an enor-

mously infecticus personality. To meet
her is to immediately like her. Although
she appears lavger than life, she is actu-
ally a compact woman—dazling in ap-
pearance; but if you took away the wig
and the Frederick’s of Hollywood five-
inch heels, she'd stand just frve feet tall.
Of course, her height isn't the fost thing
one notices upon meeting her. As she
herself kids enstage, ‘I know that you-ull
brought your binoculars to see me; but
what you didn’l realize is you don’t need
binoculars.

“The next time I saw Dolly was in
Winchester, Virginia, where she was
scheduled to appear at the Apple Blos-
som Festival. By then, it was as if we
were old and trusting [riends and I soon
discovered that she was the least hung-up
celebrity I've cver been with. She was
open, honest and only varely asked lo go
off the vecord; and even then, it was on
malters such as being unsatisfied with a
particular dvess designer or not wanling
to dwell too much on godly topics. When
it came to her pevsonal life, her dreams,
her ambitions, she never hesitated.

“One little girl who had writlen lo
Dolly came to wvisit her after a show.
Dolly was in a nightdress and greeted
the child as her father took Polaroid
pictures. Bul the picture Il always ve-
member was of the father telling his wife
to take a shot of him behind Dolly. He
had this crazy gleam in Iis eyes, his
tongue popped out of his mouth and I
was sure he was going to cop a feel. But
he restrained himself, as most people do
around her. Because she is so open and
unpavanoid, she manages to lame the
wildest instinets of men.

“Our last night together stretched out
until morning. We lalked from ten par.
until frre A, exchanging stovies and
not in the least bil tived. By the time we
hugged goodbye, I was saddened that
we werve lalked oul. Our talk is what
follows . . . though it does take a while
to get over Dolly’s ap pearance.”

PLAYBOY: Hello, Dolly.

PARTON: Hi. I'll save you the trouble of
askin: Why do 1 choose to look so
outrageous?

PLAYBOY: Is that the first question inter-
viewers usually ask vou?

PARTON: That's what we usually end up
talkin” about.

PLAYBOY: Actually, that was going to be
our second question. We were going to
start with the PLAYBOY cover. It's pretty
evecatching. Was it fun?

PARTON: I was alvaid at fist, when we
talked abour it. 1 didn't want 0 be
naked or something on the front of a
magazine unless evervbody knew it was
a joke. I mean, 1 wouldn’t want to be
naked even then. 1t might not offend
me, but 1 was alvaid maybe a lot of
my country {ans and some ol the people
who love me who are of a religious
nature might not nnderstand.

People will make jokes and things,
not because of my beauty but just be-
cause of that physical thing that's built
around my boobs. 1 didn't know if 1
wanted to be put in a category ol where
I was flaunting something 1 had never
Haunted before. Then 1 thought, 1t isn't
something 1 should be ashamed of.
PLAYBOY'S a real classy magazine. And 1
mean, who else but Dolly Parton should
be on the cover of rrLavsov? If you
\\'il]llt‘(l an ()lllr:lgcmu; I)(.'l'?it)ll 1 I)C Aan
outrageous magazine cover, who else? |
ju\'t hope people will take it in the spirit
in which I did it—you know, something
cute and off-the-wall for me.

PLAYBOY: OK. Now, why do you choose
to look so outrageous?

PARTON: Pcople have thought I'd be a
lot farther along in this business il 1
dressed more stylish and didn’t wear all
this gaudy getup. Record companies
have tried to change me. 1 just relused.
Il I am going to look like this, T must
have had a reason. It's this: 11 1 can't
make it on my talent, then 1 don’t want
to do it. 1 have 1o look the way I choose
to look, and this is what I've chose. It
makes me different a little biy, and am’t
that what we all want to do: be a litde
different?

It's Tun lor me. It's like a litle kid
playing with her paints and colors. ]
like to sit and tease my hair. If there's
something new on the market in make-
up, 1 like 1o try it. You've got to have a
gimmick. You've got to have something
that will catch the eye and hold the
attention ol the public. But the funny
thing is, no matter how much I oy new
stufl, I wind up looking just the same.
PLAYBOY: Do you lhlnL vou'll become a
fashion trend setter? Isn’t there already
a Dolly Parton look? .
PARTON: [Langhing] Can you imagine
anybody wanting 1o look this way for
realz When people fist get 1o know me,
they say, "Why do vou wear all ol thisz”
Then, after a week of knowing me, they
totally understand. They know it's just
a bunch of baloney. But why not? Life’s
boring enough, it makes you ury to spice
it up. I guess I just throw on a litle
too much spice.

PLAYBOY: Why are there so many Dolly
Parton look-alike contests?

PARTON: Because thevre fun. Who would
be bewer to mmpersonate than Dolly
Parton? All vou gotta do is get a big
blonde wig, makeup, and il you're
pretry well proportioned . . . or yon can
even fake it. The best parts of Dolly

Parton  look-alike  contests  are  guys
dressed up like givls. 10s so ecasy to
do me.

PLAYBOY: Have you ever met any ol the
wHiners?

PARTON: I sure have. They were the big
gest bunch of pigs I ever saw, most of
them. I thought to mysell, Is that how
people think 1 look: 1 thought, Oh,
Lord, some of them were in worse shape
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than I even thought T was. I've only
seen two that would even be classified
as a human being.

PLAYBOY: So you don’t think they've ever
been able to imitate the real, sexy you?
PARTON: Listen, I never thought ol my-
sell as béing a sex symbol. It never
crossed my mind that anybody might
thunk 1 was sexy.

PLAYBOY: But surcly, after all the media
exposure vou've received, you have to be
conscious ol what people say and think
about vou.

PARTON: [ didn’t say what yow-all
thought. I said that it never once arossed
my mind, even now. I still can’t get it
through my head that people think I'm
supposed to be sexy or somethin’. 1
don’t want that responsibilitv. 1 don’t
want to have to keep up an image like
that. 1 don’t want to have o be like
a  beautiful  woman, like & Raquel
Welch—which is no trouble, I never
would anyway. I'm just savin’ I wouldn't
want people 1o look at me and if I
gained ten pounds, they'd say, “Oh,
God, she's ruined her looks.” I'm made
up ol many things. I'm very complex. I
have much more depth than just my
looks, which to me are not all that hot,
anyway. I've always looked a certain way
and had an image. I like the big hairdo,
the gaudy clothes. There's not much
sexy about that. Men are not usually
turned on by artilicial looks and I've
always been like that.

PLAYBOY: Il that's true, why do vou sup-
pose there’s such a huge cosmetic in-
dustry i this country?

PARTON: I'm talking about my kind—the
big wigs, the total artificial look. I don’t
try to dress in style or to be really classy.
I've ot my work to do and 1 like 1o look
good, but I don't uy o keep an image
other than just this gimmick appearance
that 1 have. It I was trying to really
impress men or be totally SEXY, then [
would dress dilterently.

PLAYBOY: How would you look?

PARTON: 1 would wear low-cut things.
Try to keep my weight down. Try to
really work on my body. I would find a
new, solter, sexier hair style—it would
be my own hair, some way. But why
bother? I'm  already married and he
don’t mind how I look. He likes me
gaudy or ungaudy.

PLAYBOY: When were you first attracted
to gaudiness?

PARTON: | was always [ascinated with
make-up. We didn’t have any when 1
grew up. We weren't allowed to wear it
But we used to have this medicine, what
you call Merthiolate, that's what 1
would put on my lips as a little kid. I'd
paint my lips and there was nothin’
Daddy could do. He couldn’t rub it off.
He would say, “Get that lipstick off
vou!” And I'd say, It won't come off,
it's my natural coloring, Daddy.” Then
he'd say, “Bull” When we wanted eye-
brows, we'd get burned matches and

make little evebrows. When 1 was a
sophomore in high school, the teased
hair came into style and I started doing
that, and ever since, I've done it. And 1
wore my skirts so tight I could hardly
wiggle in them. I liked tight sweaters. |
just like tight clothes, I always did.

1 just like o feel things next o me,
I guess. Even before I had a hgure, I
liked my clothes snug and tight. People
would always kid me in school about mvy
little butt and my little blue jeans or
whatever. Momma, she alwavs under-
stood stult like that. She'd say, “Don’t
get them so ught you can’t move in
them, where they cut vour wind offl.”
But she’d seam them up and if they
weren't quite  tight enough, I'd  say,
“Won't you hx them a litle right in
here:” And she would. See, she was a
daughter ol a preacher amd when she
was a child, they wouldn't let her wear
any make-up. They all had long hair
then and she wanted her haiv cut. The
very day that her and Daddy got mar-
ried, she cut her hair oll and she kept
it short ever since. She sad, I swore
then that when I had Kids, [ would not

“People will always talk
and make jokes about my
bosoms. ... But why dwell

onthat? Why don’t they lool
underneath the breasts, at

the heart?”

make ‘em do things that thev were un-
casy with.”

PLAYBOY: What did vour father think of
vour tight clothes?

PARTON: Daddy didn’t like us to wear
real tight clothes back at the start. He
was more strict with us, he just didn’t
understand how to be a lather. A father
ol girls, especially. He just didn’t want
us o date. He trusted us, but he didn't
trust the guys we was goin” with.

PLAYBOY: You must have looked more
mature than a lot of your classmates
when you were a girl.

PARTON: Well, 1 looked more mature, I
was more mature. I used my mind in
diflerent ways. I developed my mind by
writing and thinking deep and planning
and  dreaming. 1 thought scrious. [
looked as old as the teachers. When 1
was in high school, I looked like I was
25 years old.

PLAYBOY: Was the [act that vou were
physically more developed than the other
girls a problem for you? Were you teased
much?

PARTON: It was always a l}roblcm, to a
degree. But 1 had a real open personal-
itv. I don’t think I was teased openly; it

wis more what people were savin® behind
my back: “No, they're not real, she's got
Kleenex in there.™

PLAYBOY: Did that bother you?

PARTON: It was kind ol embarrassing. but
it must not have bothered me 0o much.
I'm a real obvious person: all the things
you see are obvious. But my body is not
really as exwreme as people make it out
to be. I am just a small, tiny, liule per-
son, five feet tall. with a small frame. |
have plenty, but it’s not like what people
say: “Oh, gosh, she must be 45 inches.”
I'm not nowhere near it, vou know.
PLAYBOY: Why have you always relused o
disclose your measurements?

PARTON: There’s just no point. I'm not
sayin® it's not there. A lot of people
claim, “I remember when you wasn't
that big.” And 1 sav. “Yealh, but vou
remember when I wasn't this [at, oo,
I'm not that well endowed. I'm not as
Iege as people make me out as being. |
really ain’t. I mean, il vou look real
good . . . I've got plenty, but 1 know a
lot of people that are so big it's un-
healthy, it hurts their back. I am so
extreme, il 1 didn’t have some. I would
sure have made some. But from the time
I was just a voung girl, they've heen
there.

Some book said I had my bust lilied
at Vanderbilt Hospital. Well, 1 never
even been doctored at Vanderbilt Hos
pital. People will alwavs talk and make
jokes about my bosoms. When somebody
says that this doctor daims he did it |
always sav that plastic surgeons are all
alike, they're always making mountains
out ol molchills. But, no, 1 didn't go to
Vanderbilt Hospital. And if 1 had had
something done, it would be a very pri-
vate thing 1o me and it would be one ol
my searets. But a lot ol people that know
me would know the difference. We won't
say which-a-way that goes. So we will
just leave the people wondering. But
why dwell on that? Why don’t they look
underneath the breasts. i the heart?
PLAYBOY: All right. How would vou de-
saribe voursell o someone who  had
never seen or heard you?

PARTON: Well, T would start by saying
that I pride mysell on heing a lair and
honest person. 1 am free and open
enough to be able to try new things. I'm
outrageous. 1 feel like T have a lot of
depth that only the people closest 1o me
really see. I'm compulsive and very am-
bitious. I'm playful. T'm joviul. I'm
mischievous. Serious when [ mean 1o be
serious. | can be strong when I need to
be and weak when I want to be, I can
tell you where to put it if | don’t like
where you got it. I'm not a very moody
person. 1 don’t [all into great states ol
depression. Very sentimental and highly
cmotional. I'm a baby when it comes to
bein® a baby. 1 like 1o he spoiled and
petted. I get touched rveal casy. I'm
curious, I have to know everything that
goes on. I'm not a brilliant person, but
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I have a lot of guts. I just don’t have a
fear of life. T love life, so why should I
fear somethin’ I love? And why should
I not reach out to the things that I know
I can touch? I'm suwongwilled. I can
think like a workingman because 1 know
what a workingman goes through. I'm a
person you could sit down with even if
you were a total stranger and tell me the
thing you thought was the most horrible
thing and I would understand it. And 1
wouldn't tell. I'm a good friend. I'm
loyal and devoted to the things that I
believe in. ... I'm full of shitl

PLAYBOY: That's quite a description.
Now, how would you assess your talent?
FARTON: I like to be appreciated as a
writer and, if not a great singer, at least
a stylist and an original, creative person.
PLAYBOY: You don't feel you're that good
@ singer?

PARTON: I don't think so. My manager
just hates me to say that, because he says
it’s not true. I don’t have a great voice.
I have a different voice and I can do
things with it that a lot of pecople can’t.
But it'sso delicate in other ways, there's
no way I can do some of the things
other singers can,

I just love to sing. It is joy[ul, it’s
something I can scream, it's a release for
me. | used to have a lot of vibrato
in my voice. It could almost be real
irritating to a lot of people’s cars. It
was a natural thing for me, but some
people say, “You sound like you been
cating billy goar.” Bah, bah. I guess 1
overdone it, so I tried to learn at takin’
some of the vibrato out. I would like 1o
improve my voice to be able to hit bet-
ter notes. My notes are not always true.
But my heart is always true. And the
emouon | put in is alwavs true.

PLAYBOY: Do vou listen to yourself ofien?
PARTON: No, ncver. Unless I'm in the
studio wryin’ to decide what goes in the
album. I'm not necessarily a [an of my
own. ['m not one ol my favorite singers.
PLAYBOY: Is it truc that your husband
doesn’t like your singing?

PARTON: He didn't used to, but he's be-
come a real big fan of mine now. I
played this new album, Heartbreaker,
and he really liked it

PLAYBOY: Does that mean a lot to you?
PARTON: It means more than anybody
could ever know.

PLAYBOY: You and Carl have been mar-
ried 12 vears and no one's ever seen a
picture of the two of you together. Why
the mystery?

PARTON: He just don’t have any desire to
be in show business. He don't want to
have his picture in the paper. He don’t
want to go out to the supermarket and
have people say, “That’s Dolly Parton’s
husband.” There's been a lot ol dis
torted press about how I only see him
six weeks a year, which is not true. It's
true that last year 1 was only at home
about six weeks, but he joined me on
the road a lot.

PLAYBOY: Is he as shy and bashful as the
press makes him out to be?

PARTON: No. He's just the funniest, wit-
tiest guy in the world. He’s really bright.
He's not backward at all. 1 just really
wish that people would let him be. He's
a home-lovin® person. He works outside,
he’s got his tractor and his grader, he
keeps our farm in order. He wouldn’t
have to work no more, because I'm mak-
ing good money now, but he gets up every
morning at daylight. If he ain’t workin’
on our place, he'll take a few jobs, like
grading somebody’s driveway or clean-
ing olt somebody’s property, 1o pick up
a couple ol hundred bucks. He likes his
own money to horse-trade with.

PLAYBOY: Do people say anything to him
about Dolly Parton’s husband grading
their driveway?

PARTON: Ol, sure; he don't give a shit.
He don’t go up and say, “Hey, I'm
Dolly Parton’s hushand, can I grade
your drive:” Il somebody knows it, he
don’t make a big thing ol it; he'll play
it down, he'll sav, *Well, 1 ain’t in show
business, 1 got to work, now what can I
do for you:” Or hell say, “Hell, she
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been eating billy goat.

ain't makin’ no money.” He's a man
with a lot ol pride; even though my
money is his money, his money is mine.
PLAYBOY: What 15 it about him that
attracted you?

PARTON: His honesty. His decency. His
carthiness. I like the way he loves me.
His understanding of me and the things
1 do. The way he lets me be [ree. And
lets me be me. He don’t try to choke
me and demand anything from me.
PLAYBOY: Doces he ever give you advice
about your career?

PARTON: He never interferes with me
businesswise. That's why 1 hire man-
agers. Carl and I only wlk about our
own things. We talk about what we're
gonna do with the house, the larm. Or
he wants me to see a truck he's rebuile
He's like my little boy. But he's like my
daddy, like a brother. And I'm all those
things 1o him. 1 call Carl Daddy.
PLAYBOY: What does Carl call you?
PARTON: When he's talking to other
people, he says “the old lady™ or “she.”
Or “crazy woman.” He never says Dolly,
never. And if he does, it hurts my [eel-
in's so bad—ain't that crazy? If I say

Carl, he won't even react. He hates me
to call him Carl. He'll say, “Call me son
of a bitch, call me anythin®, but don't
call me Carl.” That's what evervbody
calls him, so it’s not personal enough.
PLAYBOY: Is he a jealous person?

PARTON: Not a bit.

PLAYBOY: Are you?

PARTON: I'm not, either.

PLAYBOY: Would it matter if he were see-
ing someone else while you were away?
PARTON: He's not.

PLAYBOY: If he were, would you want to
know?

PARTON: No, 1 wouldn't want to know
and he wouldn't want to tell me. But if
he did, it wouldn't be like the end of
the world for me. 1 would just say it was
as much my fault as his. I would prob-
ably avy and pout for a day for the
attention of it, and then it would be
over. To me, life is lile and people is
people. You cannot control every emo-
tion that you have.

PLAYBOY: How would he feel if you had
an affair?

PARTON: The same way. He wouldn’t
want to know. I think I would kecp 1t
from him. He would be more apt to tell
than me. He knows 1 ain’t goin’ no-
where. No matter who 1 mer or what
kind of an affair I might ever have, ain't
nobody in this world could take Carl's
place. There ain’t no way in this world
I'd ever lose this man.

PLAYBOY: Somcone on the road as much
as you are could sleep around a lot——
PARTON: How do you know I don't?
PLAYBOY: Decause you speak so [recly
and guiltlessly about your relationship
with Carl. You'd have to really be a
good actress to cover up a lot ol affairs.
PARTON: Oh, 1 am. I guess men think
they can get away with it or somethin’.
That all depends on the person. T just
feel what's lair for the goose is fair for
the gander. Whether 1 do or whether 1
don’t is my concern. 1L 1 was ever weak
enough to do something like that, 1t
would never involve him, he would never
know it, he would never {cel any elfects
from it. Those are very personal ques-
tions and I'm a very private person, but
I'm just like you—you don't always tell
everything, do vou? Let's put it this way:
H 1 wanted o do it, I would; if 1 should
do it, it would allect nobody but me
and the person involved. Maybe 1t
would be somethin” that would even
make me be a happier person.

PLAYBOY: But couldn’t it also lead to
complications in your life?

PARTON: Weil, kiss me, we'll see,

PLAYBOY: This is what's known as an
El\\'k“’;ll’(l Ililllﬁf_‘.

PARTON: There are a few people that 1
have been atracted to real strong, but 1
avoid that. There is no way in heaven's
name that I could ever leave Carl, so
why should I put myself and another
person through that kind of tormeni?
PLAYBOY: It sounds like marriage at a
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distance can be healthy.

PARTON: It is. We're so used to the life-
stvle, il 'm home two or three weeks, 1
want to get to work and he wants to get
back to work, so he's just as anxious to
see me po as I am to leave, It probably
don’t make much sense, but it makes
SCNSC 10 us.

PLAYBOY: When vou are home, do you
entertain much?

PARTON: When I'm home, we don't like
people at the house other than our
family and our own [riends. We don't
want fans comin’ in our vard. And
there’s no artist in the business that is
any more devoted and loves their fans
more than me. I've always tried to be-
long 1o the public when I'm out there,
and I've always tried to be honest
enough with them to say, “I don’t want
you to come up to the house unless
vou've been invited, because 1 may be
up there hall-naked.” T shouldn’t have
said that; thev'll pl'-:lh;lh]y be comin’ up
to take pictures now. That's why we
a picee ol property where we
could have the privacy 1o get out m
the yard in shorts or looking tacky.
PLAYBOY: How tacky?

PARTON: Tackyv-tacky . . . no make-up,
looking like anvbody.

PLAYBOY: Is privacy a problem?

PARTON: We¢ do have [ans that jump the
fence. That's not a very polite thing 1o
do, but I don’t get bent out of shape
over it. [ just figure if it's that important
to somebody, least you can do is wry
to be nice.

PLAYBOY: When you're performing, are
vour Lans rowdy?

PARTON: It is gewting so now the carowds
are getting wilder and there are a lot ol
vounger people and a lot of pushing
and shoving., Some people get overex-
cited. They can run over a kid and bust
his brains out or something
meaning to. It is kind ol irightening.
But they are the most devored lans,
standing there, rain or snow, freczing 1o
death. It is amazing,

PLAYBOY: Are audiences dilfevent i dad-
Lerent pares ol the country?

PARTON: It's preuwy much the same in
every part ol the country, except Texas.
Texas audiences are the loudest and
most responsive. They are just lun-lovin’
people all the time. Texans are in a
world of their own. It's a great place
for music.

PLAYBOY: What about lan mailz Do vou
ever get any leuers that might be con-
sidered strange?

PARTON: | used to get letters from a man
who was in a mental insutution. He was
a big [an but just distorted. It was more
perverted than anything else. 1 kept
those. I get a lot of mail lrom prisoners
and usually they are very nice letters,
Sometimes they get a little horny.
PLAYBOY: Have you had any difhculties
getng your fans to accepl your new
image? Are there dichard country-music
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bufls who can’t accept vour crossing over
into the pop /rock field?

PARTON: We had some of that when I
started, when 1 first got the bigger band
and started doin’ more rockv things.
Some people hollered. “Do vour coun-
try, we don’t need vour rock 'n’ roll.” I
don’'t do rock 'n’ roll. I knew what I
was trvin® to do and [ didn’t have time
to try to explain it to them.

I have not changed because of success,
and I never will. The only thing success
does to vou, like Barbra Streisand said
her Playboy Interview, it just don't allow
vou to be alone anymore. Everybody is
trvin’ to get to vou. It just gets 1o the
point where people demand so much
from vou vou just can’t give it and vou
have to take all kinds of hurts and in-
sults. It bothers vou. Ol all things. for
somebody to say that I've changed, that
Just burns me up.

PLAYBOY: But vour music has changed to
some degree. Didn’t vou sav that vour
Herve You Come Again album is slicker
than vou wanted it to sound?

PARTON: Well, vou see. that was the first
thing that I did after I made the change
and it was not exactly what I had in
mind. But it proved to be the smartest
thing. I knew Flere You Come Again
would be a hit song, but 1T don't know
il I should be wdentihed with it, because
it'’s so smooth and pop-sounding. That's
such a good song a monkev could have
nude it a hit. Well, you're looking at a
million-dollar monkey,

PLAYBOY: Do vou leel that in order to
reach a Loger audience you have to
sweeten or smooth out your sound?
PARTON: Yeah, here and there. I was
kind of afraid that people would think,
Bov, this is too drastic. I just didn’t want
the country people to think that I total-
Iv lelt them. That was such a polished
pop sound! But it was the biggest coun-
try record I ever had, as well.

PLAYBOY: Are vou close to most of your
band members?

PARTON: I'm close to all the people in
my band. I'm not above them just be-
cause T am the star. They are not side-
men to me. We are all musicians making
a living for each other. The way we
iravel, 1 couldn’t work with a bunch of
loonies, a bunch ol squirrels. I don't
mind drugs, I don’t mind drinkin’ in my
group as long as it don't interfere with
my show. We're together 24 hours a day,
but that one hour onstage is mine.
That’s what I pay for. I don’t care what
vou do alter the show, I don't care what
vou do until fowr or five hours belore
the show., As long as eveny body is
straight, so il 1 want communicition
when we're onstage, 1 have it.

PLAYBOY: And you feel vou're close to
that now?

PARTON: My group is pretty clean. See,
I live with the band. I travel with "em,
I dorn’t like to separate mysell fTrom my
group. In summertime, we take our bar-

becue grill and wavel by bus. We only
flv when we have to. Rather than stop-
ping at a truck stop or a restaurant. we
get a vollevball net out, we stop along
the side ol the road and have a picnic. I
cook, there's another girl in myv group,
we have a real good time. We have water
fights, cake fights, lood fights . . . like
brats. It's like a familv. When the day
comes when I can’t enjoy it or there’s
no lun doin” it, theve's lots ol things
that I can find jov in, and I would.
PLAYBOY: You once toured with members
ol your own familv. What happened 10
your Travelin® Family Band-

PARTON: There was a lot of hwrt caused
by some press. They made it sound like
I had fired mv familv. I did not fire my
family. I had brothers and sisters and
cousins in my group amd I was really
havin’ to go through things I shouldnt
have—poor lighting, poor sound, poor

management. poor evervthing. 1 just

decided I was goin’ to quit for a few
davs, just stop everything and do some
thinkin'. Because I won't let somethin’
run me to a psvchiatrist or to a doctor:
I can take care of mv own things. me
and the Lord can talk it over. 1 was
brought up religious and cven if I'm not
a fanatic, I have a communication with
God. which helps me like a psychiatrist
might help somebody else.

PLAYBOY: Were either of your parents
musiclly talented:

PARTON: All ol my momma’s people were
singers, writers, musicians. And a lot of
my daddy’s people were really involved
in music. But it was just around home
and m church: nobody had ever done
anything as far as making any money
with it. I was the first one that ever
became popular doin” it, but there's a
lot of 'em a lot more talented than me.
I just had this grit and all these dreams
and plans,

PLAYBOY: Do vyou rescmble vour mother?
PARTON: | look like her and mv daddy,
too. Daddy's people are lair and blond
and blue-eved. My mommi’s people
have a lot of Indian blood, so thevre
dark, with high cheekbones and real
dark hair. T have Momma's [eatures:
Momma's smile, dimples: but T have
Daddy’s nose. T got Daddy’s pride and
determination and I got Momma's per-
somality. My momma’s people amd my
daddy’s people prew up as good friends,
that's how they met, so there’s a lot of
marriages between the Partons and the
Owenses. In the mountains, there's not
that many people, so most people are
rclated on one side or the other, and
then they marry in, which makes vou all
kinfolks. I have double first cousins,
hirst second cousins, stufl like that.
PLAYBOY: What is a double hirst cousin?
PARTON: Let me see if 1 can explain it
My mother's mother's sister manrried mv
daddy’s brother. So their kids are my
first—second?—cousins. It sounds like
I'm my own grandpa, don't itz Anyway,



you can figure it out later. However it
15, we got some double first cousins and
first second cousins. That kind of thing.
Who can tell about mountain people?
PLAYBOY: Did you go to school with all
vour relatives?

PARTON: We lived in the mountains and
there were very few people lived where
we did, way back in the holler; our
closest neighbors were a long ways off.
We walked a long way to school, a one-
woman school that had the first through
the cighth grade. Only like 10 or 15
people in the whole school and one
teacher. The grades were in rows: There
might be two kids in the first grade,
three in the second, one in the third . . .
and so the teacher would just take a
chair and sit in the aisle and the other
kids had to study. I was the first one in
our family that went to high school. My
daddy didn't particularly want me to go
to school, my momma didn't care. In
the mountains, schoolin’ is not that
important.

PLAYBOY: How did you know it was
important?

PARTON: 1 wanted to finish high school
just so I could say I did, because I knew
I'd learn things there that I would prob-
ably need to know, because 1 had al-
ready decided I was going out into the
world. 1 was the most popular girl in
school but in the wrong way. I wore
tight clothes and told dirty jokes.

I never failed a subject, but I was
never a good student. I never studied,
I just used my own common sense to get
by. I wanted to take band so I could
bring my grades up. I didn't want to
play horn or anything I had to really
learn, so I asked if I could play the
drums. 1 never did learn to read a note
of music. I got like 98 in band, which
brought up my other grades at the end
of the semester. But I didn't play well.
1 didn't know what I was doin’.

PLAYBOY: Did you like school?

PARTON: 1 hated it. Even to this day,
when I see a school bus, it's just de-
pressing to me. I think, Those poor little
kids having to sit there in the summer
days, staring out the window. It’s hot
and sweaty in the schoolroom. It re-
minds me ol every feelin’ and every
emotion that I had in school. I'd hate to
have to make my own kids go to school.
1 know that sounds terrible. A lot of
people will say, “What a dumb person.”
I hated school every day 1 went, but it
was better than stayin' home every day.
Momma was sick a lot; we had some
real hard times.

PLAYBOY: What were those hard times
like?

PARTON: Momma had kids all the time—
she had one on her and one in her. She
was always pregnant, and the time she
wasn't pregnant, she was just really run-
down sick, and back then, you didn’t
have doctors that much. Momma took
spinal meningitis once. The doctor said
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there was no way she could live, only
one person in a thousand did live, and
if she did live, she'd be crippled up.
He told Daddy and my grandma she
wouldn’t live through the night. So they
had church that night and they prayed
all night. They packed Momma in ice,
her fever was way past where it would
do brain damage, and the next mornin’,
when the doctor came in, Momma was
sittin” up in bed, kickin® her foot—
Momma always kicked her foot, like I do,
it'’s a rhythm thing. The doctor came in
and she said, “I've been healed.” And
he said, “You sure have been healed,
there’s been a miracle happened here.”
They never could explain it. The only
thing it did to Momma, it left her deaf
in one ear, which just made her talk
louder.

PLAYBOY: How old were you at that time?
PARTON: Eleven, twelve,

PLAYBOY: Were there other illnesses at
home?

PARTON: One time, Momma had a mis-
carriage. It was really scary. We were all
little, She started having this miscar-
riage . . . and she would always read
the Bible; she'd be in bed and sing
sacred songs—that was real depressing.
We always knew when Momma was bad
sick, she would do that. It was during
school, my first year. The way we got to
school was we walked to this green barn.
The man who owned that property had
some bulls and they were mean. We had
to walk along the fence row to get to
school, and if the bulls would start out
for us, we'd just roll under the fence.
Anyway, Momma was at home with the
two younger kids, they were just, like,
two and three years old. Momma knew
she was gonna die if somebody didn’t do
somethin’ for her. So she told my little
brother and sister what they had to do:
“Now, you get your stick and go to the
schoolhouse and get the kids, because
Momma's sick. You take the stick and
walk along the fence and if the bulls
start after you, just roll under the fence
or just hit "em with the stick.” Here was
these little kids, it was really sad. It was
a long way, even for us. And these two
little kids must have took forever. We
were in the middle of class and these two
little kids . . . it was just so sad, there’s
a lot of things that almost make you cry.
My little brother stuttered a lot and
he couldn’t talk good. The other kid
couldn’t even talk at all yet. But my
older sister, Willadene, knew what was
up when she saw them there. She jumped
up and grabbed the rest of us and said,
“Let's go, Momma’s sick.” So we just
all ran home. My two older brothers had
to run and find somebody to help us. At
the time, we had some neighbors that
didn’t like us. We'd had a feud—it was
kinda like the Hatfields and the McCoys.
But they were good that time; it was
just God’s will, I guess.

PLAYBOY: What was the feud about?

PARTON: These people that lived near
us, they had big kids and they were just
mean. In the country, you're just born
mean. They would whip us every day as
we walked to school, hit us with rocks.
Daddy made us another path through
the woods where we could go to school
and avoid 'em. They got to where they
would meet us on the trail and still beat
us up. Well, Daddy just got tired of it.
He just went to the people and told
them, “I'm gonna kill somebody if your
kids don’t stop beatin’ my kids up.” It
started from that and then it got all the
older people involved. My daddy and
brothers got in a fight with these people
and Daddy whupped about five grown
people in that one family. So it was a
real bad thing, we couldn’t go by their
house—they had dogs and they'd let
them loose on us if we had to walk that
way. But when Momma was near dyin’,
we just had nowhere else to go, which
goes to show you there is good in every-
body. These two women came and they
ran out to the main road, which was a
long, long way, and they had to track

“I hated school. Even to
this day, when I see a school
bus,it’s just depressing
to me. I think, Those poor
little kids.”

Daddy down. Daddy was workin® at a
sawmill somewhere.

PLAYBOY: And then what happened?
PARTON: There was only two funeral
homes in Sevierville, which was the near-
est town to us. The funeral home that
we didn't even belong to, they come to
get Momma, It was just a bloody mess.
We didn't have sheets on our beds;
Momma would always just sew up rags.
1 remember seeing these people coming
in these white jackets and this stretcher
with these snow-white sheets, and you
could see it a mile away. We just ran
behind the house, cryin' and prayin’
that Momma wouldn't die.

PLAYBOY: Did you understand death
then?

PARTON: We understood that it was final.
When Momma had spinal meningitis,
she was pregnant and all the effects went
to the baby she was carrying. When it
was born, it only lived nine hours. It
was the first time I'd ever seen my daddy

cry.

We always looked forward to the ba-
bies born. A lot of people thought we
were crazy. Even our relatives. I remem-
ber when my little brother died, I heard
somebody say at the funeral home, and it
stuck with me forever, “It's a blessing
the little thing died.” As if we didn't

need any more kids. I thought, What a
cruel thing to say, because we waited
for each baby. It was like a joy. And
there were so many of us Momma would
say, “Now, this one’s gonna be yours.”
And we kinda took care of it; it was like
a new baby doll. With Momma being
at the hospital and Daddy having to be
with her a lot, we were by ourselves and
it was just a real hard, depressed time.
PLAYBOY: What kind of man is your
father?

PARTON: Daddy never had an education,
but he is the smartest man I ever knew.
There was never a time when Daddy
didn’t know what to do. My daddy used
to make moonshine when he and Mom-
ma were first married. He got out of it
because Momma didn’t like it, but that's
just the way of life in the country. That’s
revenue money. If somebody's gonna
drink it, somebody's got to sell it.
PLAYBOY: Did you ever drink it?

PARTON: No, 1 never did drink moon-
shine. I tasted it. It tasted terrible, It's
not a really good drink. I mean, you'd
have to want it real bad to drink that
stuff.

PLAYBOY: Did your parents discipline
you a lot?

PARTON: Momma was so lenient, she just
practically grew up with us. He was
strict, he kept us in line. If he was mad,
he whipped us with his belt. He didn’t
beat us, but he’'d whip us hard. We'd
have to go get a switch and they were
pretty good-sized ones. I don't remember
ever getting whupped with a board; I
remember getting whupped with a stick
of stove wood once.

PLAYBOY: Did you have a lot of child-
hood fantasies?

PARTON: We didn’t have television and
we didn't have radio. We didn’t have
clectricity. Every now and then, if we
could afford a battery—we had a battery
radio—we'd listen to The Grand Ole
Opry and The Lone Ranger maybe once
or twice a week.

But we'd see catalogs—the wishbook,
Momma called it. Made you wish you
had things you didn't have. I wanted
fancy clothes, I wanted jewelry, I want-
ed to be pretty.

We related to the Bible a lot, lots of
stories we played out were from the
Bible. We were Disciples and we would
paint on our feet these sandals, and then
we found these staffs and we just roamed
those hills as shepherds. We played out
Jacob and Joseph and the coat of many
colors. 1 wrote a song once . . . my favor-
ite story was the coat of many colors.

So that was kind of a fantasy we lived
in. We didn't have books to read, except
at school, and we tried not to read those.
PLAYBOY: Did you see magazines or news-
papers at all?

PARTON: We'd hear about war stories
and about famous people, movie stars.
Sometimes my aunt in Knoxville would
bring newspapers up, which we used for
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toilet paper. But before we used it, we'd
look at the pictures. And we'd hear about
people who would get rich and you'd
have all the food you wanted to eat and
fancy clothes and houses. In our minds,
there was so many of us, anybody that
had a clean house was rich.

PLAYBOY: When did you first use a flush
toilet?

PARTON: My aunt in Knoxville had a
toilet in the bathroom and we were so
fascinated. We were afraid to use it. I
Just thought it was goin’ to suck us right
down. She also had the first television
We ever saw.

PLAYBOY: What about bathing?

PARTON: Funny, I was just thinkin' how
nobody has ever asked me about how we
bathed or how we . . . you know, be-
cause we didn't have. . ..

PLAYBOY: Toilets and facilities?

PARTON: Yes. We made our own soap
and in the summertime, we'd go to the
river. That was like a big bath. And we'd
all go in swimming and we'd wash our
hair, wash each others hair. Seap was
Just flowin’ down the river and we were
so dirty we left a ring around the Little
Pigeon River.

PLAYBOY: What did you do in the winter?
PARTON: In the wintertime, we just had
a pan of water and we'd wash down as
far as possible, and we'd wash up as far
as possible. Then, when somebody'd
clear the room, we'd wash possible.
PLAYBOY: How often did you bathe in
the winter?

PARTON: I had to take a bath every night
to be clean, 'cause the kids peed on me
every night and we all slept three or four
in a bed. As soon as I'd go to bed, the
kids would wet on me. That was the only
warm thing we knew in the wintertime.
That was our most pleasure—to get peed
on. If you could just not fan the cover.
If you kept the air out from under the
cover, the pee didn’t get so cold. When
you started fanning that cover, then it
got bad, cold. Lord, it was as cold in
the room where we slept as it was out-
side. We'd bundle up to go to bed.
PLAYBOY: When you bathed in the river,
was it in the nude?

PARTON: We were real modest as kids.
The boys would go swimmin’ naked and
the girls, sometimes we would, but we
didn’t go naked swimmin’ together. As
soon as you started sproutin’ at all, you
put on a shirt and you didn't take it off.
I never did see Momma and Daddy
naked. I'm glad I didn't.

PLAYBOY: Did your parents teach you the
facts of life or did you learn them in
school?

PARTON: It's somethin’ I learned in the
barn. [Laughs] 1 probably shouldn't say
this, but it's just the truth: We were al-
ways just findin’ out things on our own.
We had uncles and cousins that were
maybe two or three years older than us
that knew a lot of stuff. When they



would come to visit us, they'd teach us
all kinds of meanness or tell us about
this or that. And soon as we got a chance,
we'd try it.

PLAYBOY: Are we talking about sexual
things?

PARTON: Now, what were you talkin’
about?

PLAYBOY: Just making sure.

PARTON: We were real curious. A lot of
people won’t admit it, but I just always
had an open mind about sex. We all did.
It was not a vulgar thing. We didn't
know what we were doin’, we just knew
we weren’t supposed to let Momma and
Daddy know it. You never imagine your
parents ever
PLAYBOY: With 12 kids, they obviously
did.

PARTON: Yeah. A lot of people say,
“Well, how in the world could you live
in a house with 12 kids and never hear
thingss” I don’t know how they did it
or where, but we never did know nothin’
about it. But they must have done it.
PLAYBOY: So your mother never ex-
plained where all you kids came from?
PARTON: Momma always told us early
that God was responsible for people
havin' babies. I don’t even know how I
learned it. I learned real early. I think I
probably knew it before Momma did.
[Laughs] She learned when she was
about 15 and I don’t think she knew
what was goin' on until she done had
four kids. I was just so open-minded that
1 found out. If somebody wouldn't tell
me, I'd ask the first person I thought
I could ask.

PLAYBOY: What were the kinds of things
you were asking? Where it comes from?
Does it feel good? Does it hurt?

PARTON: Yeah. We just never did have
a bunch of hang-ups. Momma never said,
“Oh, don’t do this, you'll go to hell.”
She didn’t say do it, either. She didn't
say. Daddy would have probably blis-
tered our rear ends if he’d caught us
foolin® around. We would just play doc-
tor and nurse, just explore and experi-
ment.

PLAYBOY: What about those guys who
used to beat you all up—your neigh-
bors—did they ever sexually abuse any
of you?

PARTON: No. That's why they beat us
up—because we wouldn’t do anything.
[Laughs] We didn't want to do it with
them. I mean, we were choosy! But we
never got sexually jumped or anything
by them.

PLAYBOY: What was your first sexual ex-
perience like?

PARTON: I always loved sex. I never had
a bad experience with it. I was just very
emotional. I felt that I could show my
emotion just like I show my emotion
with words. If I felt I wanted to share
an emotion, then I did. To me, sex was
not dirty. It was somethin’ very intimate
and very real. I don't ever remember
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bein’ afraid of it. I wasn't afraid the first
time I tried it

PLAYBOY: How old were you the first
time?

PARTON: Now, I can’t tell you that, be-
cause that would probably be real per-
verted. As little kids, we were always
experimenting.

PLAYBOY: Well, you seem to have had a
healthy childhood. Did you share your
dreams of being a star with your parents?
PARTON: Yeah. T started writing songs
before I went to school. Momma always
wrote down stuff that I'd make up. I just
had a gift of writing. I'd hear my people
talk about relatives’ bein’ killed and I
would make up all these heartbreakin’
songs about it. They'd forget they'd
talked about it and they couldn’t imagine
where I would come up with all these
ideas. 1 just knew how to put it into
story form. And Momma would write
them down.

PLAYBOY: When did you start singing on
the radio?

PARTON: I had an uncle that told me
there was this radio show in Knoxville
and that sometime he might take me
down there and I might get wo be on it
I wanted to do that. So, when I was ten
years old, I sung on the radio. And they
all liked me real good, so they wanted
me to work in the summer months. They
said they'd pay me $20 a week. My aunt

in Knoxville said she would take me up

to the radio stations and the TV shows
if Momma and Daddy would let me stay,
and she did. I worked there in the sum-
mers until I was 18. I went from $20 a
week to $60 when I left.

PLAYBOY: What kinds of songs were you
singing?

PARTON: I sung country music, some songs
I wrote. I was singing by myself and
playing the guitar. But I guess it was be-
cause I was a little kid they were sayin’
people liked it. I wasn’t that good.
PLAYBOY: Were any of your songs record-
ed then?

PARTON: I made my first record when 1
was around 11.

PLAYBOY: And when did you make your
first appearance at the Opry?

PARTON: I was just a kid, 12 or 13. My
uncle told the man at The Grand Ole
Opry that I wanted to be on. The man
said, “You can't be on The Grand Ole
Opry, you are not in the union.” And I
said, “What is a union?” I didn't know
if it was a costume or a room to practice
or what. I kept tellin’ everybody. I said
I'll just sing one song. Most of the artists
at the Opry at that time had two spots.
Nobody would let me sing and I walked
up to Jimmy C. Newman, who was goin’
to sing next, and told him I wanted to
be on. He told Johnny Cash that I was
goin' to sing. And so Johnny Cash
brought me out and I sung and I just
tore the house down. I had to sing it

over and over and over. 1 thought 1 was
a star. That was my first time.

PLAYBOY: How did vou feel?

PARTON: 1 was kind of scared, but I was
excited, because I knew Daddy and
Momma were listenin’ on the radio. I
didn’t grasp all what it meant, but I
knew I had to be on The Grand QOle
Opry, that is all there was.

PLAYBOY: Were you always encouraged to
be whatever you wanted to be?

PARTON: Where I came from. people never
dreamed of venwring out. They just
lived and died there. Grew up with fami-
lies and a few of them went to Detroit
and Ohio to work in the gravevards and
the car factories. But I'm talkin® about
venturing out into areas that we didn't
understand. To me, a little kid coming
from where 1 did and having that ambi-
tion and savin' I wanted to be a star,
people would say “Well, it's good to
davdream, but don't get carried awav.”
People would sav you can't do this or
vou can’t become this. Well, if vou don't
think vou will do it, nobody else will
think it.

I've got more confidence than I do
talent, I think. I think confidence is the
main achiever of success, I really do.
Just believin® you can do it. You can
imagine it to the point where it can be-
come reality. When I made myv change
to do what I'm doin’ now to appeal to
a broader audience, prupl(: said, “You
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can't do that, because you are goin’ to
wreck your whole career; vou are goin’
to lose your country fans and you're not
goin’ to win the others, and then you're
goin’ to have nothin’. You just better
tunk about that, girl.” That didn’t mat-
ter to me, because I knew I had to do
it and I knew I could do it.

PLAYBOY: What other kinds of things
could you do as an entertainer?

PARTON:; I don’t think there’s anything
I can’t do. Under the right conditions, I
could just about do anything. Even a
Broadway play, if it was a mountain
musical where I didn’t have to be a
Streisand-type singer or have a beautiful
trained voice. Il it was somethin’ written
just for me, 1 think I could do anything.
Most people don’t have that kind of con-
fidence in themselves.

PLAYBOY: Have you seen many Broadway
playse

PARTON: I've ncver seen a Broadway
play . .. I've never been to an opera . . .
I've never seen a live stage performance.
I guess I'm not very classy.

PLAYBOY: But you have been to the mov-
ics and you may be doing three films.
PARTON: 1 never wanted to be in the
movies. I have never done any acting at
all, never thought I'd be particularly
good at it. But the pcople at 20th
Century-Fox really feel like I can be, or
that I am, a natural actress. When ﬂll':y
approached me, all T said was, “I don’t

know il 1 can or can’t, but if you think
I can and vou want to take that chance,
I'll take it with you.” It's as simple as
that. Can you imagine me bein’ an ac
tress? But a lot of people are interested.
Sandv Gallin, my manager, is making a
hellacious deal, but no one knows if I
can do it at all.

PLAYBOY: Arc you planning on taking
any acting lessons?

PARTON: No. They're just goin’ to find a
script where I can play my true personal-
ity, rather than tryin’ to play like some
girl from Australia. It's goin' to have
to be Dolly Parton without bein' Dolly
Parton. I'm goin’ to write my own story,
but it’s not time yet. There’s so much to
my life that 1 can write a series ol things,
if I want. I can take a subject and make
a full-dength movie, if 1 want to do that.
PLAYBOY: Have you any properties in
mind?

PARTON: No. I've been asked to do the
Mae West story. I don't know that much
about Mae West. A Jot of people have
olten compared me to her . . . not our
looks or not just the way we seem to be
built or anything, but our attitudes, you
know. We were both creative and we
knew what we wanted and we pretty
much rolled into the things we did. And
they say she pretty much wrote every-
thing she'd done. I've never seen her.
Also, somebody felt I should do the
Marilyn Monroe story. I don't think I

want to play somebody else. I think I'm
a character myself—for me to try to play
somebody else’s character would not be
as wise as for me to create one of my
owll.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any directors you
might go to?

PARTON: To be honest, T never thought
abour bein’ in the movies enough to get
that far along with that. I'm not really
that involved in who does what. I don’t
really know who the directors or pro-
ducers are. They say that if you've got
the right director, that anybody can act.
It's all kind of new, this movie thing.
I've met a few people, but I can’t remem-
ber their names.

PLAYBOY: How about screenwriters, say
someone like Neil Simon?

PARTON: That is who T wish would write
somethin’ for me. 1 saw The Goodbye
Girl and that’s the type of thing that
I sce myself in. It's got depth, it's a
comedy, it's got love . .. it just reminded
me of the way I would recact under the
same conditions. You know, crazy and
stupid, tryin® to make the best out of a
bad situation. I'm even goin’ to call my
manager; it's probably farfetched. . . .
Neil Simon may not even have an inter-
est in me, period. But 1 can see myself
doin® the type of things he writes.
PLAYBOY: What about Woody Allen?
PARTON: I love Woody Allen. I think he's
sexy. He is so cute that he is sexy. I
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go with the depth and that turns me on
sexually.

PLAYBOY: Would you like to be in a
Woody Allen movie?

PARTON: Yes, if he'd be in it with me.
I loved Annie Hall and 1 loved The
Goodbye Girl, and Jor the same reasons,
because they were both very realistic—
funny, serious, even the bad times were
good. Maybe we'll team Woody and Neil
up and they can do somethin’ r:.-uﬂy
great.
PLAYBOY: Do
movies?
PARTON: My [avorite movic of all times
is Doctor Zhivago. I've always liked mov-
ics with lots ol production in them, espe-
cially things that were wue, like The Ten
Commandments.

PLAYBOY: Have vou cver seen a porno
movie?

PARTON: Yes, I have. Once, this secretary
that worked in one of our ofhces, her
husband had a print of a real awful one.
I'd never seen anything up untl that
time. I always wanted o, but T didn’t
want anybody to know I was doin’ it
She brought it to work and she brought
the projector. When evervbody lelt for
lunch, she said, “"Why don't we all
watch?” Beciuse none of us had ever
seen one. We got to watchin® that thing
and we got so embarrassed with each
other. It, of course, moved vou, but it
was real embarrassing. And it got real
£ross, 10o.

Another time, I saw one in a public
place. My girllriend and me went to
New York. This was a long time ago, I
was about 21, and I wasn't that recog-
nized. We had always wanted 1o see a
real one. We thought it would be some-
thin’ dirty enough 1o enjoy. We wried 1o
sneak in when nobody would sce. There
is somethin® real shameful abour goin’
there, but we dared each other o do it,
so we went. It had an awlul smell in
that theater,

PLAYBOY: Where was it?

PARTON: 1 don’t know; 1t was down in
one ol them slum areas. We just got a
cab, it was a Fridav night, and this terri-
ble thing happened. We sat at the very
back, in case there were some maniacs
in there. It was mostly men, a couple of
women alone, no couples. Me and my
girlfviend was sittin” in the back, so we
were goin’ o make a quick exit il we
needed o, and then this movie came on.
It looked OK for a lew minutes, and all
ol a sudden, it got into the most gross
things. 1 didn’t know how to react and
she didn't, either. We were embarrassed
m [ront of cach other, we didn't know
whether to look or not. We were so curi-
ous we couldn't keep from lookin'. 1
didn’t know how to react with her. If 1
had Carl there or somethin’, we might
have got down to business. So we ran
out and we started runnin’, so nobody

vou have any favorite
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that time, we didn’t know that prosti-
tutes Tan in pairs in New York City for
protection. And there is no way in the
world that you can catch a cab on a
Friday night in New York City. We
didn’t know that.

All of a sudden, these men started ap-
proachin’ us on the street. They thought
we were up for sale. You can imagine
how ridiculous 1 looked. T would look
like a swreetwalker if you didn't know
this was an image. 1 would look like a
total whore, 1 suppose. I'm sure we
looked just like what they thought we
were. Bur I had a gun. I never traveled
without a gun, still don’t. I always carry
a gun,

PLAYBOY: What kind?

PARTON: A .38 pistol. T have a permit
for it in Nashville. I just carry it for
protection. I feel safer when I've got it
I just don’t like the idea of knowin” I'm
totally helpless. I'm always scared in a
big city and New York was totally foreign
to us. Anyhow, these men would ap-
proach us and I'd say were from out
of town. We didn’t understand why they
were alter us. 1 said we were waitin® on a

“I always carry a gun. A .38
pustol. I have a permit for
itin Nashuille. .. . I just
don’t like the idea of
knowin’ I'm totally

helpless.”

cib and weren’t interested, but thanks
for the compliment. [Laughing]

I was doin’ all the talkin’, beciuse my
girllriend alwavs knew I'd get us out of
any situation, and she started laughin®
at me. That made me mad, because 1 was
so scared! This one man cune at me and
he was really pullin® at me, he was uyin’
to handle me, just maul me, the whole
works. I told him, “Just get away and
don’t bother me anymore.” He kept
savin’, “Oh, come on, honey, I know vou
want it.” He was offerin’ us money and
I smd. "Look, 1 don't know what it is,
we are not interested, we are not on the
make, we are wyin’ to get home, don't
vou understand that?” There I was, with
my big Southern accent and my big wig.
He just thought if he bargained long
cnough that I'd give in. He kept pullin’
at me and I was gerting [urious and [
was cussin’ him, and I don’t cuss that
much. I was savin’, “You son of a biwch,
you dirty bastard!™ Just things like that
is not like me at all, but I was ferrified,
and I was mad, too, because I can’t stand
people who pull at me unless I want to
be pulled at. And my girlfriend was
against the wall, dyin® laughing. We

could have both been raped or killed,
but she was gettin’ such a kick, because
she’d never seen this side of me before.
I got furious at her and 1 told her, 1
said, “Boy, you just better stop laughing
or I'm gonna beat the shit out of you,
too!” And I got my gun out of my
pocketbook. 1 wold the man, “If you put
your hands on me one more time, I
swear to God that T will shoot you.”™ And
I would have. I wouldn’t have shot him
in the stomach or nothin’, [ would have
shot his feer off or shot at the ground.
My girlfviend was just hollerin’, laugh-
in” and, bov, T 1o0ld her when we got rid
ol him, "II vou ever do that to me again,
I swear to vou I may not whup vour ass,
but I'll be caughe dead tryin’.” [Laugh-
ing] She never did quit laughin’, she just
thought that was the funniest thing she'd
ever seen. We headed out to a porno
movie and it wound up bein’ a comedy.
PLAYBOY: Was that your hrst time in New
York?
PARTON: It was, and lor vears T thought
I hated New York City for that very rea-
son. Since then, it has become one of my
very favorite cities; I go back all the time,
there’s great people there. It's just that
then I didn’t understand them and they
swre didn’t understand me.
PLAYBOY: Now that vou've had your say
about New York, let's wy Los Angeles.
You've been spending a lot of time out
there lately. Do you like it there?
PARTON: It's beautiful and it's exciting. I
really enjoy it for a week. After that,
I go L.A. crazy. I just got to get out of
there, it's so crazy and wild, especially
the places I have to be and the people
I have o be around when I'm out there;
most ol them are so spaced out or just
involved in all sorts of weird things, even
the people you work with, especially
show people. I just have to get away from
them. 1 get homesick. The country in me
savs, “What in the world are you doin’
walkin® on concrete when you could be
rollin’ in the grass:”
PLAYBOY: Let's get to the country in vou.
Do vou get insulted when people put
down country music?
PARTON: Terribly insulted. Saving some-
thin’ about country music is like saying
somethin® abour a brother or sister or
my momma and daddy. Because it has
made me a livin', it is somethin® T love
and appreciate. T know what 1t stands
lor, I know whac it is. It is a music to
be respected.
PLAYBOY: What is it about country music
that attracts people?
PARTON: It's the simplicity ol it, it is
everyday stories about evervday people.
It deals with human emotions, human
relationships: it is love and hearthreak
and Tun things and honky-tonk . . . the
way that the wruck drivers and the aver-
age middle-class American lives,

Then, too, country music through tele-
vision and radio started getting broader.
When country started gewin® on TV,
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people realized that we are not just hill-
billics and hicks, toe jam and bare feet—
we only go barefooted 'cause we want to,
not "cause we can’t do no better. To me,
it's the greatest music because it does
deal with life, with people, and it deals
with simple sounds. If it is done right,
it is the best music there is.

PLAYBOY: What would vou say is the dil-
ference between country singing and pop
or rock singing?

PARTON: There is a certain quality, a cer-
tain purity in country voices. They
sound plainer, countrier, more blunt.
They don’t do a lot of screams and
squalls.

PLAYBOY: Are you more prolific as a song-
writer than most?

PARTON: Ycs. It's just a natural gife. I
like to write and I write all the time.
I've written less in the last vear and a
haif, but even at that, I've written more
than most writers do. It's just so easy.
I've got hundreds and hundreds of songs,
thousands, actually. I've had a lew hun-
dred published and recorded. The good
thing about it is this: I've been writn’
all these years, if I never wrote another
song, I've got it made. People are goin’
back now and gettin® songs of mine and
recordin’ them, things I did on albums
years ago. Of course, 1 still will write.
It's like most people will sit down and
smoke a pipe, I just sit down and pick
up i piece of paper. . . .

PLAYBOY: Do you write in longhand?
PARTON: Yeah, I scribble; nobody can
read it but me, hardly. I write on torn
paper, Kleenex boxes, napkins. I wrote
Coal of Many Colors on the bus. It's my
most famous song. I was with Porter and
he had some clothes cleaned and I took
the tickets off of his ceanin’ bags and
wrote the song on them. After the song
became a hit, he had the tickets lramed.
PLAYBOY: What's the biggest song that
you've had recorded?

PARTON: Jolene was the biggest hit 1've
had. It was also recorded by Olivia
Newton-John. I also had a song called
I Will Atways Love You, which Linda
Ronstadt recorded. I've had tons of
songs and albums recorded by other
people. But I've yet wo have that big,
smash, 1,000,000-selling song of my own,
I've had lots of number-one songs, but
when you get involved in how much
they sell, it’s rare to get a 1,000,000 scller.
PLAYBOY: Is most of what you write auto-
biographical?

PARTON: Everything I write is not about
me. You have to be able to relate to the
things you write about, but you don’t
have o live them personally.

PLAYBOY: One of your songs, Bargain
Store, in which you compare your body
to used merchandise, was banned by
some radio stations. Were you surprised?
PARTON: 1 was in total shock, 'cause 1
never meant nothin® dirty in that song.
In It's All Wrong, but It's All Right, 1

106 really did. 1 meant for it to be what it

was. You know, what people call makin’
love to somebody you're not married to.
With lyrics like, “Hello, are you f[ree
tonight?/I like your looks, I love your
smile; /could I use you for a while?” Just
how plain can I be? But I thought the
tipes would laugh at that. But there was
some question about it. Even in this day
and time, when you can say everything,
country music is a little bit more delicate
and I respect that.

PLAYBOY: What do you feel when you're
performing your songs onstage?

PARTON: 1 just get real excited onstage,
because I love 1o sing and perform. It
takes me about three hours to come
down. Your openin’ tune is usually the
one you get oft on if you're goin’ to get
off. Sometimes I get so excited over a
certain moment onstage, 1 could just

Mousic is the closest thing to it to me.
PLAYBOY: Do you have any ideas about
how you might change the kinds of shows
you perlorm now?

PARTON: I would want to be more bi-
zarre as time goes on. I would like to
have a screen behind me onstage when 1

“Saying somethin’ about
country musicis like saying
somethin’ about a brother or
sister or my momma and
daddy. ... Itisamusic
to be respected.”

do the songs and tell the stories of the
mountains.

I'm havin’ some people even now be-
gin to film things from the mountains,
like the tobacca-spittin® contest, the
greased-hog contest and the horse-turd-
throwin’ contest that they have in Ken-
tucky every year. That's a real occasion,
the Annual Kentucky Horse Tuwrd
Throwin' Contest. Can vou imagine get-
tin’ crowned Horse Turd Queen of the
day? They probably make a crown out of
horse turds. I'm not tryin® to be dirty, I
swear that's what they call it. An audi-
ence would love to see that, because
they've never seen it. I'd like to have
that onstage, narrate the happenings, and
then have the music. I just have a lot of
crazy, wild ideas and some of these davs
I'm gonna get them all together and
hope somebody don’t steal them. And if
you do, you're a sorry son of a bitch!
PLAYBOY: Where do you see your career
at the moment?

PARTON: Most people say in this business
the life span of a cueer is five years
from the time you really get hot to the
time you siart getting colder, like an El-
ton John. Maybe I shouldn’t call names.

That’s just what I heard, that you don’t
expect to really be the hottest except for
maybe five years, and with a TV show,
it’s usually a three-to-five-year thing, and
then you cool off, people have seen what
you do. I think maybe I am right now
starting in my first vear of from one to
five. That's what I'd like to think.
PLAYBOY: Since were on the subject of
names, let’s get vour opinion of some of
your contemporartes. We'll start with the
woman you think is the true queen of
country music, Kitty Wells.

PARTON: She was the first extremely pop-
ular female country singer. She was like
a pioneer for all the rest of us. She sold
all kinds of records to soldiers and juke-
hoxes and honky-tonks. She is such a
natural, pure and authentic singer. She
sings from the heart and she don’t worry
about what the noise is goin’ to sound
like.

PLAYBOY: Johnny Cash?

PARTON: Johnny is dramatic. 1 don’t
think Johnny is a good singer, but I
think he is one of those people that is
so believable that people can relate to it.
He's got a way of deliverin’; you just
know that it had to happen il Johnny
said so.

PLAYBOY: Loretta Lynn?

PARTON: Sings with a lot of human emo-
tion and country emotion, a lot of purity
and honesty in her voice. Similar to
Johnny Cash’s—not the greatest voice
I've ever heard, but it’s believable.
PLAYBOY: Her sister, Crystal Gayle?
PARTON: A beautilul voice. Crystal clear,
if you'll pardon the expression.

PLAYBOY: Tanya Tucker?

PARTON: If she cver gets with the right
producer and the right label and gets
the right manager, 1 think she can really
be great, especially as a rock-n"-roll sing-
er. Her voice is so powerlul, like a Janis
Joplin or a Linda Ronstadt. . . . She
could really be a huge artist, because she
1s great on the stage.

PLAYBOY: Janis Joplin?

PARTON: Her voice was like mine, you
cither liked it or you didn’t. I never par-
ticularly cared for it. It was different,
But I do appreciate what she lelt behind
in the world of music.

PLAYBOY: Linda Ronstadt?

PARTON: She is one of the greatest female
voices I ever heard.

PLAYBOY: Emmylou Harris?

PARTON: | love Emny's voice, it’s so deli-
cate and so pure.

PLAYBOY: What's happening with the al-
bum the three of you are doing? The
release date keeps being postponed. Is it
finished?

PARTON: We've done several tracks, but
we haven't decided whether or not to do
more acoustic things or do some rock
things. Any time you get three people,
with three dilferent labels and three dil-
ferent managers, there’s always compli-
cations. But it’s somethin® we've always
wanted to do. We have talked abourt it



for years. We are [riends: there’s a mu-
tual respect and admiration ameng the
three ol us. I it was a mauer of business,
it would have We
want it to be free and happy, a labor of
love. There is a possibility it will never
reach the marker. 1 Inl_'l'\'(;n.'llly feel it
would be a shame and a waste of talent
il business and personal problems pre-
vented it from being released.

PLAYBOY: How did vou get to know Linda
and Emmylou?

PARTON: Through my music. They were
[ans of mine. I had heard that they want-
cd 10 meet me, and so we made it a
point o do that, and then we became
friends. T met Emmy first, when she
came to Nashville, She had recorded
Coat of Many Colors. When I came back
to L.A., she invited me to her house.
Linda was invited over to supper that
night and that’s how we met.

PLAYBOY: Did you ever meet Elvis?
PARTON: No, I never did. But I always
felt that we were Kin. I feel like I know
exactly how he Every
come in town. even il 1 was home, T just
wouldn’t go, somethin” alwavs kept me
from goin’. There were other people 1
liked to hear sing better, but there was
nobody that I ever relited to more.
PLAYBOY: What was it about him you re-
lated to?

PARTON: He was very loving, very emo-
tional, very sensitive, very giving, very
humble, thankful, grateful. T alwavs Telt
that he was totally in awe of his own
success and he didn’t quite understand
and why he
How he lelt about God
and religion was always somethin’ 1 re-

been a rush release.

Wils. time he'd

why he had been so chosen
was such an idol.

lated to a lot, becruse 1 know he was
brought uwp with his mother in the
Assembly ol God. It was a real [ree-

spirited, shoutin’ church. I watched and
heard how he reacted 1o Gospel music
and how he loved that the best of all and
how he almost seemed to leel he had a
callin’ to do somethin® diflerent and mav-
be more spiritual than what he actually
was domn’, never got
a chance to try. He touched people’s
Lives in a lot of ways. He was the sex
symbol of the world and when he started
gamin® werght and gettin® far, he lost a
lot of his glamor to a lot ol people. 1
alwavs thought lus manager was brilliant,
as well. T hiey built that mystery up about
him. When he started losin® his glamor
and dom’ thoese concerts, he became more
That's when they started pub-
tishing all the things about him. Then
people realized that he was not a god of
any sort, but he was just an extraordi-
nary human ben'’. I think if he hadnt
died when he did, within the next five

but you know, he

ordinary.

been a hero at
talked
much . . . seen too much.
cruel the public can be.

PLAYBOY: D)o you think that there will
be another Elvis, or somcone ol his

vears he wouldn’t have

all, because he was about too
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stature, to come along?

PARTON: I don’t think it will be soon, I
don't think it will be anythin’ you and
me will ever see.

PLAYBOY: What about a female Elvis?
PARTON: That is possible. I think there
is due a person, a female, which there
has mever been. A person of that tvpe,
with thar great magnetism and that great
mysterious thing, that great love, that
charisma and magic to draw people to
her, that can help people in many ways
just through her music. Yes, I think that
a female is due, I do. And your next
question: Do I think it is me?

PLAYBOY: You're the one smiling,

PARTON: Well, let me say, I would never
be an Elvis, and I would never want to
be Elvis. But I would like to be a person
truly loved enough to be able to have
that much of an impact on people as far
as bein’ able to guide them or help them
or let them see that vou're caring.
PLAYBOY: Your mother has said that she
always expected you to lead people to
the Lord. Do vou think that someday
that might happen—Dbesides just singing,
vou might start preaching?

PARTON: Yes, I think that is definitely
possible. My mother and many people
have always said that they saw the love
of God in me. I expect that someday, in
some way, before I die, I'll have done
some good for God, who I think has done
all the good in me that's cver been
done. I think thar people for years have
passed God right up, looked right past
Him, thinkin® that He was some great
monster in the sky and that you had to
live with these horrible guile feclin's and
you had to crawl under a bed if you'd
done somethin’ wrong. I have a totally
different concept of God. I'm God-fear-
in’, but I'm not alraid of God. The way
I look at God is, I think He mecans some-
thin® different to evervbody. We arc all
God's children, if we just clear a way for
Him to work through us. You don't have
1o be standin’ in a church house to reach
people to change their lives to do good.
I don’t want to get so involved in this
that pcople think, Oh, another country-
music fanatic, because I'm not a fanatic,
never was. If I need to make a decision
or somethin’, I just talk out loud to God.
I joke with God. He don't ever say
nothin’ back.

PLAYBOY: Do you go to church?

PARTON: No, not anymore. Carl and I
are probably alraid we'll become total
Christians and then we'll . . . I don’t
know. I always want to go home when
they're havin® a revival, though. Some-
day, when I can have some time off, I
want to go back to the house and stay
home for a couple of months, spend the
summer, work the fields and go to the
orchards, can apples and peaches—do
stulf like I used to. And if they're havin®
arevival, I'll go. I'll get up and sing, too.
PLAYBOY: You first becamme nationally

108 prominent as part of a tcam with Porter

Wagoner. Tell us about your relation-
ship with him.

PARTON: Porter has been one of the
greatest and most popular country artists
of all times. I can never take the credit
away from Porter for givin’ me a big
break. I learned a lot from him. He in-
spired me and I inspired him. We were
good for each other in many ways and
just a disaster for each other in a lot of
ways. I'll always love him in my own way,
PLAYBOY: In what ways did your working
together become a disaster?

PARTON: We just got to where we argued
and quarreled about personal things.
Things we had no business quarrcling
and arguing about. It was beginning to
tarnish a really good relationship. We
didn’t get along very well, but no more
his fault than mine. We were just a lot
alike. Both ambitious. I wanted to do
things my way and he wanted to do
things his way.

PLAYBOY: He has said that for two years
he devoted 95 percent of his time to you
and then he didn’t hear from you for a
year. He sounds bitter.

PARTON: I'm sure he is bitter at this

e ————
“I'm havin’ some people
begin to film things from

the mountains, like the
tobacca-spittin’ contest
and the horse-turd-throwin’
contest that they have in
Kentucky every year.”

particular point. He is so strongheaded
and bullheaded, he won't accept things
sometimes the way they are. 1 won't,
either, sometimes. We're kind of involved
in some legal things, I'm tryin’ to buy my
part of the catalog back, where T'll have
all my songs back rogether. Someday 1
hope we can be friends. We are not ene-
mies. We just don’t ever see each other.
PLAYBOY: How much money was Porter
paving you?

PARTON: The years I was with Porter, I
worked for S300 a night, which is an-
other reason I needed to get out on my
own: I needed to make more money.
PLAYBOY: That was how much a year?
PARTON: Sixty thousand dollars a year.
I started from no money at all and that
sounded like a lot of money to me. And
it was. But why should 1 work for hun-
dreds and thousands when I can work for
hundreds of thousands?

PLAYBOY: How much a night did you
make when you worked on your own,
alter leaving Porter?

PARTON: When I went out on my own, I
was working for $2500, then it got up to
$3000, and now I have no idea. It is
way up in the thousands.

PLAYBOY: Is it around $30,000?

PARTON: I don't know cxactly how much
I make; I would say anywhere from
$15,000 up a night now. I know I got
530,000 for some shows I've done re-
cently. And I was offered $50.000 10 do
a special show, but for some reason, I
didn’t do it. That's the most I've been
offered at this point, I think.

PLAYBOY: How many businesses do you
owns

PARTON: Quite a lew. I own threce pub-
lishing companies. I'm startin® a produc-
tion company. I own quite a bit of
property. 1 have the Dolly doll, for
which we own the company. We have
program books, colorin’ books, souvenir
things of that tvpe. I have lots of invest-
ments, lots of tax shelters. I've got some
good smart business people now. I have
some really wild dreams and plans.
reially love to hear crazy ideas. I'm goin’
to have a line of wigs. I think that would
be a perlect business [or me.

PLAYBOY: We've been meaning to ask
about vour wigs. Are they real hair or
synthetic?

PARTON: Synthetic. They never lose their
curl.

PLAYBOY: Loretta Lynn has said that
while most singers aren’t particular in
the dressing room, you always go behind
a liule curtain to dress. She says nobody
has ever seen you without a wig on.
PARTON: Loretta has seen my own hair.
I think she forgot or just wanted to make
a bigger thing than it was. Maybe she
just didn’t recognize it as bein’ my own
hair. My own hair is blonde. I keep it
blonde. I'll evenmually wear my own
hair again, once I become so successful
that people know you can become suc-
cessful by lookin™ and bein® any way vou
want to if you've got enough ambition
and talent. A lot of people have ap-
proached me in a way that sounded like
I was supposed to dress and undress in
front of other people. T happen to be a
very modest person and I just won't dress
in front of people. 1 don't know why
they would want to look, anyway. Out of
curiosity, I guess. What other people do
does not bother me at all. T only wish
that what I do wouldn’t bother them.
PLAYBOY: Let's wind this up bv asking
vou some random questions. Il you could
go back in time and be someone else
for a while, who would vou like to be?
PARTON: That's not a random question,
that's a  greal question! I've never
thought about that in my life. . . . 1
think, maybe, Will Rogers. He reminds
me of my own people and of mysclf.
PLAYBOY: What il you could invite any
five people Irom history to a dinner
party—whom would you choose?

PARTON: Will Rogers would be my main
puest. Beethoven. Bob Hope. Swrother
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PLAYRBOY

Martin. Festus, from Gunsmoke.
PLAYBOY: What would you serve them?
PARTON: Fricd potatoes and green beans,
country-style creamed corn, corn bread
and biscuits, pinto beans and turnip
greens, meat loaf, I'd probably make up
a vanilla pudding. I'd have to fix Bee-
thoven a chel’s salad. I don't think he'd
want all that grease.

PLAYBOY: What's your favorite food?
PARTON: P'otatoes. I'm a starch freak. I'm
a junk-food person, too. 1 like pizza, po-
tato chips, Fritos. My main weakness is
overeating. Now it's beginning to dawn
on me that I have a weight problem and
I have to learn to control it some way. I
am getting approached for so many
things, for movies, for the PLAYBOY cover.
So I'm on a diet.

PLAYBOY: Weren't you once on a ligquid-
protein diet, which lately has been
proved 1o be dangerous?

PARTON: I did that and I lost 23 pounds.
Fat persons don't care il they die tryin’
to get it off. [Laughs)

PLAYBOY: Are you attracted to thin or
to muscular men?

PARTON: I've always been more attracted
to real slender men. My husband is
skinny as a rail, and tall. They say that
you usually will be atracted to the oppo-
site of yoursell,

PLAYBOY: Is it hard to design clothes
for you?

PARTON: It's not hard, "cause all you got
to do is make up the gaudiest thing you
can make. Just pile as much stuft that
don’t belong on it as you can and I'll
like it.

PLAYBOY: How many rooms of clothing
do you have?

PARTON: ['ve got clothes in the closets
of every room in my house—23 rooms.
One whole wing of my house is filled
with costumes and casual clothes.
PLAYBOY: And you sometimes shop at
Frederick's of Hollywood?

PARTON: I buy my shoes there; it's the
only place I can find shoes high enough
and sexy enough to suit me. 1 buy thou-
sands ol dollars of shoes every year, I
cn't wear their clothes, because I can't
buy dothes off i rack.

PLAYBOY: Do you support the Equal
Rights Amendment?

PARTON: Equal riglus? I love every-
body. ...

PLAYBOY: We mean equal rights for
women.

PARTON: I can’t keep up with it.

PLAYBOY: Do you read any books on the
women's movement?

PARTON: Never have. I know so liule
about it they'd probably be ashamed
that I was a woman. Everybody should
be free: I you don't want to stay home,
get out and do somethin’; if you want 1o
stay home, stay home and be happy.
PLAYBOY: Do you have favorite books or
authors?

PARTON: I don’t read that much. I prob-

110 ably should be ashamed to say that. I

read mostly articles and things I'm in-
terested in. I always liked Agatha Chris-
tie, but I never did read all that many of
her things. I like books like The Magic
of Believing., Positive-thinking  books,
self-improvement books. Long before I
knew there were books about that stuff,
that was my philosophy of life.

PLAYBOY: What about politics?

PARTON: I hate to say this and people
probably think I'm real dumb to do it,
but I am so involved in my work and my
music 1 don't even know what's goin’
on in the world. 1 don't even know
who the Vice-President is. Well, I do
know . . . but as far as gettin' politically
involved, it's like bein’ denominations.
If you're a Democrat, the Republicans
hate you; if youre a member of one
church, then the other ones hate you.
Every denomination thinks theyre the
only ones gettin’ to heaven and they feel
sorry for the other denominations. I think
we can all get there il we work right.
PLAYBOY: Moving right along . . . has
sex changed lor you over the years?
PARTON: Sexr Yes, it gets beuter. The rea-
son it gets better is because you get more

“Inever met Elvis. I always
felt that we were kin. I
feellike I know exactly

how he was. . .. He touched

people’s lives inalot
of ways.”

mature, you're more relaxed, you experi-
ence more things until you become more
comfortable with them, and then you
feel also comlortable to experience new
things, totally new and different things,
It takes you a while to trust somebody
enough to be able to tell your fantasies.
PLAYBOY: How strong are your [antasies?
PARTON: Pretty surong. But I think all
creative people and highly emotional
people have strong lantasies.

PLAYBOY: What are some ol yours?
PARTON: I'm not tellin® you all that
stulf. . . . Get over here and I'll show
you. [Laughs] Are you perverted?
PLAYBOY: Why? Are you sexually aggres-
sive?

PARTON: I'm very aggressive. I don’t mind
bein' the aggressor if it comes to some-
thin' T need or want.

PLAYBOY: Do you like dangerous sex?
PARTON: Nothin' better than sex when
you think you have to sneak it.

PLAYBOY: Now [or the big question: Do
vou sleep in the nude?

PARTON: It has just been the last couple
ol years that I've really started sleepin’
naked. Somectimes I sleep naked with
Carl and sometimes I don't, If I'm up

writin’ and T have on a robe, I'll write
until I fall asleep and crawl into bed. If
we go 1o bed together, I usually go naked.
But 1 have to have a cover on me, sum-
mer or winter. I can’t stand just a sheet.
PLAYBOY: How would someone who had
written something get a song to you?
PARTON: Do you mecan to tell me that
we've spent all these days and hours and
went through all this horseshit just so
vou could pitch me a song?

PLAYBOY: You're a funny lady. Is it true
you used to flirt with local disc jockeys
when you'd appear in various towns?
PARTON: Lither my life is a total flirt
or I'm not a flirt. I just go in with open
arms and open heart. I'm just using my
personality. But the only ones I ever
flirted with were the ones 1 was attracted
to. Can’t say I never flirted with one,
but I never flirted with one to get my
record played.

PLAYBOY: And what about all the erotica
you used to write as a teenager? You
claimed you were very horny.

PARTON: All teenagers are horny, some
just keep it hid better than others. I'm
writin® a story even now; it's pretty hot
and heavy. It’s got a lot of sex and love
and violence and religion, all the human
elements.

PLAYBOY: Will you shock a lot of people?
PARTON: Yeah; that's why I ain't puttin’
them out today or the day after tomorrow.
When I decide 1o publish some of my
hooks, I'm goin’ to write in the front
that those who think they might be of-
fended, don’t read them. Then, il you
are offended, don’t blame me, because
now I'm not just a singer but also a
writer; and as a writer, I have to have
freedom of total expression.

PLAYBOY: Would vou use a pseudonym?
PARTON: I want to do everythin' under
my own name, ‘cause when I go down in
history, I want 10 go down good and
solid.

PLAYBOY: They could put that on your
tombstone: Good and solid.

PARTON: I don't want a tombstone. I
want to live forever. They say a dreamer
lives forever. . . . I want to be more than
Just an ordinary star. I want to be a fa-
mous writer, a famous singer, a famous
entertainer; I want to he a movie writ-
er; I want to do music movies, do chil-
dren's stories; [ want to be somebody
important in time: I want to be some-
body that left somethin’ good behind for
somebody else to enjoy.

Everybody wants to be successful at
whatever their inner dream is. I'm not
near with what I want to do, with what
I want to accomplish. When 1 feel like
I have accomplished the things that I
want to accomplish, then maybe T will
personally think ol myselfl as a superstar.
I wint 10 be somebody that extremely
shines. A star shines, of course, but I
want to be really radiant.
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Getting the color right is
“ . . » what RCA’s ColorTrak System is
My hair is auburn. all about. It's a remarkable
“ »” achievement. And it’s one reason
My eyes are green. why last year RCA sold more
color televisions than any other
year in their history.

Now, for 1979, ColorTrak is
even more remarkable. Because
this year it tracks the color more

_ automatically than ever before.
(/A2 Before you ever see the color,
the 1979 ColorTrak System grabs
it, aligns it, defines it, sharpens it,
tones it and locks the color on track.
Fine tunes every channel,

— automatically.

e~ The 1979 ColorTrak is the
most automatic color set in RCA
history. It’s made to bring you
natural, lifelike color —the right
color —without bothersome
adjustment and fine tuning. In
fact, ColorTrak’s new Chan-
neLock Tuner eliminates the
need for any fine tuning at all.
Select any station. The

Simulated TV picture of actress Samantha ar shown on a 25" diagonal ColorTrak console. Its contemporary
cabinet design is highlighted by a rich pecan finish on hardwood, chrome plated base and simulated wood trim— Model GC 930.



ChanneLock Tuner instantly
computes the exact station fre-
quency and locks on to the right

RCA's new Channelock Tuner uses a vibrating quartz
crystal to locate and lock on to each TV channel. This
precision device completely eliminates the need for
fine tuning.

channel. Smoothly. Silently.
Precisely. Its secret is a tiny
quartz crystal that generates a
steady electronic reference signal.
And the result is a tuner so
accurate, you'll never have to fine
tune a channel again. Ever

Adjusts for varying colors,
automatically.

You've probably seen how
colors can change when a com-
mercial or a new program comes
on. The same thing can happen
when you change channels. Color-

Trak deals with that problem

two ways. The color is con-

tinuously monitored by the

Automatic Color Control. If

the color changes, it auto-

matically makes an adjust-
ment for you. So colors stay

consistent from program to pro-
gram, channel to channel.
ColorTrak is also equipped
with Dynamic Fleshtone Correc-
tion that automatically keeps
fleshtones warm and natural, for
a consistently lifelike color picture.

Adjusts for changing room
conditions, automatically.

The same color picture that
looks fine when your living room
is dark may look too dim when
you turn on lights or open the
shades. That’s why, as room light
increases, ColorTrak’s Room
Light Sensor automatically makes
the picture brighter. The colors
stay rich and vivid.

Bright room light can also
cause another problem: reflec-
tions that can make colors appear
to “wash out.” A black matrix on
the screen can help, by absorbing
some of that reflected hght. But
ColorTrak goes a step further, by
adding specially tinted phosphors.

71— A black matnx on

the tube helps absorb
reflected room light.

+— ColorTrak also has

| speaally tinted
phosphors that absorb
additional room light
to reduce glanng
reflections.

This combination absorbs even
more room light, to reduce
glaring reflections.

A superb color picture,
automatically.

Of course, there are a great
many other automatic features
that contribute to the magnificent
ColorTrak picture. And your RCA
Dealer can answer any questions
you may have about them.

But all the features and tech-
nical advancements really come
down to this: RCA wants you to
see the right color. On every
program. On every channel.
Every time you turn on your set.
That’s why RCA developed Color-
Trak. And that’s what the 1979
ColorTrak System is all about.

For the complete line of ColorTrak models, write 1o
RCA Consumer Electronics. Dept. 27-212G, 600 North
Sherman Dre, Indianapolis, Ind. 36201,

oA

J | 1C

RCA is making television better and better.

)

All the technical advancements come down to this:

Gretting the color right,
automatically. That's what

“ the 1979 ColofIrak is all about.



JT WAS FRIDAY the
13th and yesterday’s
snowstorm lingered
in the streets like a
leftover curse. The
slush  outside was
ankle-deep. Across
Seventh Avenue, a
treadmill parade of
light-bulb  head-
lines marched end-
lessly around Times Tower’s terra-cotta facade.

“HAWAIL IS VOTED INTO UNION AS 50TH STATE: HOUSE
GRANTS FINAL APPROVAL, 3823 TO 89 EISENHOWER'S
SIGNATURE OF BILL ASSURED.” . .. Hawail, sweet land of
pineapples and Haleloke; ukuleles strumming, sunshine
uml surf, grass skirts swaying in the wopical breeze.

I spun my chair around and stared out at Times Square.
My office was two flights up, in a line with Olga’s Elec-
trolysis, Teardrop Imports, Inc., and Ira Kipnis, C.P.A
Eight-inch gold letters gave me the edge over the others:
CROSSROADS DETECTIVE AGENCY, a name I had bought
along with the business [rom Ernie Cavalero, who took
me on as his legman back when I first hit the city during
the war.

[ was about to go out for coffee when the phone rang.

“Mr. Harry Angel?” a distant secretary trilled. “Herman
Winesap ol McIntosh, Winesap and Spy calling.”

I grunted something pleasant and she put me on hold.

Herman Winesap's voice was as slick as the greasy kid
stult hair-oil companies like to warn you about. He intro-
duced himself as an attorney.

“The reason I called, Mr. Angel, was to ascertain wheth-
€r your services were at present available for contract.”

“Would this be lor your firm?”

“No. I'm speaking in behalf of one of our clients. Are
you available for employmentz”

“Depends on the job. You'll have o give me some
details.”

“My client would prefer to discuss them with you in
person. He has suggested that you have lunch with him
today. One o’clock sharp at the Top of the Six’s.”

“Maybe you'd like to give me the name of this client,
or do I just look for some guy wearing a red carnation?”

“Have you a pencil handy? I'll spell it for you.”

I wrote the name Louis Cyphre on my desk pad and
asked how 1o pronounce it.

Herman Winesap did a swell job, rolling his Rs like a
Berlitz instructor. I asked if the client was a foreigner.

“Mr. Cyphre carries a French passport. I am not cer-
tain of his exact nationality. Any questions you might
have, no doubt, he'll be happy to answer at Junch. May 1

114 tell him 1o expect you?”

is harry angel, private
eve, tough muug‘k to solve
the most diabolical
murder mystery in years?

FIRST LOOK

atanew novel

“I'll be there, one o’clock sharp.”

Attorney Herman Winesap made some final unctuous
remarks before signing off. I hung up and lit one of my
Christmas Montecristos in celebration.

L ]

Six sixty-six Fifth Avenue was an unhappy marriage
of the International Style and our own home-grown tail-
fin technology. I ook an express elevator to the top floor,
got a number from the haicheck girl and followed the
maitre de back through a polite murmuring of executives
to a small table by a window, Seated there in a custom-
made blue pinstripe suit with a blood-red rosebud in his
lapel was a man who might have been anywhere between
45 and 60. His hair was black and [ull, combed straight
back on a high lorehead, yet his square-cut goatee and
pointed mustache were white as ermine. A tiny, inverted,
five-pointed golden star gleamed on his maroon silk
necktie. “I'm Harry Angel,” I said, as the maiwe de
pulled out my chair. “A lawyer named Winesap said there
was something you wanted to speak to me about.”

“I like a man who's prompt,” he said. “Drink?”

I ordered @ double manhattan, straight up; Cyphre
tapped his glass with a manicured finger and said he'd
have one more ol the same. It was easy to imagine those
pampered hands gripping a whip. Nero must have had
such hands. And Jack the Ripper. They were the hands
of emperors and assassins. Languid, yet lethal, the cruel,
tapered fingers perfect instruments of evil.

Cyphre withdrew a gold-and-leather cigar case from his
inside breast pocket, opened it and selected a slender,
greenish panatela. “Care for a smoke?” I declined the
profered case and watched Cyphre trim the end of his
cigar with a silver penknife.

“Do you by anv chance remember the name Johnny
Favorite?” he asked, warming the panatela’s slim length
in the flame of his butane lighlel'

I thought it over. “Wasn't he a crooner with a swing
band back belore the war?”

“That's the man. An overnight sensation, as the press
agents like to say. Sang with the Spider Simpson orches-
train 1940."

“Johnny Favorite’s before my time. In 1940, 1 was just
out of high school, a rookie cop in Madison, Wisconsin.”

Cyphre's features were shrouded in blue smoke as he
pufied his cigar. It smelled like excellent tobacco and 1
regretted not taking one when I had the chance. “This is
a city of outsiders,” he said. “I'm one mysell.”

ILLUSTRATIONS BY RON VILLANI
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“Where are you [rom?” I asked.

“Let us say I'm a traveler.”

“Fine with me. Why did you ask about Johnny
Favorite?”

The waiter set our drinks on the table with less intru-
sion than a passing shadow.

“A pleasant voice, all things considered.” Cyphre raised
his glass to eye level in a silent European toast. “I took
Johnny under my wing when he was getting started. He
was a brash, skinny kid from the Bronx. Mother and
father both dead. His real name wasn’t Favorite, it was
Jonathan Liebling. He changed it for professional rea-
sons. Do you know what happened to him?”

I said I had no idea whatsoever.

“He was drafted in January "Forty-three. Because of
his professional talents, he was assigned to the Special
Entertainment Services Branch and in March he joined a
troop show in Tunisia. I'm not certain of the exact
details; there was an air raid one afternoon during a
performance. The Luftwaffe straled the bandstand. Most
of the troupe was killed. Johnny, through some quirk of
[ortune, escaped with facial and head injuries. Escaped
is the wrong word. He was never the same again. 1 can’t
be very precise about his condition. Some form of shell
shock, I suppose.”

I'said I knew something about shell shock myself.

“Really? Were you in the war, Mr. Angel?”

“For a few months right at the start. I was one of the
Iucky ones.”

“Well, Johnny Favorite was not. He was shipped home,
a total vegetable.”

“That’s too bad,” I said, “but where do I fit in? What,
exactly, do you want me to do?”

Cyphre stubbed out his cigar in the ashiray and oyed
with the age-yellowed ivory holder. “Be patient with me,
Mr. Angel. I'm getting to the point, however circuitously.
I gave Johnny some help at the start of his career. I was
never his agent, but I was able to use my influence in his
behall. In recognition of my assistance, which was consid-
erable, we had a contract. Certain collateral was involved.
This was to be forfeited in the event of his death. I'm sorry
that I can’t be more explicit, but the terms of our agree-

116 ment specified that the details remain conhdential.

I tailed them through the
shifting shadows to a com-
pletely hidden dark ravine.

Men and women moaned as they
fondled each other, thrusting
their pelvises in a morbid
parody of ecstatic sex.

“In any cvent, Johnny's case was hopeless. He was sent
to a veterans’ hospital in New Hampshire, one of the
unfortunate discards of war. But Johnny had friends and
money, a good deal ol money. Some of this money was
invested, with Johnny's agent having power of attorney.”

“The plot begins to grow complicated,” T said.

“Indeed it does, Mr. Angel.” Cyphre tapped his ivory
cigar holder absently against the rim of his empty glass,
making the crystal chime like distant bells. “Friends of
Johnny’s had him vansferred to a private hospital on the
Hudson.”

“Do you know the names of these friends?”

“No. I hope you won't consider me entircly mercenary
when I tell you that my continuing interest in Jonathan
Liebling concerns only our contractual arrangement. All
that matters is whether he is alive or dead. Once or twice
each year, my attorneys contact the hospital and obtain
from them a notarized afhdavit stating he is, indeed, sull
among the living. This situation remained unchanged
until last weekend.”

“What happened then?”

“Something very curious. Johnny’s hospital is outside
Poughkeepsie. 1 was in that vicinity on business and
decided to pay my old acquaintance a visit. At the hos-
pital, I was told visiting hours were on weekday alter-
noons only. 1 insisted, and the doctor in charge made an
appearance. He informed me that Johnny was under-
going special therapy and could not be disturbed until
the following Monday.”

I said, “Sounds like you were getting the run-around.”

“Indeed. There was something about the lellow’s man-
ner I didn’t like.” Cyphre slipped his cigar holder into
his vest pocket. “I stayed over until Monday and returned
to the hospital, during visiting hours. T never saw the
doctor again, but when I gave Johnny’s name, the girl at
the reception desk asked if I was a relative. Naturally,
I said no. She said only family members were permitied
to visit with the patients.”

“No mention of this the previous time around?"”

“Not a word. I'm afraid I made something of a scene.
That was a mistake. The receptionist threatened to call
the police unless I left immediately.”

“What did you do?”



“I left. It’s a private hospital. I didn’t want any trouble.
That’s why I'm engaging your services.”

“You want me to go up there and check it out for you?”

“Exactly.” Cyphre turned his palms upward like a man
showing he had nothing to hide. “First, 1 need to know
if Johnny Favorite is still alive. If he is, I'd like to know
where.”

I reached inside my jacket and got out a small leather-
bound notebook and a mechanical p(:ilcil. “Sounds sim-
ple enough. What's the name and address of the hospital?”

“The Emma Dodd Harvest Memorial Clinic; 1t’s lo-
cated east of the aty on Pleasant Valley Road.”

1 wrote it down and asked the name of the doctor who
had given Cyphre the run-around.

“Fowler. 1 believe the first name was either Albert or
Alfred.”

I made a note of it. “Is Favorite registered under his
actual name?”’

“Yes. Jonathan Liebling.’

“That should do it.” I put the notebook back and got
to my feet. “How can I get in touch with youz”

“Through my attorney would be best.” Cyphre
smoothed his mustache with the tip of his forefinger. “But
you're not leaving? 1 thought we were having lunch.”

»

“Hate to miss a free meal, but if T get started right away,

I can make it up to Poughkeepsie before quitting time.”
[ ]

My six-year-old Chevy was parked in the Hippodrome
Garage on 44th, near Sixth Avenue. By two o'clock, I
was heading north up the West Side Highway. I reached
the outskirts of Poughkeepsie a little after three and
found Pleasant Valley Road without spotting a single
Vassar girl. Five miles out of town, 1 came to a walled
estate with large bronze letters in the brickwork: Emya
DODD HARVEST MEMORIAL cLINiC. 1 turned off onto a
graveled drive and meandered through dense hemlock,
emerging in [ront of a sixstory red-brick Georgian
building that looked more like a college dormitory than
a hospital.

Inside, the place was all hospital, walls a pale, mstitu-
tional green and the gray linoleum floor clean enough to
operate on. A glass-topped admissions desk was built into
a recessed alcove along one wall. Siraight ahead, 1 could
see a gleaming corridor where a white-clad orderly push-
ing an empty wheelchair turned a corner and disappeared
from view.

The girl behind the admissions desk was young and
homely. She wore a small black name tag that said,

I found her spread

out across a table, her

chest split by aragged
incision. The wound
brimmed with blood and red
rivulets ran down between
her tiny, pale breasts.
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r. FLEECE. “May I help vous” Miss Fleece
had a voice as sweet as angel’s breath.
Fluorescent light glinted on her thick,
rimless glasses.

“I certainly hope so,” I said. “My
name is Andrew Conrov: I do field work
for the National Institutes of Health.” I
set my black callskin attaché case on the
glass-topped desk and showed her some
fake LD, in an extra wallet I carry as a
dummv.

Miss Fleece regarded me suspiciously,
her dim, watery eyes wavering behind
the thick lenses like wopical fish in an
aquarium. “Is there anyone in particular
you'd like to see, Mr. Conroy?” she asked,
expermmenting with a weak smile.

“Perhaps vou'll know the answer to
that” I slipped my dummy wallet back
mside my jacket. “The institute is con-
ducting a survev ol incurable trauma
cases, gathering information about sur-
viving victims in private hospitals. 1
understand you have a patient here fit-
ting that desaription.”

“What is the patient’s name, pleases”

“Jonathan Liebling. Anv information
vou can provide will be kept strictly
confidential.”

“One moment, please.” The homely
receptionist with the heavenly voice re-
wreated into the imner ofhee. She returned
carrving an open manila folder and slud
it across the glass top in Iront ol me.
“We did have such a patient at one time,
hut he was ransferred to the VA hospital
up in Albany years ago. These ave his
records.”

The wransler was dulv recorded on the
form and. beside i1, the date, 5/12/45. 1
got out my notebook and went through
the motions ol jouing down a lew sta-
tistics. “Who was the physician attending
this case?”

She reached over and wrned the fold-
er so she could read it "It was Dr.
Fowler.” She rapped the name with her
forefinger.

“He still work here in the hospital?”

“"Why, of cowrse. He's on duty right
now. Would vou like 10 speak with him?”

“If 1t's no wouble.”

She made another attempt at a smile.
“I'IL call and see if he's free” She
stepped 1o the switchboard and spoke
quietly into a small microphone. Her
amplified voice echoed down a distant
corridor: “Dr. Fowler to the reception
desk, please . . . Dr, Fowler to the recep-
tion desk.”

Dr. Fowler appeared as il out of no-
where, catsilent on his crepe-soled shocs.
He wore a rumpled brown herringbone
suit several sizes oo large. I guessed him
10 be somewhere near 70.

Miss Fleece introduced me as Mr. Con-
roy and I fed him the line about the
NIH, adding, “II' there’s anvthing vou
can tell me regarding Jonathan Liebling,
I'd appreciate it very much.”

Dr. Fowler picked up the manila fold-
er. It might have been palsy that made
his fingers tremble, but I had my doubts.

“So long ago,” he said. “"He was an
entertainer before the war, Sad case,
There was no physical evidence ol neural
damage. vet he didn’t respond to treat-
ment. There scemed no point in keeping
him here, so we wanslerred him 10 Al
bany. He was a veteran and entitled 1o a
bed for the rest of his life.”

“Well. doctor, T won’t take up any
more ol yvour time.”

“That's  quite all
couldn’t be more help.”

“Not at all; you've been very helplul.”
And he had. One look at his eves told
the whole story.

right. Sorry 1

[ ]

I drove hack into Poughkeepsie. stop-
ping at the first bar and grill 1T came
across. First, [ called the VA hospital in
Albany and they confirmed what I al-
ready knew: There never was a wansfer
patient named Jonathan Liebling. Not
in 1945: not any time. Next, I looked up
Dr. Fowler and wrote the address and
phone number in my notebook.

South Kittridge was a pleasant, wee-
hned street not many blocks from the
campus. The doctor’s house was a cir-
penter Gothic Victorian with elaborate
sarollwork hanging under the eaves like
lace on an old lady's collar. Tall lilac
hedges screened the vard on either side
Irom the neighboring housces.

The tront door Iramed a beveled-glass
oval, allowing a glimpsc of a dim, wain-
scoted hall and a set of carpeted steps
leading up o the second floor. 1 rang
the bell twice and waited. No one came.
I rang again and tried the door. It was
locked. The lock was an least 40 years old
and I had nothing to fit i,

I went along the side veranda wying
each window wnhout success. Around
back, there was a lean-to cellar door. It
was padlocked. T got a jimmy out of my
attaché case and pried off the hasp.

The steps were dark, lestooned with
cobwebs. A coal [urnace crouched in the
center ol the cellar like a pagan idol. I
lound the stairs and started up.

The door it the top was unlocked and
I stepped into a Kitchen that would have
been a modern miracle during the Hoo-
ver Administration. There was a gas
range with tall curving legs and a refrig-
eritor whose circular motor perched on
top like a hatbox. 1 left my case on the
oilcloth-covered kitchen table and cased
the rest of the house.

The dining room and front parlor
looked never used. Dust powdered dark.
ponderous furniture. Upstairs were three
bedrooms. The closets in were
empiy. The smallest, with a single iron
bed and plain oak dresser, was where Dr.
Fowler Lived.

I had a look through his dresser, not

twao

finding anvihing other than shirts, hand-
kerchicfs and cotton underwear. Several
musty woolen suits hung in the closet. 1
felt the pockets and didn't twrn up a
thing. In his bedside table, lving next 1o
a smull leather-bound Bible, was a 455-
caliber Webley Mark 5 revolver., That
was the sidearm issued to Briush ofhcers
in World War One. Bibles were optional.
I checked the break-front action, but the
Webley wasn't loaded. 4

In the bathroom, I got luckyv. A steri-
lizer was steaming on the washstand. In-
side, 1 found a hall«dozen needles and
three syringes. The medicine cabiner
yielded nothing. I examined several vials
contaming prescription capsules. None
Was Narcotic.

I knew it had 10 he somewhere, so 1
went back downstairs and had a look n
the old-fashioned fridge. It was on the
same shell with the milk and eges. Mor-
phine; at least 20 50-c.c. boutles at rough
count. Enough to keep a dozen junkies
stoned for a month.

L

It grew dark ouside by degrees. the
bare wees in the front vard becoming
silhouertes against a cobalt skyv before
merging into blackness. A few minutes
belore seven, the headlights ol an auto-
mobile mrned into the drivewav. T lis-
tened for the doctor’s footsteps on the
porch but didn’t hear a thing unul his
key turned in the lock. He hung his
overcoat on the banister and shulfled
toward the kitchen, When he turned on
the lights, I started back through the
dining room.

He had the refrigerator door open and
was hent over, poking around inside.
“About time for vour evening fix:" I
said.

He spun around, cduiching a milk car-
ton to his shirt [ront with both hands.
“"How did you get in here:”

“Through the mail slot. Why don’t
you sit down and drink vour milk and
we'll have a nice long alk.”

“You're not with NIH. Who are vou?”

“The name is Angel. I'm a private
investigator from the city.” 1 pulled ow
one of the kitchen chairs and he sa
down wearily, holding the milk as il
it were all he had left in the world.

“Breaking and entering is a serious
arime,” he said. “You'd lose your license
if [ were 1o call the police.”

I turned a chair around across the
table from him and swaddled it “We
both know vou're not calling the law.
Too embarrassing il they lound  the
opium den in the icebox.”

“I'm o medical man. I's perfectly
within my rights to store pharmaceuticals
at home.”

“Come ofl i, doc: 1 saw vour works

(continued on page 175)
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“Your father and I would like to have a serious talk with
you ... if your pimp will excuse us for a few minutes.”
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A native New Jerseyite, Denise
Creedon is moving west by slages.
First she spent a couple of years in
Austin, attending the University of
Texas; then, in 1972, she went to
California on vacation—and stayed
there, settling down in the town of
Agoura, where she designs custom
wall decors. But whenever she gels a
chance, she heads even farther into
the setting sun—to Hawaii, where she
frolics with her friends the dolphins.
It all began when Denise, who has
a master diver's cerlificate, started
sludying lo earn scuba instructor's
credentials. She met some people who
were interested in saving whales; they
all started making a film end—well,
we’ll let Denise tell about it in her
own words.

dolphins are our equivalent in the
ocean. Such scientists as Dr. John
Lilly believe that the cetaceans—dol-
phins and their cousins the whales—
have evolved parallel to us, with large,
complex brains that contain an intel-
ligence comparable to our own but of
a very alien nature. After all, dol-
phins having evolved separately in
such different elements for 50,000,000
years, one wouldn’t expect them to
have minds similar to ours.

My first contact with dolphins was
back in 1976, during the early days of
the filming of the still-unreleased mov-
ic FLO, a wildlife [antasy about the
plight of the humpback whale. Sculp-
tor/film maker John Perry and I were
in Hawaii filming whales when John
persuaded some local fishermen to
lead us to the dolphins. These fisher-
men depend on the dolphin to lead
them to schools of tuna. Fishing in

GIRL
ON A
DOLPHIN

some of denise creedon’s
best friends are cetaceans

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY AND JIM HUDNALL



Denise Creedon, 24, lives in Agoura,
Califernia, but her home is in the
ocean. She and sculptor—fim maker
John Perry have just finished post-
production work on their film FLO,

a wildlife fantasy dramatizing

the plight of the humpback whale.
Denise says that as things now stand,
it's likely that FLO will appear as a
two-part TV series this fall or winter.
Denise plays a supporting role in FLO
(the stars are whales and dalphins)
and aiso narrates it along with Perry.
Opposite and right, she catches a
little relaxation time on shore.

"There's a lava-rock island quite far
out in the ocean,” Denise says,
“where there are deep, clear tide
poels you can dive ifto and see all
kinds of marine life brought in by the
high tide and trapped when the

tide goes out.” It's off this island
that Denise executes the perfect
dive at left. “'Dolphins pass by the
island ail the time,"" she says; "'we
wait till they show up, watch the
direction they're going, then

hop in the boat and follow them."




the traditional way with rod and
line, they catch the fish but do not
harm the dolphins, unlike the mod-
ern purse sciners, who use nets to
catch the fish and drown so many
dolphins—who, like us, are air breath-
ers—in the process.

I was spellbound as we entered the
water and found ourselves smrrounded
by dolphins. For the first time, in the
100-foot visibility of the clear Pacific,
I became [ully conscious of their
three-dimensional  freedom. Only
birds in flight experience the same
freedom of movement. But dolphins
have an advantage: In water, they are
50 buoyant they're virtually weightless
and can suspend themselves effortless-
lv in hydrospace.

Accompanying us was our under-
water photographer, Jim Hudnall,
who is deeply involved in establishing
a sanctuary in the Hawaiian Islands
for the few remaming humpback
whales. The films he shot were among
the first ever taken of free dolphins
swimming with people.

Reluctantly leaving the dolphins,
we returned to the mainland to start
a publicity campaign with FLO, our
100-foot-long hot-air balloon, shaped
like a hwnpback whale, which wc
conceived of to draw attention io the
plight of the whales and the dolphins.

I eagerly returned to Hawaii the
[ollowing summer, 1977, to re-estab-
lish contact with the dolphins. We
were delighted to find the same
ones—even to recognize individuals
from the previous year, T his time, we
experimented with various [orms of
underwater communication. We tried
underwater bells, flutes and harmoni-
cas, which secmed to emit sounds close

Denise gets undressed (left) in
preparation for a dive, as under-
water photographer Jim Hudnall—
according to Denise, one of the

first men to photograph free

dolphins swimming with people—
checks his equipment. In a moment of
relaxed sun-bathing ot the end of a
hard day's diving, Denise sits in the
bow (far right) and watches dol-
phins riding the waves in front of the
boat. Dolphins are air breathers
who, according to Denise, can stay
under for as long as ten minutes
before coming up for a breath.




Under water, Denise follows a
friendly school of dolphins. Usually,
Denise says, she swims nude—and
without a tonk: "'l can move my body
up and down like o dolphin without
one and, besides, the tank's bubbles
make them nervous. They aiso seem
to be agitated when you reach out to
them from the side—as though they
are made uncomfortable by beings
with extremities. Divers who appear
streamlined in the water get olong
with them better.' Which doubtless
explains why shapely Denise is a
dolphin's best friend.




to the high-frequency squeaks and
whistles with which dolphins com-
municate. We also showed them un-
derwater kites made of shimmering
Mylar, but our most extravagant ges-
ture involved playing a grand piano
to them from the deck of the schoon-
er Sea Runnmer, through an under-
water speaker. Singer/songwriter Jon
Buckley even came over to try out a
new number, Love Swim, on the
dolphins.

To be truthful, all these activities
seemed to entertain us more than they
did the dolphins. Certainly, they were
curious and would come over to check
out our latest antics, but their curios-
ity was soon satisfied and they would
drift off to their own pleasures.

We spent endless days swimming
and playing with them, observing
their activities and social interaction.
I fell in love with the easy grace of
their existence. Dolphins are the ulti-
mate hedonists. They scem to spend
little time hunting fish. When they
do hunt, they are so organized and
swilt that it is soon over, leaving them
a great deal of time for play and
sexual activity,

During that time of first real con-
tact, I often wondered how the dol-
phins must have reacted to the
unprecedented  human  attention.
Gradually, I developed the impression
that if communication were possible,
it would happen on a different level.
Watching them closely and seeing
how coordinated their movements
were underwater reminded me of the
sort of communion that exists be-
tween good lovers or longtime dance
partners.  (concluded on page 223)




At the top of the opposite page,
a school of dolphins surfaces for
air. "‘Dolphins are far older than
man,”" Denise claims, “'and they have
learned to live in harmony. They
have no birth-control problems, ei-
ther, because the females are

fertile only once a year. | think dol-
phin research is one of the things
most worth doing today, because we
can learn so much from them."

At left, Denise sits on a deserted
beach, watching her dolphin friends.
Then she says farewell to the sea

for the day and hammacks down for
a much-needed rest. Meanwhile,

her favorite cetacean, Notchback,
has to cantent itself with an
ocean devoid of Denise.







personality BY PHIL BERGER

OPINKS

fj the new heavyweight champ keeps lus title, it won’t
be because he and the people who are pulling the strings
haven’t done their damnedest to lose it

EW ORLEANS, APRIL 8, 1978: Leon Spinks was
foot-loose again.
It was not on The Leon Spinks Calendar,
the increasingly speculative chart of the new
heavyweight champion's day-to-day appearances that
his lawyers had plotted for him, but Spinks was gone.

Bulletins followed. Spinks, it was reliably reported,
was in the Jacksonville, North Carolina, area, his pre-
cise whereabouts unknown. There was a woman in-
volved.

Spinks’s Hight presented a problem. An agreement
had just been reached in the negotiations with a group
of New Orleans financiers. The Spinks-Ali rematch was
sct for September 15 in the Superdome. The problem
was that Top Rank chairman Bob Arum did not want
rival promoter Don King to steal his thunder.

King had scheduled a press conference in Las Vegas
for that Wednesday, April 12, to announce his World
Boxing Council utle fight between Larry Holmes and
Ken Norton. Arum wanted to stage his press confer-
ence the day before. That required Leon Spinks, Jr., to
be there. The phone lines hummed.

On Monday, April tenth, the day before Arum's
press conference, there was no change. Nobody had a
fix on Spinks. With time running out, Arum made an
unusual move. He asked Butch Lewis, Spinks’s Svengali
during the climb to the championship, who had re-

cently heen exiled from the Spinks camp for leaning
on the champ a little too heavily, 10 send for Leon.

Dispatched 1o Jacksonville, Lewis located Spinks and
transported him to New Orleans, apparently persuad-
ing him en route to let bygones be bygones.

On April 11, 20 minutes before the scheduled start
of Arum’s press conference, a Top Rank official dis-
covered that room 1543 of the New Orleans Hilton
was empty.

Since that was Spinks's room and since Spinks's
wayfaring was by then a pattern, there was cause for
alarm. But Leon, it turned out, was only tardy. An
hour late, he finally arrived. As Leon entered, Muham-
mad Ali ducked under the table at which he was sit-
tng, in a comic show of fear. Lured back outr, he
remarked on Spinks’s tardiness.

“I'm important now, brother,” Spinks rasped, his
bloodshot eyes twinkling.

Ali inspected the champion’s brown suit and the
smartly knotted tie, turned 10 Lewis and said, “You
done fixed his tie and everything, ain’t you?” Then to
Spinks, he said, “You used to be quiet and didn’t dress
up.” Ali's voice took on an exaggerated tremolo,
“You .. done... chaaanged, man.”

“You gave me my gusto, brother,” Spinks quipped.

The crowd roared.

“You don’t act the same no more,” said Ali, pretend-
ing to be perplexed. “You used to be early. Now you

ILLUSTRATION BY ERALDO CARUGATI
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late. Making everybody wait.”

“Well, that the way it supposed to be.
You got to let the smell come before you
come.”

“You crazy,” Ali told him. “I ain't
going to fight you.”

In New Orleans, Ali adapted his wit to
Spinks's rough-cdged humor. The mood
was cordial. The Ali ego did not rankle
Spinks as it had some of his other oppo-
nents. Leon liked him. (After he'd beaten
Muhammad, Spinks went to Ali's dress-
ing room, kissed him on the cheek and
said, "Good fight.”) Ali, in turn, was not
bent on unnerving Spinks. His reference
to Spinks as crazy was meant as praise. He
had not been able to psych Spinks during
their Las Vegas title fight, a fact that
colored the comic material Ali fashioned
from his defeat. At one point during the
New Orleans press conference. he inter-
rupted Leon, saying, “I'll do the talking
now" " —a smile on his lips.

“Now, wait a minute. Shut up,” Spinks
said, acting cross.

“You tell me to shut up?” Ali shook
his head and looked out at the audience
with an agprieved expression. "I got to
take all this?"”

*“That's right,” Spinks told him. “I'm
champ now.”

“Yassa, boss.”

It was perfect timning that had Leon
writhing in laughter, his curled tongue
poking through his teeth. He reached
for the microphone and said, “Ali is a
wonderful person. He's a beautiful man.
1 love him. I love him with all my heart.
Plus, he give me respect . . . can’t get
that nowhere.”

L ]

If Spinks was feeling that he couldn’t
get any respect except from Ali, he was
probably just reflecting on some of the
events that had taken place in the past
few months.

Within six weeks of defeating Muham-
mad Ali, Spinks had been sued by a
motel for unpaid bills; had been sued
for back rent by his landiord in Phila-
delphia; had been arrested and then
photographed in handcuffs for driving
the wrong way on a one-way street and
for operating a motor vehicle without a
license in his home town of St. Louis;
and had been discarded as heavyweight
champion by the World Boxing Council
in favor of the number-one challenger,
Ken Norton. By then, the recling Spinks
could only sav, “I haven't done an}'llling
for anyone to take my belt. I ain’t dis-
respect no one.”

And as il to add insult to injury, a
look-alike of the new champion had
turned vp in Philadelphia. The dead
ringer was, in Leon's. term, “impostur-
ing” him—signing autographs in public
and encouraging local merchants to lay-

128 ish complimentary goods on him,

For a couple of weeks, the man sam-
pled the high times that Spinks calls his
gusto. Then he prudently faded away.

The man wmay. have known something.
For by then, the pleasure of being the
real Leon Spinks, Jr., was paling.

Nowhere was the pleasure more di-
minished than in Spinks's dealings with
Butch Lewis of Top Rank, Inc., the
champion’s exclusive promoter. On the
morning of March second—two weeks
after he beat Ali—Spinks arrived at Top
Rank’s New York office to confer with
Lewis, who had told him there was busi-
ness to discuss at ten sharp.,

When Spink’s arrived, the Top Rank
office was undergoing a paint job, which
left its quarters cramped for seating
space. Leon settled himselfl on top of a
packing crate and waited for Lewis to
appear. He was still waiting by early
afternoon, when a Top Rank aide won-
dered if Spinks were hungry. Leon con-
ceded he was and let the man buy him
a ham and cheese on white.

Lewis appeared shortly afterward, say-
ing he’d been trying to track down
Spinks's accountant. That Spinks had
been waiting half the day did not appear
to trouble Butch. It disturbed the cham-
pion, though, who was beginning to re-
assess Lewis” role in his life,

Throughout Spinks’s brief but tumul-
tuous pro career, Lewis had been in the
midst of the struggle for control over
Spinks. The ecarliest infighting had in-
volved Lewis and Millard “Mitt” Barnes,
a white Teamsters organizer from St
Louis who was Spinks's manager of rec-
ord. Although Barnes would retain his
30 percent managerial cut of Spinks's
purses, he quickly lost the influence he'd
had when Leon was an amateur and
Barnes was his benefactor, investing timne
and money in Spinks’s boxing future.

It was through Lewis that Barnes first
learned that his past contributions (ac-
cording to Mitt, he gave Spinks more
spending money than strictly permitted
by Olympic regulations) had been de-
valued. After Spinks’s first pro fight,
Lewis told Barnes that Leon's wife,
Nova, was consulting with atorneys
about canceling Mitt's contract as man-
ager—she wanted to be the manager.

Barnes began to [eel a chill in Leon’s
attitude toward him.

Spinks’s disaffection for Barnes appar-
ently was not so deep-rooted that he had
qualms about asking him for more mon-
ey. On August 8, 1977, shortly after Leon
suffered an eye injury in training, he
phoned Mitt for $500. According to his
Western Union receipt, Barnes wired
the money at 4:85 p.m. that day. An hour
later, Spinks phoned back and asked for
51500 more.

“I just wired you the $500,” Barnes
told him. “I got to come to Phila-
delphia—wce've got a few things to dis-

cuss. So T'll just bring the $1500 with
me.” When Barnes went to Philadelphia,
Spinks had already received the $500
and split.

In Barnes's place, Lewis had taken
charge of Spinks, involving himself in
every lacet of Leon’s carcer, even track-
ing the fighter down when he went
AW.O.L. rom training.

Lewis, a 3l-year-old former car sales-
man who had become a vice-president of
Top Rank, had the animated style of his
former calling and an inclination for the
ornate gesture. In the Manhattan phone
directory, he was listed as “Lewis, P. A"
the initials referring to the nickname
he'd taken for himself—Park Avenue
Butch—an allusion to Top Rank’s pres-
tigious address.

It was a flair that Barnes, a slow-mov-
ing, plain-talking man, distrusted. He
suspected Lewis of promoting himself
with Spinks at his expense. After several
“incidents” with Lewis, Barnes began to
think of consulting an attorney for the
problems he anticipated.

Spinks’s trainer Sam Solomon had a
wary eye on Lewis, too; he did not take
to Butch's idea of bringing in another
trainer, George Benton, to assist him.

Solomon, a short, rotund man, 63 years
of age, had fought in tent shows and
social clubs as a semipro boxer, and also
had been a catcher in Negro baseball.
Solomon is usually an affable individual,
but on this occasion he became angry at
having his authority as trainer undercut.
Lewis thought it was a justifiable move.

“Solomon did a good job,” Lewis re-
called, “of being with Leon and his
brother Michael. [Michael Spinks had
turned pro with Top Rank in February
1977.] He'd pick ‘em up all the time, get
them to the gym. I'd tell him they
needed this or that—and he'd get it
done. Never a problem. And it wasn't
until early summer that I started to see
that they really weren't progressing. Sam
was just great for my overseer, but he
wasn’t great in training them. In fact,
Mike and Leon were complaining that
he wasn't teaching "em anything.

“What happened is that one day in
the gym, Leon went over to George Ben-
ton, who worked in Joe Frazier's gym.
He saw George showing fighters things
that he thought he should know. He
went to Benton and asked him, ‘Man,
would you show me how to do that¥
Later, Leon called me and asked, "Can’t
we get Benton 1o work with usz” ™

Benton was a former middleweight
contender who was training Frazier’s sta-
ble of fighters, which included Frazier's
own son Marvis, a promising amateur.
As a fighter, Benton had been a clever
operator, with a knack for avoiding
punches, A classic stylist,

“George himsell came to me” said

(continued on page 132)
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nine smart ways to look well armed

An ultrathin quartz-crystal
calendar waotch in T4kt gold,

from Trabert & Hoeffer Jewels, $690; and a
small-link 14-kt.-gold bracelet, by Goldbar, $200.

This rectangular 10-kt.-gold quartz
watch with a mineral crystal and
a lizard strap, by Omega, $450,

is teamed up with a 14-kt.-gold
link bracelet, by Goldbar, $50.




, . \' !’,
A pair of pigskin drivin‘g "glol A

by Gates-Mills, $23, are worn
with a Movado chronograph with

day, date, menth and stop-watch
features, from Trabert &
Hoeffer Jewels, $4000.

Alde Cipullo—designed 18-kt.-gold English wranch ' : e "\
bracelet, from Trabert & Hoeffer Jawels, $750; and a ‘ =

17-jewel Baume & Mercier octagonal 1B-kt.-gold watch , : :
with a sapphire crown and a matching 18-kt.-yellow- 4 ; k-
and-white-gold band, from Fred Jadillier, $2100. '

Clothing designer Yves St. Laurent has
}' used his talents an the male wrist and
come, up with a beveled-plaque 1.D. in gold
; vermeil, $50, and o braided-leather model with
- a shackle clasing, $25. Either's a cinch to turn heads.

3
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‘=I I“ I(‘; (continucd from page 128)

“The worst of it was Spinks’s concern that he was
being manipulated against his better interests.”

Lewis, “and said, ‘Look, man, I don’t
want to start no trouble. 1 want you to
know your fighter came over to me and
asked me to show him a couple of tricks
he saw me showing to some other fight-
ers. I don't want to start no problems.’
See, Solomon noticed what was going
on...and gota little pissed.”

To avoid problems, Lewis held back
on hiring Benton for the time being.

*

By September 1977, the in-house pol-
itics occupied too much of Leon’s atten-
tion. There were Barnes's calls to
re-establish old ties and the warnings
from others to ignore him. There was
Solomon'’s resentment to balance against
the advanced techniques that Benton
probably could provide. There was hard-
sell Lewis, pulling and tugging and tell-
ing Spinks so many things that it was
hard to keep them all straight. In the
ghetto of St. Louis, Spinks hadn't had to
worry about receipts for documenting ex-
penses or about being on time,

The worst of it was Spinks's gnawing
concern that he was being manipulated
against his better interests. Two other
Olympic boxing gold medalists, Howard
Davis and Sugar Ray Leonard, had
landed exorbitant guaranteed-income
deals with the TV networks. By contrast,
Top Rank’s guarantee to Spinks of only
$30,000 for eight bouts was a pittance.

If those elements were not sufficient to
cloud Spinks’s thoughts, Arum provided
another twist. Although Spinks had
fought only five prolessional fights (all
won by knockouts), Arum signed him to
box Ali for the heavyweight champion-
ship.

The original plan called for Spinks to
qualily for the title fight—he was re-
quired to delfeat at least one ranking
boxer, against Alfio Righetti of Italy, on
September 13. Spinks’s eye injury caused
the fight to be rescheduled [or November
18. As a tune-up for that bout, Top Rank
matched Spinks against a journeyman
heavyweight named Scott LeDoux in
October.

The LeDoux bout was what prompted
me to begin looking into the Spinks
story. It was not the fight telecast from
Las Vegas or the news accounts that
piqued my interest. It was what a deep-
throat source I'll name Whisper reported.
Whisper is a nondesaript individual, giv-
en to the sort of tinted glasses Spinks
himself wears, On Leon, it is [or effect, a

132 kind of flair. For Whisper, it deepens his

seedy anonymity, his gray slouch of a
figure. He is a boxing aficionado, though,
with a computerlike memory for names,
dates and the curious facts of the sweet
science. He is also privy to all the in-
trigues and bent turns of the game.

“The thing aboul the LeDoux fight,”
Whisper said, “was what occurred out-
side the ring, not inside it. There was a
craziness at ringside in the Spinks camp,
particularly with this Butch Lewis fellow.

“Lewis sat down in the press row . . .
maybe 20 feet from LeDoux’s corner . . .
middle of the ving. Into the ring comes
Michael Spinks to fight in a prelim. And
Butch stands up in the press row . . . on
the floor . . . Michael is in completely
the opposite corner . . . and Butch hol-
lers, ‘Hey, Sliitiim’—Slim—that’s his
nichname for him. The kid ilurns
around. Butch hollers, ‘Give me fiititve.”
The kid dutifully walks across the ring
and . . . you know that give-me-five thing.
Two gloves, palms down. And Bulch gets
his jollies. Same thing with Leon when
he comes into the ring. ‘Give me fiiiiive,
big man.’

“Then the LeDoux fight starts. And
LeDoux, of course, pulled every trick in
the book—the elbows, the thumb in the
eye, the head bults. Meantime, though,
he’s managing to bang home some legiti-
mate punches, too.

“OK. Leon was under a little pressure.
And here’s where Lewis began shouling
instructions from press row. I couldn’t
believe my eyes: Leon would turn toward
this guy for advice instead of to his
corner!

“Butch’s screaming and ranting led a
couple of people to start heckling him.
And he’s done this before . . . at other
fights, I've been told. ‘You gol faith in
that white man up there? Bet $500

“The morning of the fight, I'd run
into Joe Duszkiewicz, the trainer of Le-
Doux. He tells me, ‘Whisper, you should
have heard what went on yesterday.
LeDoux is slaying on the same floor as
Leon. We're going past the door to his
room, we hear Butch Lewis inside, carry-
ing on. Trying to psych Leon. “If you
don’t win the fight, youw're going back 1o
the ghetto. You've got to win or you're
through.”” Really laid it on?’

“Toward the end of the fight, Leon is
dragging. IU's his first ten-rounder. The
word was that he’d been partying pretiy
good a few weehs before. Al this point,
i’s a close fight. The shot at Ali is on
the line. All of Spinks’s people are going

crazy. And here comes Lewis, running up
to the ring ropes and yelling at Leon:
‘Remember the ghetlo! Remember the
ghetto! Really weird stuff, but I'll give
him this: Maybe it helped. Because Leon
sparked up at the end.

“The fight ended in a draw. After-
ward, Johnny Mag, of the Nevada Ath-
letic Commission wrote Top Rank a
letter of reprimand . . . that this will not
be countenanced anymore . . . that Butch
Lewis is to be kept out of press row. All
that sort of stuff. A very stiff letter.”

The unsettling atmosphere continued
for the Righetti fight. Benton was in
camp. Sensing Solomon’s antagonism,
though, he bowed out after Spinks beat
the Italian, telling Lewis he wanted to
avoid further hard feelings, Lewis,
though, felt that George’s expertise could
help against Ali. He kept alter Benton
and eventually persuaded him to work
with Spinks. It produced a triangular
training approach that involved Benton,
Spinks and Lewis' brother, Nelson
Brison, who was an assistant trainer of
Spinks.

“George,” said Lewis, “would phone
Nelson and tell him things that he
should be showing Leon. And Nelson
would then repeat to Spinks what George
had told him. This is how it was done!
OK? This is how Iucked up it was. And
then, as the championship hght ap-
proached, I said, ‘Look, George, we com-
ing down to the wire. I need you down
here . . . if nothing else, to work the last
week or so. To do whatever you can do.
And if you have to do it, continue doing
it through Nelson. *Cause we can’t afford
to have any confrontations at this
point.””

In Las Vegas for the title fight, Benton
had to continue to [unnel his ideas
through Brison. He showed him tactics
for delensing Ali and explained a strat-
egy he had. The key 1o the Benton
strategy was for Spinks to pound away at
Ali’s left shoulder during the fight and
tire the muscles that controlled Muham-
mad’s jab, a weapon that had been cru-
cial to Ali late in past fights. Benton also
found a way to exploit Ali's energy-
saving rope-a-dope tacticc When Mu-
hammad covered up, bang away at the
shoulder. When he opened up, throw
the uppercut through his gloves to the
chin.

“Then,” said Benton, “the few times
I'd see Leon alone, 1 never talked loud
to him. Always talked solt to him. You
can take a person who's excitable and
talk him down by your tone of voice. I'd
tell him, ‘You're going to be champ. All
you got to do is do the right things.
Small things. Goddamn it, you'll be rid-
ing around in a Rolls-Royce. I can see
you with the pretty clothes on.” And

(continued on page 210)



drink
By EMANUEL
GREENBERG

THE DARK
SIDE OF RUM

mahogany-hued concoctions
abundantly laced with yo, ho, ho

RUM IS“THE MOST misunderstood, and
perhaps the most ubiquitous, of alcoholic
beverages. There are rums from Austra-

lia, Barbados, Brazil, Cuba, Haiti, Ha-

waii, Java.and on down the alphabet,
including every dinky sugar-cane island

in your Rand McNally. And each mem-
“h_er_.._.o[ this far-flung family of spirits is
p— different from the others to some degree.
: " Rums range in intensity from white and
virtually tasteless to rich, pungent and
_mahogany-hued. Recently, Statesiders

ILLUSTRATION BY GARY COOLEY
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have laiched on to the charms of the
blond Puerto Rican and Virgin Island
distillates. But we seem 1o be missing
the boat on the lusty, sonorous yo-ho-
ho rums—the stuff that spurred Paul
Revere on his wild jaunt and fired the
blood of Blackbeard and his pack of mal-
contents. And that's a mistake!

While not as mixable as the vodkalike
white rums, these full-throated creations
are both versatile and warming, as the
schuss and sitzmirk crowd 1s beginning
to discover. Dark rums are a mainstay ol
holiday bowls and nogs and de rigueur
in a planter’s punch, zombie ind toddy.
In England, dark rums are drunk like
whisky, with a splash of water or soda
or—in enlightened circles—over ice, with
i twist. Aged liqucur rums, rather scarce
in the United States, can be taken in
snifters alter dinner—or contemplative-
ly, before a blazing fire.

Since all rums are distilled from sugar-
cane juice, molasses or some cane prod-
uct, what accounts for the vast diflerences
in style and character?> A number of fac-
tors: climate, soil, water, ycast and the
form of sugar used, but primarily, the
distillation process. Myers's  Jamaica,
the prototypal dark rum, is made in pot
stills—the distillate running off at a rela-
tively low 140-160 proof. This is remi-
niscent of the methods used to intensily
the flavor and aroma of cognac and
Scorch malt whiskies. Other procedures
contributing to the heady quality of Ja-
maica rums are the addition of dunder
(residuc [rom the still) to the mash and
the reliance on spontancous fermenti-
tion of wild yeast. The last is not quite as
chancy as it sounds, since cane stalks
(which are natural carriers of yeasts that
ferment sugar) are added to the open
s to get things going. Dark rums also
require more aging; Jamaicas vest five to
cight years in seasoned cooperage—a
euphemism for old casks. Incidentally,
there’s no cause—effect relationship be-
tween color and pungency, though distill-
ers usually darken their heavier offerings
with caramel.

Here’s a taste guide to the darker rums,
based on place of origin. Bear in mind
that there are bound to be variations
within groups from brand to brand.
Jamaica: Mellow, fullbodied, opulent;
richly aromatic, with fruity notes. (A
lighter golden and a clear-white rum are
also made in Jamaica.)

Demerara (Irom Guiana): Heavy-bodied,
deep color, aggressive flavor, but not as
fragrant as Jamaica; burnt or smoky
undertone.  Ofen  houtled at  high
proofs—up to 151 proof.

Martinique: Rich, dark, pronounced rum
flavor—in the heavier middle range. Pop-
ular in France.

New England: Quite full in flavor, with
a fairly heavy body. 1¢'s seldom produced

134 today, and a lot of that goes [or flavoring.

Haiti: Middle range but with a lovely,
buoyant quality; spicy, scent of cloves.
The best has a brandylike quality.
Puerto Rico: This island is known for
its light or white rums, but it does pro-
duce mellow, aged afiejos and a number
ol 151-prool brands.
Trinidad-Barbados: In the lighter mid-
dle range—between  Martinique  and
light 'uerto Rican rums.
Batavia Arak: Clear, light but exceeding-
ly fragrant. Seldom seen in these parts.
London Dock Rum: Simply Jamaica and
other West Indian rums that have been
aged in warchouses along the banks of
the Thames and blended in England.
Because of its rare aromatic qualitics,
dark rum stars in the kitchen as well as
the bar. You'll find the hall bottle a
uselul addition to your seasoning shelf—
for brightening {ruits, sauces, pastries,
roasts . . . and, at judicious intervals,
the chef!

RUM MANHATTAN

Also known as the Cuban manhattan,
this aromatic potion has recently sur-
faced at smarter hoites around town,

2 ozs. diwk rum

14 oz red (sweet) vermouth

2 dashes Angostura hitters

Lemon twist

Maraschino cherry

Pour rum, vermouth and bitters inwo
mixing glass over cracked ice. Sur.
Strain over [resh ice in old Tashioned
glass. Wipe rim of glass with outside of
lemon wwist; add to glass with cherry.

PLANTER'S PUNCH

Early recipes call for 1 of sour, 2 of
sweet, 3 of strong, 4 of weak. Our propor-
tions arc more to the modern taste, even
il they don't rhyvme.

I oz. Jamaica rum

1 oz. Haiuan or Trinidad rum

Juice of 1% lime

Dash bitters

I teaspoon grenadine

2 teaspoons curagao

Club soda, chilled

Cherry, orange slice, pincapple stick

Shake rums, lime juice, bitters, grena-
dine and curagao briskly. Strain into tall
glass filled with ice. Add light splash
soda; stir once, Decorate with [ruit; serve,

DEMERARA DREAM

114 ozs. Demerara 151-prool rum

14 oz fresh lime juice

1 1easpoon sugar

2 dashes bitters

1 tablespoon orgeat or Falernim

Ground nutmeg

Shake all ingredients except nutmeg
briskly with cracked ice. Strain into gob-
let over [resh ice. Sprinkle with nuuneg.

KINGSTON SPECIAL

1 oz. Jamaica rum
1 oz. medium rum

1 oz, banana liqueur

1 0z limie juice

I teaspoon sugar

1 0z. cream

Club soda, chilled

Banana chunk

Shake all ingredients except soda and
banana briskly with cracked ice. Strain
over fresh ice in tall glass. Add splash
soda, or to taste. Stir once. Fix banana
on side of glass.

BLUE MOUNTAIN FROST

Chocolate ice cream, solicned

1v4 ors. Jamaica rum

Pinch allspice

Cold black colfee, sweetened to taste

Place scoop ice cream in tall glass.
Pour in rum and mix with long-handled
spoon. Sprinkle with allspice. Pour in
coffee, about 24 [ull; stir. Add another
scoop ice cream and top with coffee to
fill glass. Serve with straws and spoon.

LIME CAY

114 ozs. dark rum

14 oz. 15]1-proof rum

Juice of 14 lime

1 teaspoon grenadine

I oz. canned eream of coconut

14 cup crushed ice

Lime slice, pincapple chunk. manda-

rin-orange scgment

Place all ingredients except [ruit in
chilled blender container. Buzz 15-20 sec-
onds and pour unstrained into ceramic
coconut shell. Thread fruit on bamboo
skewer and lay across top of coconut.

AQUAMARINE

1 oz. dark rum

14 oz. blue curagao

14 oz. apricot liqueur

2 teaspoons lemon juice

Tonic water, chilled

Shake rum, liquewrs and lemon juice
briskly with cracked ice. Strain into
chilled cocktail glass. ‘Top lightly with
tonic. Stir once and serve.

RUMBLAST

2 ozs. dark rum

14 oz. Campari

2 ors. pineapple juice

1 oz. mango nectar

14 oz. grenadine

14 tablespoon lime juice

2 teaspoons cream

Mint spri

Hall fill collins glass with eracked ice.
Shake all ingredients except garnish with
ice. Strain into tall glass over ice cubes.
Decorate with mint; serve with sraws,

Exploring the sensory properties of the
arious rum types with a bosom com-
Panion can be a pleasant and rewarding
expericnce. JU's a great way to get ac
quainted with the body of rums . . . and,
mcidentally, with your companion.



“You seem to have changed, Laura.
Are you encouraging another artist?”
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playmate marcy hanson’s
acting career is shifting

into igh )geamnd her
social life 1s keeping pace

—

PHOTOGRAPHY
BY MARIO CASILLI

ROLLIN’ ALONG

t"
' 3

1T HAPPENS all the time. You
can’t walk anywhere with Marcy
Hanson without being stopped
by one of her fams. This one
happened to be a young girl
of about nine. She sidled up
to Marcy and gave her a big
hi, followed by a Charostyle
cuchi-cuchi bump and grind
that got embarrassed hallway
through and ended up a blush.
A combination ol audacious
sensuality and cowgirl inno-
cence, Honey Bee Novak—in
miniature—rolls again.

For those of you who are
blind or who were out of
the country last spring, Honey
Bee Novak is, or was, the very
sexy, very spaced-out coheroine
of Rollergirls, an NBC mini-
series that captured the hearts,
minds and private parts of a
large segment of America. What
the Fonz was, or is, to teenage
hoys, Honey Bee was to young
girls. Hey-yyyyy- How did Marcy
become Honey Bee or, for
that matter, our Miss October?
It almost didn’t happen. "You

“Theve’s a clause in my TV
contract that says I can’t

do nudes. How ean anyone
object if I open my blouse?
Even my inother doesn’t mind.”






should have scen my con-
tract. There was a morality
clause [thank vou. Marilyn
Chambers] that said if
vou'd done nudity, you
were wmfit for television.
It was ridiculous. Thev
winted me to be ashamed
of my body. Every day on
Rollergirls, the guy Irom
standards  and  practices
would pass the word to the
producer, who would tell
the director, who would
tell the costume lady to
hide my body. ‘Put Band-
Aids on her nipples. Make
her wear a bra and a body
stocking. Then a  jersey.”
There was no way 1 was
going to go out like that.
Those Band-Aids hurt. Be-
tween scenes, 1 would sneak
offstage, take off the Band
Aids, bra and body stock-
ing. Nobody noticed.”

We wouldn’t say that.
Journalists saw Marcy as
the symbol of television’s
preoccupation with cleav-
age. Her personal life was
as publicized as her profes-
sional life (Joe Namath and
Rod Stewart had been
dating her). Marcy gave
good press. When a Chicago
reporter interviewed her,

“The first time I go to bed with a man, I like to wear

a silk shirt, one of his. You have to make the loving

special. Sometimes I'll dress up in a garter belt and
138 stockings, or lace. We'll spend the cvening dancing.”






“What’s the most outrageous
thing I've ever done sex-
ually? I can’t tell you

that. Not for print. Oh,
wait. How about the most
outrageous thing I've

done with one person?”







omelimes I think sex is my favorite form of sport.
To quote a [riend, il's the great indoors. 1 love it.
A man would be a fool to put me in the kitchen. I'm
at my best playing, sharing, being a com panion.”

he asked, “Do you jiggle?”

Marcy replied, “No, I'm
not old enough to jiggle.”

Marcy tried to keep work
and play separate. “I didn’t
want to get press just be-
cause T was in Dhed with
someone. 1 wanted recogni-
tion for my own talents. I
wanted to be Marcy Han-
son, actress, not Marcy
Hanson, girliriend.”

The last  episode of
Rollergivls was a crisis for
Marcy. For a week, she had
worked on adding dimen-
sion o Honey Bee. On
the day of the taping, a
network executive said the
comedy  format had no
room for emotion. “Take
her back to Disneyland.”

“I broke down. I called
my preacher back in Texas,
just to get through that
day. I vowed mnever again
to let someone else choose
for me, to ask mec to he
less than my best. From
now on, I choose for my-
sell.” Shame to the man
who put Band-Aids on this
g]l’ 5 Spll']l.,




THE NEW YORK TIMES NONDAY MARCH 10, 1978

TV Tunes In Sex as Crlrne Fades

Warr Mamanm s a%e uf the “Raller.
pri which viaris & Lisiid -
o wsrey ol AR Apnd 13

Whom should the augnust * New York Times” choose as the premier example of televiston’s new emphasis on sex
but our own Marcy (above left). then about 1o make hey debut in NBC-T1s sevies " Rollevgivls"—which, despite all
the media attention, proved to be shovi-lrved. That's Marey above vight with fellow Rollevgivl Joanna Cassidy.

At left, Marvey splashes with July 1977 Playmate
Sondra Theodore. Above, Marey's with former best
friend Rod Stewart at her 25th birthday bash.
“Wewere trymg to look sexy: Rod cheated.”
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Please. 1'd like a leave of absence,” the about-
to-become-obviously-pregnant airline steward-
ess told her supervisor.

“Why?" she was asked.

“It's because I've had—well—a sort of
accident.” answercd the girl.

“What was the cause of this accident:” pur-
sucd the supervisor. “Was it job relared?”

“In a manner of speaking,” sighed the stew-
ardess. “You might put the cause down as “pilot
error,” "

When Neanderthal man lumbered home from
the hunt, he was less than fully erect, accord-
ing to anthropologists. That figures. of course,
considering how ugly Neanderthal woman was.

thnaged partygoers report that the new ver-
sion of an eld Halloween pastime is something
called bobbing for cherries,

Since the girl couldn’t type, she was fived,
Then explained how she’d come to be hired:
“The executive’s dong
Being four inches long,
I thought shorthand alone was required.”

The man who had risen from poverty to fame
and fortune looked thoughtful as his naked
wife began to simmer sexually.

“You know, dear,” he mused, “at tumes, T
almost miss the old days. when I used to revel
in foreplay—instead of leaving this sort of
thing to the butler.”

b was at a homecoming dance that the hand-
some but painfully shy voung man approached
the popular sexpot and mumbled, “Gee, I
don’t mean to be fresh, but if you, you know,
danced with me, it would be quite a feather in
my cap.”

“Let's split and go to a motel,” twinkled the
girl. “and I'll make you an Indian chief!™

With the changes in sexual mores, people are
no longer intent upon keeping up with the
Joneses. Given group sex and spouse swapping,
now theyv're more interested in going down
with the Joneses.

It was one of those classic confrontations in a
neighborhood bar. “In my book,” growled the
old-line ship’s radio opcrator to the abrasive
voung feminist, “a woman is still basically two
dots and a dash.”

But, my dear, this person is suffering the
agonics of acute nymphomania,” the psychia-
trist explained when his wile happened to
walk in and find him on the couch with a
shapely voung thing. "I was simply trving to
alleviate her pain by administering a tempo-
rary ancsthetic.”

Nolongera virgin, Miss Wise
Arranged for a marviage disguise:
It was surgical art
That refurbished her part
By constructing a tissue of lies.

On her” exulted the girl watcher to his equally
interested buddy, “the end justifies the jeans!™

Two housewives were discussing the TV special
production of The Godfather. “It must be a
terrible thing, Bertha,” remarked one of them,
“*to wake up with a horse’s head in your bed.”

“I should be so lucky,” sneered Bertha.
"With my Harry, it's a horse’s ass.”

Our Unabashed Dicuionary defines massage-
parlor girl as a peter maid.

During a medical examination, the physician
asked his female patient about some marked
abrasions on her knees and forearms. “Those
arc rug burns,” the woman explained with
some embarrassment, “from . . . well . . . from
engaging in intercourse dog fashion.”

"But surely you know other positions,”
chided the medical man.

“Of course I do, doctor,” replied the woman,
“but myv Doberman doesn't.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, rLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
L. 60611, 850 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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THE INNER
GAME OF

SEX

article

By ROBERT SHEA

zen m;: the art of

or —rr
{oo?::t ghe mental
attitudes that lead to
good, bad and
tncredible lovemaking

MERICANS do mot enjoy sex
totally. We are a driven
people. There is a post~
New Testament God keep-
ing score on our bedroom games,
and the newest version of the
Protestant ethic is, “Thou shale
pursue a full, active, regular,
frequent, satisfying, varied, ex-
citing, healthy, normal sex life.”
‘We have had our sexusl revolu-
tion, but we are still
by the style, if not the rules, of
Puritans and Victorians; we are
compulsive, anxiety-ridden, com-
petitive, relentlessly self-improv.
ing, perpetually self-critical. The
morality has changed but not the
habit of moralizing. Sex, of all
human activities, should be the
one we enjoy most freely, yee it
is one of the most ruled and regu-
lated. The old regulations made
people feel guilty; the new ones
make them feel inadequate.

Is there an antidote to the
American way of sex? Perhaps.
Japan is admirably free of sexual
hang-ups. One reason for this is
the pervading influence of Zen in
Japanese life. Now Zen has be-

ILLUSTRATION BY JERRY PODWIL




come popular in America. We've
had Zen in archery, drawing,
flower arrangement, judo, ka-
rate, aikido, motorcycle mainte.
nance, tennis, skiing and creative
management. With all this, there
should be a Zen approach to sex.
There is. People have been
putting Zen Into their love
making for ages. The word Zen
means meditation, and medita-
tion means turning off the verbal-
izing mind and letting what is
be. So the emence of Zen in sex is
to function maturally and pleas-
antly without bugging ourselves.
Anything and everything we
do can be a means of meditating,
of doing Zen. Timothy Gallwey's
The Inner Game of Tennis has
applied this idea to Western
sports, turning tennis into am
opportunity to meditate, We will
enjoy tennis more, he says, if we
will do four thingm: Abandon
self-criticism; rely on spontaneous
learning processes; concentrate on
here and now; shift our goal from
outward success to inner growth.
These four principles can just
as well be applied to sex. The
firt rule of the inner game, and
maybe the most difficult for any.
one raised in this culture, is to
give up the habit of judging our-
sclves and everything we do in
terms of positive or negative—
good or bad, right or wrong, suc-
cem or failure, We all know that
in any skill when we are self-
critical, we become awkward,
stumble and fall, lose touch with
the sources of inspiration. It's as
if we had two selves that might
be called the player and the spec-
tator, The player is pure action;
it does not think in words and it
needs to concentrate. The spec-
tator observes and intellectual-
izes. When the spectator gews out
of hand, starts bollering out
criticisms from the side lines, giv-
ing unnecessary advice, trying to
control the player's actions, call-
ing attention to the score, the
player develops two left feet, If
~ the spectator starts acting up like
that at a sexual performance, it
will spoil that performance.
For instance, a man may find
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that when he is making love, especially to
a woman he doesn’t know well, he scems
to be two people, One of them is in bed
doing things to and with a lover. We
might call this person the Player. Pure
action. In contrast, the second self, the
Spectator, is standing back, criticizing,
like a director at a pornographic movie—
a very anxious director, who says things
such as, “You've played with that nipple
long enough, idiot. Go on to the other
one, quick.” Or, “She doesn't like the
way you're stroking her. Too mechanical.
She's losing interest. Think of something
clse to do.”

Whenever you have to make a move—
strike up a conversation, make a ro-
mantic gesture, display your expertise in
bed—the Spectator feels somewhat nerv-
ous. Whenever your sclf-esteem depends
on the outcome of some effort, there is
stage {right. That terrible paralysis. That
pounding ol the heart, trembling and
clamminess of the hands, draining hol-
low in the stomach. The mind goes
blank, speech and gesture turn to wood.
You feel terrificd of making a fool of
yourself. It strikes when you are in bed
with someone you badly want to impress.
It can ruin an experience. Liberating
yoursell from stage fright is what Zen is
all about.

You arc so in the habit of labeling
cverything either good or bad that it's
hard to imagine any other way of think-
ing. There is another way, though: being
completely aware without judging. Stop
classifying what you sce as good or bad
and simply look at the facts as they arc.
I am a camera, For example, if 1 woman
doesn’t have an orgasm when a man
makes love to her, he doesn’t have to
blame himseclf or her, or wreat the na-
dent as a calamity. He can simply note
the fact, recognizing that the explanation
for it is not yet known.

Millions of American women worry
about their breast measurements. Mil-
lions of American men worry about
their penis size. Such concerns only
measurc the national insanity, Il a man's
erect penis is four inches long, he
needn’t say, "My penis is four inches
long and that's a disaster.” Nor should
he try to use positive thinking and say,
“My penis is four inches long and that's
marvelous.” That would be just as much
a distortion of reality. He just says, My
penis is four inches long.” Period. Or
maybe, “So what?” Scientific fact. No
praise, no blame.

Americans arc obsessed with numbers.
Poor Alfred Kinsey. He wanted to Iree us
Irom guilt. He wrote that there was so
much variation in our levels of sexual
activity (he found one man who regu-
larly had 30 orgasms a week and another
who'd had only one in 30 years) that we
should stop using words such as normal

152 and abnormal, much less good and bad.

Everyone has ignored that statement
and remembers only that Kinsey counted
everything that could be counted. And
Kinsey's statistics have given us a new
way to feel guilty. Four orgasms a week
is above average, therclore good. One a
week is below average, therelore bad.
How many of vou keep count of lhow
oflten you get laid? Hands, please. Quite
a few, we see. How many of you try to
count the number ol orgasms vour wom-
en have per nighe Sull a grear many.
How many worry when cither number
lalls below a certain level? That's what
we suspecteel.

But if we don't criticize our perform-
ance, how are we ever going to improve?
How do we learn anything? Most of us
think we are taught the right way 1o do
things by hearing a lecture or reading a
book. Then we practice while observing
our performance carefully for mistakes.
If the mistakes are too numerons or seem
insurmountable, we go to a rteacher,
coach or therapist. Or we read a dozen
more how-to-do-it books.

The instructions in The Joy of Sex
are so detailed and complicated that any
couple who wanted o follow them would
have to have crucial passages printed on
the sheets or lettered on the bedroom
ceiling. And a2 man would need the coor-
dination, reflexes, strength and endw-
ance of an astronaut to make ideal love.
But also like an astromaut, he would
always be working from a check list.

It is possible to improve a skill with-
out consciously trying. In fact, it scems
to be the better way. When you are try-
g to do something, the Spectator fre-
quently talks too much, filling your mind
with conlusing instructions that are hard
to follow. When the Player takes over,
however, it will sometimes perform vir-
twal miracles, moves thar are brilliant
and instantaneous and could be achieved
only through inspiration. You've had mo-
ments when you were on or hot and
did something memorable, a dever con-
versational comeback, a skilled bic of
driving that got you through an cmer-
gency or an inspired move in lovemaking
that sent your partner to a new height
of costasy. Lelt to do its thing without
a lot of nervous chatter from the Spec-
tator, the ]‘l:l)‘cr will ind ways to grow
and improve that surprise you. For
instance, you might suddenly and spon-
taneously introduce a new kind of sex-
play in a relationship. The first time a
man goes down on a woman, he may
not know (unless she asked for it) how
she will take it. She might see him as a
nasty pervert or—much more likely—she
might love him all the more, Sometimes
a woman will react both ways at once.
Alter all, she has a Spectator and a Play-
cr on her side of the net, too,

‘There are two aids to learning with a
quiet mind. One is the use of mental

pictures instead of words. I people watch
good gollers or tennis players in action,
or movies of them, their own game im-
proves alterward. Il you want to be
better in bed, you should read pornog-
aphy, which provides images rather than
instruction, and go 1o sex movies. Por-
nographic movies are being exhibited

with sound, color and wide screen in
most ol our big cities these days. Sex

therapists have also recognized the value
of visual images. Couples now spend
weekends  sprawled on  cushions and
witching both pornographic films and
movies made especially for sex education.

The other way 1o learn is through
pracuce. From the strange point of view
prevalent in this culture since at least
the fall of Rome, getting lots of practice
in games, the arts or business is praised
as diligence, but getuing lots of practice
in sex is denounced as promiscuity. In
sex, as in most things, the more you do it,
the better you get at it. Some people
think it intensifies the pleasure of sex to
save it for special occasions. Not neces-
sarily. Sexual malfunctions are more
likely to arise in people who enjoy sex
only rarely. Nor is there any reason to
fear running out of steam. Most of us
have a lot more sexual encrgy than we
usuzlly use.

L

To keep the Spectator quiet and the
Player practicing, you have to concen-
trate, which means keeping the mind in
the here and now. Gallwey writes, “Con-
centration is the supreme art, because no
art can be achieved without it, while with
it anything can be achieved.” He sug-
gests that tennis players concentrate on
the seams of the ball as it flies back and
forth. You might try concentrating on
your lady’s navel.

Sex in the Western world is like an
O. Henry story: the whole point is in
the outcome. India developed tantric
yoga, the use ol sex as a means of medi-
tation, in which the last thing anybody
wants to do is get it over with, In his
book on tantric yoga, Philip Rawson
writes, “Indian eroticism always focused
on the inner state of erotic possession.”
The ideal of lovemaking “is a prowracted
ecstasy ol mind and body, whose fires are
continually blown by prolonged engage-
ment and stimulation of the sexual or-
gans, not mutual relief.”

Kecping the mind in the present
means not worrying about how things
will eventually turn out, A future-oriented
man can be gready troubled if he seces
a good-looking woman on the street.
There he is at five minutes to nine on
Monday morning and all he can do is
look. He sours the pleasure of looking
by not being satisfied. It's no good, he
thinks, unless he can have more. Or he
is having dinner with a lady and finds

(concluded on page 276)



PLAYBOY'’S FALL AND
WINTER FASHION FORECAST

ALL LUGGAGE FROM T. ANTHONY

Above: A hot tip pays off—and so does the
fact thot he's wearing a ventless herring-
bone jocket with narrow lapels, $300, worn
with @ wool knit V-neck sweater, $65, pol-
ished-cotton shirt with @ medium-spread
collar, $80, single-pleated corduroy slocks,

$115, and a narrow corduroy necktie, $13,
all by Browns of London. The broad-
brimmed wool felt hot he’s flipping is by
Larry Kane, about $25. (His lady in wait-
ing’s suit and hat by Bill Kaiserman for Ra-
fael; her fur by DéCor Furs New York.)

daring nonchalance,
tough-minded
indwidualism

and a sense of

the classic uwnll

form the approach
lo menswear in

the months ahead

attire By DAVID PLATT

HE PHRASE altitude dressing
really sums up the current
men's fashion mood. Wear
suspenders over a suede
shirt with a skinny tie and vour collar
open; or wing it (the collar, that is)
with a suit or sportswear that reflects
how you feel that day. With each
succeeding scason, the essence of
dressing for this decade comes into
sharper focus, and no more so than
now. The current mood results from
the melding of many elements, in-
cluding a new appreciation for clas-
sicism  (particularly, fine British
fabrics), a virtual elimination of the
“rules of dress” as we once knew
them, a sophisticated sense of eclecti-
cism and the confidence to put it all
together and develop your own look.

Specific fashion trends on the rise
include narrow ties and small shirt
collars; narrower jacket lapels, soft-
er shoulders and a less defined sil-
houette; and a great deal of lavering.
This last works best when the layers
are juxtaposed with difterent tex-
tures, colors and [abrics, so that the
total effect is one of unstudied in-
souciance. Fashion today? It's a sur-
prise party. And you're all invited.
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Above left: Mirror, mirror on the wall, who's the fairest of them
all? He'd know if he could tear himself away from admiring his
four-button wool tweed suit, by Don Sayres for After Six, $230;
wing-collared shirt with four-button placket front, from Country
Roads by Robert Stock, about $27.50; and a wool plaid tie, by
Berkley Cravats, about $9. (His companion has almost slipped
out of a bra and panties by Shuba, plus shoes from Maud Frizon.)
Above right: Is baby ready for her bedtime story? Once upon a
time, there was a nice man in a lamb-suede shirt, about $265,

worn with matching double-pleated slacks featuring side buckles
and wide tapered legs, $275, both by Pierre Cardin Relax; plus
an iridescent silk tie, from Chaps by Ralph Lauren, $18.50; and
knit suspenders, from Country Roads by Robert Stock, $5. (Her
nightie by Fernando Sanchez.) Right: Tea for two and two for
wha knows what when he's wearing a shawl-collored sleeveless
tweed cardigan, $200, over a ribbed-trim turtleneck, $150, both
by Jean-Baptiste Caumont; and tapered-leg wool tweed slacks, by
Aldo Valentini, $110. (Her suit and blouse by Gianni Versace.)
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Above: Ah, the good life! Champagne, caviar and,
best of all, a silk/wool tweed patterned pullover
sweater with side-buttoned stand-up neck and ribbed
cuffs and waist, about $80, worn with a silk/cotton
patterned shirt with rounded tab collar, about $65,
and wool tweed slacks, about $110, all by Alan
Rosanes for Dakota. (His lady’s dress by Stephen Bur-
rows for Pat Tennant; her shoes from Maud Frizon.)

Right: Parting is such sweet sorrow—especially when
she’s getting turned on to your shawl-collared wool
tweed pullover, $135, wool tweed vest, $45, wing-
collared flannel shirt, $45, and solid tie, $18.50, «ll
by Alexander Julian; plus a pair of wool twill slacks
with an extension waistbond and double-pleated
front, from Trousers by Barry, about $90. (Her night-
shirt by Fernando Sanchez; jewelry from Gindi)

PRODUCED BY HOLLIS WAYNE,/PHOTOGRAPHY BY jIM LEE









it took
the bizarre death
of publishing hewr
john kraght

to ope'n Xy
closet door

article By ARTHUR BELL

KINGS
DON'T
MEAN

THING

LASHBACK, three months. A
man parks his car on 2lst
Street near the Dorchester
and waddles toward Spruce—
woozy, been drinking since noon. He
is humming Brazil. It is always Brazil.
Not the Aurora Miranda Brazil but the
Ritchie Brothers’. * ‘We stood beneath
an amber mo-o-on." "

As usual near midnight, the activity
has just begun on this Philadelphia
street. The man warily surveys the new

Artist Vincent Topazio combines the ac-
tual and the symbolic in his rendering of
the people, events and artifacts involved
in the murder of publishing heir John
Knight, The inset piciures of Knight {at
upper left) and his assailants {bottom,
left to right), Steven Maleno, Felix Me-
lendez (killed by his accomplices} and
Salvatore Soli, were done from photos
that appeared in Philadelphia news-
papers after Knight's death. For the rest,
Topazio had to rely on written accounts
of the crime and his own imagination.
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autumn crop. Tank tops of sununer have
been replaced with checkered shires and
work boots. Young men decked out as
construction workers who have never
seen a crance. It used to be glitter. Glitter
and be gay. Now it's swagger and be
butch. Bencath that pierced ear, behind
that strut lies the soul of a hairdresser,
he thinks, These are not his kind of men.
None of this is him.

He is dillerent. Swings both ways. Cer-
tainly, absolutely, not one of them. Dab-
Dling in perversity, playing ticktacktoe
in the nether world is one thing. Being
like them is something he would never
admt to himsell.

“Arc you all rightz?”
yan dress-alike.

John Knight opens his eyes. He nods
his head. The inquisitor stands close,
puts his arm to Knight's elbow but is
shrugged away.

“I'm OK,” he answers,

“Just being friendly,” says the stranger.

“Im all right. Just need another
drink.”

Down Spruce. More of them. A pa-
rade. Who are they? Where do they come
[rom? Near the Warwick Hotel, he cuts
oft a side street and enters the 247 Bar.
Cowboys, leathermen, telephone repair-
men, ditchdiggers—only by night. By
duy, copywriters, space salesmen, book-
keepers, shoe clerks. He stays for a dou-
ble, then splits.

At 15th and Spruce, lined up like
cloned derivations of Joan Blondell in a
Busby Berkeley production number, are
several hovs, some ol them pretty, if you
can sec through the acne, They are the
youths of the evening and the Warner
brothers would turn over in their graves.

He eyes the chorus line. He says hello
to one ol the kids with whom he had
once tricked. The kid breaks Irom his
[rozen-pose position, smiles, his teeth in
need of a good orthodontist,

“What's up?” the kid asks.

“I'm horny as hell,” Knight replies.

The kid stares at Knight's lower lip
and suggests they go somewhere. Knight
rejects the idea.

“I've got a [riend,” says the kid. “Some-
one new to the street, 1 can fix you up
with him, and if it works, you pay me
thirty dollars. Pay nothing to him. I it
doesn’t, pay me ten dollars. No hassle,”

“Sounds good.”

Slowly, the two men walk the four
blocks, past the Allegro, where the estab-
lished Philadelphia homosexual carouses,
past Roscoe’s, where the liberated homo-
sexual adjourns after his  gay-activist
mecting. They stop at the Hasty-Tasty
Deli. Signs on the window announce a
gay dance, a dog lost, a roommate
wanted. Inside, the cashier and the gro-

asks a I"aul Bun-

160 cery clerk talk in “get you, honey” lingo.

The customers are [viendly and the place
is brightly lighted. People actually can
see what theyre cating—and each other.

The kid sces his friend at the rear
table.

“Felix,” he says, “this is John.”

Felix offers his hand. It is a long hand
and he drops it into John's the way a
haberdasher would slip a tie into a gilt
box.

John sits down. He asks Felix if he'd
like another coffce, He orders three.

Felix is quict, the kid chatty, John
sulky.

Felix whispers, “Is this guy drunk?”

The kid replies, “No, he's high; he's
usually that way.” He turns 1o John. “Do
you like Felix:"

John nods,

“S0 it's a deal?”

“Is a deal. Here”

John pulls a couple of 20s from his
pocket and asks the kid to take care of
all the negotiations and keep the change.

Five minutes later, a sullen Felix
Melendez and an impatient Jolin Knight
leave Hasty-Tasty for Knight's $1050-a-
month apartment in the Dorchester on
Rittenhouse Square.

H we are to believe what Melendez
later told the kid, “Nothing happened.
We smoked a joint, then that guy John
lell asleep. I stayed the night and he
cooked me breaklast.”

.

Early on the morning of December 11,
1975, the telephone rings at the house
where I'm staying in Provincetown. I've
asked my New York answering service to
be cautious about routing the Province-
town number, to give it out only in case
ol emergency.

The call is from Tom Morgan, editor
of The Village Voice. No apologies,
no how-are-yous. Straightaway, he asks,
“Have you been following this John
Kuight business?” I don’t know what he's
talking about. Alter all, I''m on vaca-

tion, enjoying the off-season quiet ol

PPtown, walking the sandy beaches, retir-
ing early, and who the hell is John
Knight? 1 tell Morgan that I haven't seen
a paper or heard a radio since leaving
New York.

“Never mind,” he says, “In a nutshell,
the heir to the largest newspaper chain
in the country got himsell killed on Sun-
day, It looks like a homosexual thing,
perhaps a riwalistic killing, 1c's got all
the carmarks of a great story: money,
power, the works. They haven't caught
the killer yet. Can you get your ass on a
plane 1o Philadelphia and check it out®”

I hem and haw. On vacation, Away
from my regular beat: the Foice column,
the murder stories, coverage of the pay-
lib scene. Don't know a thing about John
Knight. Don’t know Philadelphia. But
Morgan is a con man with an irresistible

manner. Flattery works on writers. And
this writer doesn’t ordinarilv  ponder
whether that attery is false or sincere.

Two hours later, I'm on one of those
six-passenger shuttle jobs, flving south of
the Provincetown sunset, and by nine
P, I'm in the City of Brotherly Love,
where the streets are painted red, white
and blue in preparation for the Bicen-
tennial; and the closest thing to beach
and sand is a poster at the Eastern Air-
lines terminal advertising a winter vaca-
ton in Miami.

Philadelphia. Former home ol Princess
Grace. Site of the Cary Grant, Katharine
Hepburn, James Stewart comedy. Mavor
Frank Rizzo. The Philadelphia Flyers,
The Liberty Bell. Marian Anderson and
Joseph Kallinger, The town that rolls
up its Jawns at six rar and closes shop
on Sundays.

I check into the Warwick, a sedate
hostelry two blocks [rom the Dorchester
apartment where Knight lived and died.
Room service brings up a Jack Daniel’s,
a ham and cheese on rye, plus the latest
Inquirer, Bulletin and News. As ex-
pected, Knight's demise is emblazoned
on the front pages. Each of the dailies
has an exclusive story. The News, where
he worked as an editor, plays up the
“regular  Joe™ angle. Paul Janensch,
Knight's managing editor, is quoted as
saying, “He loved the newspaper busi-
ness and all aspects of it. . . . He was a
hard-working guy who took instructions
well.”

Murder victims are usually painted as
saints and one reads the gushy post-
mortem prose with a certain amount of
cynicism. Yet there seems to be a holding
back in the copy, as il the papers are
trying to solt-pedal Knight's homosex-
uality, as il they don't want to deal with
it unless they are forced to, as il it sn't
kosher to bring someone out ol the closet
alter death, especially il that someone
happens to be a budding Citizen Kane,
But between the lines are hints that
Kuight's gayness was the key to his mur-
der, Allusions o a “secret lile,” a scarch
through Philadelphia’s underground lor
possible suspects, run through the reporis.
There are also rumors about diaries de-
tailing his sizzling sex Life,

Having digested the papers, T leave
the hotel, hail a cab and journey to
pelice headqguarters,

Christmas is just around the corner. At
Homicide, holiday tackiness covers the
walls. A blue Christmas wree with silver
bulbs, silver tinsel and angel's hair stands
next to an American flag, and next to
that stands Chiel Inspector Joseph Gold-
cn, in charge ol detectives on the Knight
case. My timing is perfect. Golden is just
about to announce the wdentity of the
Knight killers at a press conference. I'm

(continued on page 196)
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in Baghdad without your mother?”

“Hazim, couldn
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gwrls e lPac 1O

‘Part 11

coeds from five more far west schools
confirm that horace greeley gave good advice

IN CASE YOU HAVEN'T been paying attention, last month we brought you ten pages
of coeds from five schools in the N.C.A.A.’s far-Western Pac 10 Conference. This
month we bring you ten more pages of coeds from the remaining five Pac 10
schools—the University of Southern California, Stanford University, the Uni-
versity of Arizona, Oregon State University and Washington State University. As
we said last month—and pay attention this time, (lext continued on page 272)

The three T-shirted
USC coeds are (from
left to right) Suzanne
Birket (“My hobbies
are tennis, baseball,
doncing and act-
ing”), Kirsten Reed (o
journalism major

who pilots gliders in
her spare time) and
Wanelle Fitch {*] like
tall, muscular, strong
men”). University of
Arizona sophomore
Helen Hestenes (right)
is a psych mojor

and a member of the
university's French
Club, Movie Review
Board and Ciné Club.




USC’s Julie Lynch (right), an
art major, is entering her soph-

omore yeor with a solid 3.6 grade

point average. A polisci major at
Stonford, Renée Mosi (far right)

has lived in Italy and Englond most of

her life and hopes to get a job in

164 Washington, D.C., ofter graduotion.




A notive of Pennsylvonia, University of Arizono coed
Paulette Spirit (leff) intends ta start her own business
someday. An animalscience major ot Washingtan
State, Beth Funner (below) is planning on putting her
education to goad use; she intends to raise top-quality
horses professianally. Beth’s hobbies, besides horses, are
skiing, driving exatic cars ond playing pocket billiards.
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A psych majar at the University of Arizona, Lindy Edwards (above left} participates in three
aquatic sporis—swimming, water polo and synchronized swimming—and hopes to enter the A.A.U.
national competition in swimming someday. Says USC sophomore Marilee Buster {above right), “My
best subject is sociology and my warst is math.” Marilee would like to get into the public-
relations field after college. Another psych major, Oregon Stote University coed Sarah

Henry (below) likes to water-ski and play pinball and racquetball in her off hours.




“Eventually, I'd like a
career in broadcasting ar in
the music industry,” says
USC senior Nancy Amons
(left). A broadcast-
journalism mojar with an
incredible 3.8 G.P.A.,
Naney is on the staff of the
school newspaper, The
Daily Trojon. Another super-
ambitious miss is University
of Arizana’s Erica Edwards
{belaw), a marketing

major whose goal is to be a
corporate executive.

When it comes to socializing,
| prefer intelligent,
ambitious, perceptive men,"”
Erica infarms us.




“I'm a bat girl for our varsity
baseball team,” says USC soph
Lisa Lewis (left), who wants to
go to grad school and even-
tually get into the fashion busi-
ness. Paortdime model Victoria
Cooke (bottom left) enjoys
camping, running ond water-ski-
ing when she’s not ottending
classes at the University of Arizona.




“I'd love to be on ostro-
naut,” soys Washington
State coed Martha Thomsen
(left), whose hobbies

include body surfing, draw-
ing, painting, bosketball

and softboll. A German-
languoge mojor at
Stanford, Laurel Haniman
(below) speaks French,
Spanish and German fluently
ond cims for a career that
involves “’lots of travel.”




A tight end on Stan-

ford’s intramural football

team (femole squad), Denise

Bradley (obove left) wants to be-

come a marketing speciolist or a cor-

poration lawyer. Donna Marie Borrington
(below), o member of the interdorm volley-
ball team, is @ senior af the University of Arizona.

-
Oregon State’s Karen Blessing
{above) is a busi ness-administration
major. Voted Best Dressed {and,
she claims, Best Undressed) by her
class, Toni Turner (right) majors in
broadcasting at Woshington State

and has done news commen-
tary for o Spokane TV station.
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“dll right, who slipped me the rubber knife?”
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w (ale of silent cunning

from Certain Tragicall Discourses,
by Matteo Bandello, 1567

IN BYGONE DAYS, there was an entrancing
lady in Naples called Zilya. Because
she was half Saracen, she was arrogant
and cruel and because she was half
napoletana, she was clever and lovely
beyond compare—or at least that was
the way those who knew her explained it.

The beauty first and next the cruclty
struck many young men, but the worst
wounded was a gallant named Virley, a
man of wit and talent who cut such a
fine figure, such a bella figura, that he
might have stocked a whole harem with
the ladies who sighed at the sight of him.
Zilya only laughed in his [ace.

She was no woman to offer her golden
maidenhood to any man. In fact, it was
gold only that made her [eel warm with
passion. She had inherited a mercer's
business from her father and had made
it more prosperous. When she ran her
fingers through the gold coins in her
counting room, she felt a fire in her loins.

Still Virley persisted. Zilya would per-
mit him to call at her house, where
she always received him charmingly
dressed—and abundantly dressed, but
always with ome tantalizing oversight.
One day it would be just a glint of
white bosom bencath some carelessly
arranged lace; another, it would be the
silk gown that apparently clung to the
curve ol her thigh with nothing between.
And Virley breathed in the false hope.

Surely, he thought, there was a subtle
promise in the way she moved, an
enticement in the way she turned her
back, drawing the skirt tight so that it
clung like the skin of grapes to those
fine globes beneath her waist. And Virley
would go on with his anxious wooing.

In the end, Zilya wearied of the game.
“Sir,” she said, “you are like a rain
cloud. You burden the air with your
pleas, but I am mine own woman, Go
away and darken some other room.”

Hopeless still with hope, the gallant
replied, “If 1 do so, will you at least
give me a parting kiss for my love and
my pains past?”

Zilya laughed the laugh of a Saracen
captain before he puts his knife o his
prisoner’s throat. “Agreed,” she said,
“but you must give a forfeit if you truly
love me, a promise to do what I say.”

“Yes!"™ said Virley in his folly and,
taking her in his arms, he put his warm
lips to her cool ones, thinking that he
could breathe life into this beautiful
statue, then told her that his life had
begun again.

She pulled away and yawned. “How
my ecars ache!” she said. “How you have
made them ache all these months. So, to
case the listening of other women, I tell

Ribald Classic

you for forfeit that you must now re-
main totally silent for seven years."”

Virley was struck doubly dumb. He
boiled with anger. But he was a man of
honor, and so he simply withdrew [rom
her presence, nodding assent, and went
lome to arrange his affairs.

He sought out a clever servant named
Pietro, who could speak French, and,
with him, took ship for France. There,
posing as a man who had been wounded
in battle with the Turk and had lost his
power of speech, he took service with the
king. For seven long years, with courage
in the field and wisdom in the council—
where he would write out his opinion
for Pietro to wranslate—he distinguished
himself in the affairs of the crown. The
French king grew to depend on him,
grew fond of him, pitied him. Finally,
he decided to proclaim to all of Europe
a reward ol 10,000 livres 1o any doctor
or healer who could cure his good cap-
tain and restore his voice. So many
charlatans then flocked o Saint-Denis
that the king added a codicil—those who
failed to cure within 15 days must pay
with their lives.

Virley made certain that the news of
the reward was published in Naples.
When Zilya heard of it and heard his
name, she knew that God had put 10,000
livres into her hands.

When she appeared at the French
court, she demanded to be closeted
alone with the patient to effect his cure.
They stood gazing at each other for a
space and Zilya contrived to have tears
glisten in her eyes. She had never looked
more beautilul. In a voice hlled with

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLAND

emotion—for the thought of 10,000
livres is a moving one—she exclaimed
that she had suffered [rom her cruelty
as much as he and that she now released
him [rom his promise.

But Virley spoke not a word.

She began to feel a cold fear. Tt was
no longer her maidenhcad at stake but
her very head. She reached down slowly
and unlaced her bodice and her breasts,
ripe as apples, appeared 1o view.

Virley did not move or make a sound.

Desperately, she slipped off her gown
and stood naked before him, all the
treasures of curve and cranny she had
hoarded till then laid bare.

Presently, the king and his men in the
corridor outside heard a voice cry out.
Then they heard moans, of passion it
seemed; but when they went to the door,
the one voice was that of a woman.

Just at midnight on the 15th day,
Zilya was taken away to prison. Just
after midnight, Virley spoke in a voice
grating and creaky [rom disuse and told
his strange tale.

The king gave a robust laugh. “Why,
here is a vengeance, indeed!” he said.
“Since she has cured you, I grant her
the reward. But since she [ailed 1o ac-
complish that within the given  time,
her life is still forleit. And since |
trust you, I give that life over into your
hands. Take her home to Naples; keep
her out of the counting room; and, as
for your [uture conversation, I advise
that you make her moan prettily at least
seven tmes a week—one moan for (_'ilch
year ol your silence.”

—Retold by Kenneth Marcuse B 173
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WHEN THEIR WORK IS DONE,
EVEN THE LEAVES TURN TO RED.

JOHNNIE WALKER RED [AS =%
THE RIGHT SCOTCH WHEN ALL IS SAID AND DONE J = ~







20 QUESTIONS: CHERYL TIEGS

america’s hottest model and latest sex symbol turns out to be as quotable as she is beautiful

he following short inlerview was

conducted by frequent PLAYBOY con-
tributor John Hughes, who has known
Cheryl Tiegs for three years. He reports:
“We talked in the morning in her suite
at New York’s Sherry-Netherland. Cheryl
had just showered and was fresh, bright
and scrubbed. She sat hunched over,
with hev elbows on her knees, gestured
frequently with her hands, smiled a great
deal and answered most of my questions
quickly and tmpulsively. I found her to
be a warm, intelligent woman who is so
beautiful that I'm sure she could stop an
clephant’s heart al 30 paces.”
1. reavpoy: On a scale of one to ten,
how would you rate vour looks?
Tiecs: Compared with everybody else in
the world, I'd have o say ten. People
would kill me if I said an eight or a six
or & two. By my own stndards—oh,
cight or nine. My ears stick out, but I
hide that.
2, pravpoy: Il it were 1943, would you
wunt your likeness on the nose of a B-177
TIEGs: Yes, yes. Because it would have
given them something to dream of. And
I like my image and so, therelorve, 1
would like for them to dream of me.
Part of my popularity is that I'm a real
person, and I really don't have a cold
exterior, I have a warmih. So 1 think
that people want an image to look up to
that s veal, that is not untouchable.
3. pravsoy: There’s an old myth that
beautiful girls have ugly girls for best
[riends. Do vou?
11e6s: No, I have beautiful best Iviends.
One is a model, one’s in the [ashion
business. 1 like beauty, but beauty
doesn’t have to be physical beaury. 1
don’t just have pretty girls as [friends,
but I don’t have ugly people as friends.
4. rraysoy: What was your first model-
ing job?
TiEcs: 1 tried out for little beauty pag-
cants amed never won. My best friend,
who was prettier and more charming
than I, was always winning.
5. rLAYBOY: Do you wear protective gear
when vou perlorm hazardous household
chores?
Tiecs: I've never done a household chore
in my life.
6. reavsoy: Do you own a Cheryl Tiegs
doll?
TIECS: So many neople have told me that
I should have one made, but I haven’t
pursued it. I don’t know if I want that.
1t’s very dehumanizing to be a doll. And

PHOTOGRAPHY BY BILL KING

I think that T've just spent the last 14
years being a mannequin, so I don’t want
that image anymore.

7. rLavsoy: Was there some pivotal de-
cision that you made that really boosted
vour career 1o the top?

TiEGS: When 1 decided to do a poster.
All my fan leters were from bovs in high
school and college asking for posters. So
it was my idea, but 1 was discouraged by
an agent who said I'd only get ten per-
cent, cte, cic. So I lorgot about it for a
couple of weeks and I thought, Well, I'm
going to do it anyway. So I did 1.

8. rravsoy: In the Time cover siory,
vou appeared in a see-through fish-net
bathing suit. Did vou know it was sce-
through beforehand?

TiECcs: No, because I tried it on in the
dressing room and when it's dry, vou
can’t see through it I've taken many a
picture in fish net belore and you can't
see through it. We were in the Amazon
and there was no way that 1 was going
to go into the water with the crocodiles
and piranhas. So T thought, OK, Fll wear
the suit. Well, it was sunset and the
light was so bad and the photographer
said, “Please go in,” and 1 had never
seen a suit wet before and then it was
published and vou could see through it
There’s no excuse. I'm not trying to say,
“Oh, my God, T didn’'t know that you
could see through it.” To me, it wasn't
that bad. but they got a lot of letters
from it. Americans are such puritans,
Nudity is not that bad, and it wasn’t
nude and there was nothing provocative
about it. Even if I had known that vou
could see through it, maybe I would have
done it anywiy.

9. rravsoy: Your image is that of the all-
American girl. Are you happy about it?
Tires: Yeah. I happen to be a lover of
America. [ did this cheerleading special,
I was one of the judges, and all of a
sudden, I had tears in my eves and 1
was beaming. I mean, these beautilul
kids did their cheerleading and it was
just so all-American—they were so clean-

cut and so beautiful. And 1 thought, If
you did that in some foreign country, it
just wouldn’t be the same. [ really like

America. Amer
all-American image? Yeah, I like it.

10. rLavsoy: Would you like to sing at
the White House?

TiEGs: Nobody's invited me. I can't sing
or dance.

11. rLaypoY: For whom did you vote in

ca is very healthy. The

the last two Presidential elections?
Tit I voted for Carter the last time
and I was out of the country before that.
12, rrLavBsoyY: Who were your childhood
heroes?

TiEcs: T liked Pat Boone. He was so
cleancut and all-American. Everybody
clse was crazy about Elvis Presley.

13. pLAYBOY: You weren'tan Elvis fan?
TIEGS: Not as much. At that time, Elvis
wis the bad guy and Pat Boone was the
good guy. You know, black and white. I
had a crush on Pat Boone.

4. rLaYBOY: Were you ever a brownie?
T1EGs: Yes, a brownie, then a girl scout.
13. rraveov: Were you a good brownie
and a good girl scout?

TIEGS: Oh, ol course. T was alwavs a
good girl. Not always, but. : Wiess
was. I was very shy, but T was always
very popular. I was always the tallest
girl in the class and that made me very
shy. I would slump down a lictle bit. But
I was never an ugly duckling. I was never
really ugly and suddenly blossomed. I
was alwiays sort of pretty. Although 1
always wanted to be five leet, one,

16. pravsoy: Has any man ever stood
you up or dumped you?

TiEGs: There was one boy in college 1
was crazy about, but he wasn’t so inter-
esteed in me. We dated and we saw each
other, but I never really snagged him.
But other than that, it's a pretty good
record.

17. rLavsoy: Did you go to your high
school prom?

TiEGs: Everybody always went to two or
three proms in high school. 1 only went
the last vear. T wasn't invited the other
years. I went the Jast vear and T was
prom princess and my best [riend got
prom queen,

I18. rLAVBOY: Do you throw things when
you get mad?

riEcs: IF 'm veally angry at my husband,
Il hit him in the arm or something like
that. I don’t throw things at walls. T'll
throw a pillow at him or something. I'm
always controlled. T wouldn't throw a
tennis racket at him or a knife or any-
thing like that. But T get angry enough
that I hit things.

19. rLavsoy: Are you always as graceful
as you appear to be?

1EGs: 1 spill everything. Every time [
eat, whatever I eat, [ spill.

20. eravsoy: One last question: Will
you marry me?
TiEGs: No,

B 177



PLAYRBOY

178

FALLING ANGEL

(continued from page 118)

“I took a bottle of morphine off the top shelf to
bait the hook and started upstairs.”

cooking in the bathroom. How long have
you been hooked?”

“I'm not . . . an addict!” Dr. Fowler
sagged within the folds of his oversized
suit. He secemed to be shrinking belore
my eyes. “What do vou want with me?”
He propped his head in his hands.

“Same thing 1 was after back at the
hospital,” 1 said. “Information about
Jonathan Liebling.”

“I've told you evervthing I know.”

“Doc, let’s not kid around. Liebling
was never transferred o anv VA hos-
pital. I know because I called Albany
mysell and checked it. Not smart making
up a story as thin as that.”

Dr. Fowler groaned. 1 knew it was all
over when he finally had a visitor. In
almost 15 years, there were never any
visitors, not one.”

“Sounds like a popular guy,” I said.
“Where is he now:"

“I don't know.” Dr, Fowler pulled
himsell upright. It seemed to take all he
had in him to get the job done. "I
haven’t seen him since he was my patient
during the war.”

“He must have gone
doctor.”

“I have no idea where. Some people
came one night long ago. He got into a
car with themn and drove away. I never
saw him again.”

“Into a car? I thought he was supposed
to be a vegewable,”

The doctor rubbed his eyes and
blinked. "When he first came to us, he
was in a coma. But he responded well to
veatment and within a month was up
and around. We used to play table ten-
nis in the alternoons.”

“Then he was normal when he left®”

“Normal? Hateful word, normal.” Dr.
Fowler's mnervous, drumming fingers
clenched into fists on the faded oilcloth.
On his left hand, he wore a gold signet
ring engraved with a five-pointed star.
“To answer your question, Licbling was
not the same as you or me. Alter recover-
ing his senses, he continued to suffer
from acute amnesia.”

“You mean he had no memory?”

“Nonec whatsoever. Not even his name
meant anything o him. I said he left
with [riends; I have only their word for
it about that. Jonathan Licbling didn’t
recognize them. They were strangers to
him.”

“Tell me more about these [riends.
Who were they? What were their names:”

The doctor pressed  his  trembling

someplace,

fingers to his temples. “It's been so long.
Yeuars and years. I've done my best to
lorget it.”

“Don’t you go pleading amnesia on
me, doc.”

“"There were two ol them,” he said,
speaking very slowly, the words dragged
out of the distance and fliered through
layers of regret. “A man and a woman, I
can’t tell you anything about the woman;
it was dark and she staved in the car. I'd
never seen her belore. The man was the
one who made all the armrangements.”

"What was his name?”

“He said it was Edward Kelley.”

I made a note in my little black book.
“What about the wrrangements you men-
tioned? What was the deal there?”

“"Money.” The doctor spat the word
out as il it were a piece ol rotten meat.
“Ism’t every man supposed to have his
price?”

“How much money?”

“Twenty-hve thousand dollars.”

“What did Kelley want lor
moneyz”

“What you probably already suspect;
discharge Jomathan  Liebling  without
keeping a record. Destroy any evidence
ol his recovery. Most important, [ was to
maintain the pretense that he was still a
patient at Emma Harvest Memorial.”

“Which is just what vou did.”

“It wasn’t very dilhcult. Aside [rom
Kelley, he never had any visitors.”

“What about the hospital? Didn't the
administration suspect it was missing a
patient:”

“Why should they? I kept his charts up
to date, week by week; and every month
a check came from Liebling’s trust fund
to cover his expenses, As long as the bills
are patd, no one is going to ask too many
questions. After a while, all I had o do
was fill out a legal afidavit that arrived
every six months {rom a law firm in New
York.”

“McInwosh, Winesap and Spy?"

“That's the one’ Dr. Fowler raised
his haunted eyes from the tabletop and
met my gaze.

“Tell me about Jonathan Liebling,”

“What do you want 1o know:"

“Anything at all; liule things, habits,
hobbies, how he liked his eggs. What
color were his eyes?”

“I can’t remember.”

“Give me what you can. Start with a
physical description.”

“I have no idea what he looked like.”

“Don’t crap around with me, doc.”

“I'm telling the truth. Young Licbling

the

came to us following intensive facial
restoration.”

“Plastic surgery:”

“Yes. His head was swathed in band-
ages for his entire stav. T wasn’t the one
who changed the dressings and so had
no opportunity to see his lace.”

I stood up and leaned against the
table. “Give me what you can about
Edwinrd Kelley.”

“It's been a long time,” the doctor
said, “and people change.”

“Having another amnesia attack:"

“It's beem more than fifteen years.
What do you expect?”

“Doc, vou're stalling me."” 1 reached
down and ook hold of the knot in his
necktie. When I lifted, he came up to
meet me as casily as an empty husk,
“Save yourself some wouble. Don’t make
me squeeze the truth out of you.”

“I've told you all T can.”

“Why are vou shiclding Kelley?”

“I'm not. I hardly knew him.

“If vou weren't such an old lar, I'd
bust you up like a soda cracker.” I
jerked the knot in his tie a touch tighter.
“Why wear mysell out when there's an
casier wav:” Dr. Fowler's bloodshot eves
broadcast his fear. "You're in a cold
sweat, aren't vou, doc? Can't wait to
main-line the junk in vour fridge.”

"Everyone needs something to help
him lorger,” he whispered.

"l don’t want you to forget. I want
your 1o remember.” I ook him by his arm
and steered him [rom the kitchen.
“That’s why we're going upstairs to vour
room, where you can think things over
while I go out and grab a bite 1o eat.”

“What do vou want to know? Kelley
had dark hair and one of those thin
mustaches Clark Gable made popular.”

“Not good enough, doc.”” I bullied him
up the stairs by the collar of his tweed
jacket. “A couple houwrs’ cold turkey
should refresh vour memory.” 1 pushed
him through the narrow door of his
Spartan room and he fell forward onto
the bed. “You think it over, doc.”

“Had perfect teeth. The most e¢ngag-
ing smile. Please don't go.”

L1

I closed the door behind me and
turncd the long-handled key in the lock.
L

It was alter nmidmight when T got hack
to Dr. Fowler's place. T let mysell in the
front door and walked back through the
dark hall 10 the kitchen. The relrigerator
purred in the shadows. I took a botle of
morphine off the top shell to bait the
hook and started upstairs. The bedroom
door was locked ught.

“Be right with you, doc,” I called,
fumbling in my pockets for the key. “I
brought vou a liule 1aste.”

I turned the key and opened the door.
Dr. Albert Fowler didn’t say a word. He
was propped against the pillows, still



he new Fisher RS2004 re-
ceiver makes it happen. With it,
you're not limited to simple bass
and treble controls like conven-
tional receivers. Instead, you
operate the receiver to create
sound tailored to your taste . . .
by operating its sophisticated
built-in graphic equalizer.

By boosting or cutting each of
the five equalizer controls, you
can transform ho-hum sound
into the most exciting you've
ever heard. Sound tailored to
your ears. Sound the way you
like it.

Want to really feel the drums
on a disco record? Just push up
the 50Hz (low bass) slider for the
effect you want — without dis-
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Add a little 1 kHz (midrange)
boost. And so on. In a few sec-
onds, you can make such a dra-
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with the sound of any other
receiver,
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plenty of power and low distor-
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harmonic distortion.
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editing.
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ating your own music library
from FM broadcasts or record al-
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recording . . . without jumping
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control transmitter instantly
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to 20 feet away as you relax and
listen.
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wearing the brown herringbone suit. The
framed photograph of a woman was
clutched 1o his chest in his left hand. In
his right, he held the Webley Mark 5.
He was shot through the right eye.
Thickened blood welled in the wound
like ruby tears. Concussion drove the
other eye halfway out of its socket, giving
hiim the goggling stare ol a tropical fish.

I touched the back of his hand. It was
cold as something hanging in a butcher-
shop window. Belore I touched anything
else, T opened my attaché case and put
on a pair of latex surgcon’s gloves I took
from the snap-front pocket inside the lid.

The door was locked and I had the key
in my pocket. Suicide was the only logi-
cal explanation. “And if thine eye oftend
thee,” I muttered, trying to put my fin-
ger on what was out ol place.

I picked the leather-bound Bible off
the bedside table and an open box of
cartridges tumbled out onto the rug.
The book was hollow inside, a dummy.
I was the dummy for not finding the
bullets carlier. I picked them off the
floor, groping under the bed lor stravs,
and put them back inside the empty
Bible.

I went over the room with my hand-
kerchief, wiping ecvervthing I had
touched during my initial search. The
Poughkeepsie police wouldn’t exactly be
charmed by the idea of an out-of-town
private eye bullying one ol their promi-
nent citizens into suicide. I told myself if
it was suicide, they wouldn't look for
prints and kept on wiping.

The drive back to the city provided
plenty of time for thought. I didn't like
the idea that T had hounded an old man
1o his deach. It was a bad mistake locking
him up with a gun like that. Bad lor ne,
because the doc had a lot more to tell,

I tried to hix the scene in my mind like
a photo. Dr. Fowler stretched on the bed
with a hole in his eve and his brains
spread  across the counterpane. The
framed photograph from up on the
bureau was locked in the doctor’s cooling
grip. His finger rested on the revolver's
trigger.

No matter how many tmes | went
over the scene, there was something miss-
ing, a picce gone out of the puzle. But
which piece? And where did it itz I had
nothing to go on but my instincts. A
nagging hunch that wouldn’t let go. I
was sure Dr. Albert Fowler's death was
not suicide. It was murder.

L ]

Monday morning was fair and cold. It
was a little after ten when I unlocked
the inner-office door. The usual bad news
across the street: "NEW JRAQ ATTACK ON
SYRIA ALLEGED . . . GUARD WOUNDED IN
BORDER INCURSION BY BAND OF 30, ,,." I
phoned Herman Winesap's Wall Street
law firm and the machine-tooled secre-

180 tary put me straight through.

“And what might I do for you today,
Mr. Angel?” the attorney asked, his voice
smooth as a well-oiled hinge.

“I tried calling you over the weckend,
but the maid said you were out at Sag
Harbor.”

“I keep a place there where I can
relax. No phone. Has something impor-
tant come up?”

“That information would be for Mr.
Cyplire. I couldn’t find him in the phone
book, either.”

“Your timing is perfect. Mr. Cyphre is
sitting across from me this very moment.
I'll put him on.”

There was the muffled sound of some-
one speaking with his hand over the
receiver and then I heard Cyphre's pol-
ished accent purring on the other end.
“So good of you to call, sir,” he said.
“I'm anxious to kmow what you found
out.”

I told him most of what I'd learned in
Poughkeepsie, leaving out the death of
Dr. Fowler. When I finished, 1 heard
only heavy breathing on the other end.

“I want you to find him,” Cyphre said.
“I don’t care how long it takes or how
much it costs, I want that man found.”

“That's a pretty tall order, Mr. Cyphre.
Fifteen years is a long time. The trail is
bound o be cold as ice. Your best bet
would be the Missing Persons Burcau.”

“No police. This is a private matter. I
don’t want a lot of nosy civil servants.”
Cyphre’s voice was acid with patrician
scorn.

“They've got the manpower for the
job,” I said. “Favorite could be any-
where in the country or abroad. I'm just
one man on my own. 1 can’t he expected
to accomplish the same results as an
organization with an international infor-
mation network.”

The acid in Cyphre's voice grew more
corrosive. “What it boils down to, Mr.
Angel, is simply this: Do vou want the
job or notz If you are not interested, I
will engage someone else.”

“Oh, I'm interested, all right, Mr.
(J}-p}n‘c, but it wouldn’t be fair to you as
my client if T underestimated the difh-
culty of the project.” Why did Cyphre
make me feel like a child?

“What I want you to do is get started
right away. I'll leave the approach up to
you. Do whatever you think best. The
key o the whole operation, however,
must remain discretion.”

“I can be discreet as a [ather-confessor
when I try,” I said.

“I'm sure you can, Mr. Angel. I'in
instructing my attorney to make you
out a check for five hundred dollars in
advance.”

I said that $500 would certainly take
care ol things and we hung up. The urge
to crack the office boule for a self-
congratulatory toast was never stronger,
but drinking before lunch was bad luck.

I started by calling Walt Rigler, a re-
porter I knew over at the Times. “What
can vou tell me about Johnny Favorite?”
I asked, after the prerequisite smappy
patter.

“Johnny Favorite? You must be kid-
ding. Why don't you ask me the namnes
of the other guys who sang with Bing
Crosby in the Rhythm Boys#”

“Seriously, can you dig anything up
on him?”

“I'm sure the morgue has a file. Give
me five or ten minutes and I'll have the
stuff ready for you.”

“T'hanks, buddy. T knew T could count
on you."”

He grunted goodbye and we hung up.
I finished my cigar while sorting the
morning mail, mostly bills and circulars,
and closed up the office. The Times
Building on 43rd Street was just around
the corner. 1 ook the elevator to the
newsroom on the third floor and gave
Walt's name to the old man at the recep-
tion desk. He appeared from the back in
shirt sleeves with his necktie loosened,
like a reporter in the movies.

We shook hands and he led me into
the newsroom. where a hundred tvpe-
writers filled the cigarette haze with their
staccato rhythms, I followed him through
the clatter to his desk in the middle of
the room. A fat manila folder sat in the
top wire basket of the desk tray. I picked
it up and glanced at the vellowed dip-
pings inside. “OK if T hang on to some
ol this stuffz” T asked.

“House rules say no. But I'm going
out to lunch. Try not 1o lose anything
and my conscience’ll be clean.”

Most of the old clippings were not
from the Times but from other New
York dailies and a selection of national
magazines. Favorite was an abandoned
child. A cop found him in a cardboard
box with only his name and *“June 2,
1920, the date of his birth, pinned in a
note to his receiving blanket. He was
raiscd in an orphanage in the Bronx and
was on his own at 16. He was “discov-
ered” by Spider Smmpson in 1938 and
soon was headlining with a  15-piece
orchestra.

I sorted through the material, making
a small pile of the stult T wanted to keep.
Two photos, one a studio glossy of Favor-
ite in a tuxedo, his hair pomaded into
a frozen black wave. The agent's name
and address were rubber-stamped on the
back: WARREN WAGNER, THEATRICAL REP-
RESENTATIVE, 1619 BROADWAY (THE BRILL
BUILDING). WYNDHAM 9-3500.

The other glossy showed the Spider
Simpson orchestra in 19M0. Johnny stood
to one side, with his hands folded like
a choirboy. The names of all the sidemen
were written in beside them on the print.

I borrowed three other items. The first

(continued on page 158)



WHEELS FOR THE
MAN WHO THINKS BIG

what with everything in detroit being down-sized, a guy is going to
have to look elsewhere for transportation in the grand manner

Climb aboard a 10"-high Peterbilt cab-over-
engine ten-wheeler and you know you're king

of the road. At stop lights, lean out ond leer

at the serfs. Who's gonna argue? Price: $40,000.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD 1ZU1

LAMBORGHINI MIURA? Here? In God's coun-

try? No way. No self-respecting man of the

world, man of women, man with real hair

on his balls would call on a ladyfriend in thal
roller skate, 3

Alfa Veloce Spiders. Porsche Targas. Ferrari GTs

and Aston Martin DB-8s are all fine for teenagers,

fine for cutting teeth on—nice playthings until a

man has matured enough to take his rightful place

in the world. When he has made it up the ladder
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Above: Heods will turn when you pull up te
the party in your fire-engine-red, 25,000-
pound American LaFronce pumper that can
deliver up to 1500 gollons of your fovorite
liquid refreshment per minute forced through
a three-inch hose. The price is a bell ringer,
too: $75,000. Opposite, top: Sixty-four thou-
sand big ones will get you whot many feel
is the ultimote road mochine—on Autecar
dump truck thot's just right for getting your
ashes houled. Or, if cement is your bog,
there’s always the Crane Corrier Company’s
U.S. Speciol model ot right, with its sexy
one-mon cab. Many consider it the ultimote
martini mixer for those who like them shok-
en, not stirred. Only about $75,000. Cheap!

and gained the security and respect that
come with success, he should take that
big step upward and climb into the per-
fect personal vehicle for today’s man. He
should not aspire to an exotic foreign
machine whose power will first be emas-
culated by the Federal emission stand-
ards and then castrated by the gasoline
situation. No, he should look for a domes-
tic name—such as Kenwortlh, or Diamond
Reo, or White Ireightliner or Peterbilt,
The personal vehicle for today's man in
today's world.

How many of us, tooling along the free-
way in a more mundane machine, have
been blasted off the road by a tractor
trailer tearing by with earth-shaking fe-
rocity? Think ol how those same tractors
would perlorm without the burden of a
trailer—or two—in tow. A diesel tractor
without the wrailer—the uluimate driv-
ing expericnce. Imagine the thrill testing
your driving skill to the utmost, taking
your Peterbilt along the Pacific Coast
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Highway or through the Vermont hills.
Envision the superb handling, with len
wheels on the road, and the taut suspen-
sion, including a front axle rated at
12,000 pounds, all in that neat, short
wheelbase. Imagine—13 forward gears
and two reverses in that crisp Fuller
gearbox. Why, you'd be able to teach
Nuvolari a few things.

Why settle for a small, finicky, dual-
overhead-cam engine, with its moody
Weber carburetors, when you can get a
turbocharged Caterpillar diesel with a
displacement of almost 1100 cubic inches,
weighs only a bit more than 3000 pounds,
puts out 450 horsepower and twists out
more than 1350 foot-pounds of torque?
Torque, as you know, is what mikes
things move—and it will move your
15,000-pound Pete aleag fast enough to
get a ticket anvplace you take it. Of
cowrse, you mav not want the Cat
3408PTCA in your Pete; you may choose
a Cummins cngine, also turbocharged
for more power and less noise [rom
those gleaming, solidly crect exhaust
pipes. Or vou may opt for the newest, the
Detroit Diesel 8V-92T. That's a V8 diesel
engine with cach cyvlinder displacing 92
cubic inches 1o give you 430 horscpower
and enough torque to blow vour mind.

As vour selection of engines is myriad,
so is your choice ol practically evervthing
else that goes into vyour custom-built
Peterbilt. For you, along with Pete’s en-
gincers, decide which engine you want,
what size, which slickshifting gearbox,
how many gears, whether you want two
or three axles (the extra tolls are well
worth it for that exira set of wheels),
which drive ratios you'll be happiest with
to gee the most satisfactory performance
lrom the rest of the drive line—whether
climbing the Rockies, cruising along the
mierstates or tooling around town. And
vou'll find power steering worth it for
parking downtown. Then you decide
what appointments you want in that dis-
tinctive, taut aluminum body, painted
any onc of Peterbilt’s more than three
dozen color combinations or, il you pre-
fer, painted in a design of your own, in
any colors you choose, to personalize the
vehicle and label it you. In the interior
of that cight-loot-wide caly, vou'll find it
well worth the extra 5240 or so [or an air-
cushioned driver’s seat, a seat that makes
certain that the big steering wheel will
never gel m your way, no matter what
position you happen to find vourself in.
And it should never get in your way—
not with a SIMO air-conditioned master
bedroom right behind the seat. It is im-
perative in this vehicle o have a twin-
sized bed, with piped-in stereo music,
climate controlled temperature and insu-
lated, cushioned walls (a perleat place 1o
hang your original Mucha poster). All
this goes wherever you do to comlort you

184 on those long nights out.

In addition to the driving excitement
that comes with owning a big purple
Pete is the just as real, and just as power-
ful, static excitement. There you are, sit-
ting at a stop light, ten fect above the
road with a maze of switches and gauges
in front of you, around you and even
above your head, gauges and controls for
things that lesser men don't even know
exist, let alone are necessary for the better
automotive life. Air pressure? Most men
think that has to do only with tires. Front
and rear driveline temperature? (What
the hell s that?) Sitting at an intersec-
tion on those threefoot-tall tires, with,
ol course, aluminum wheels, and feeling
the power surging beneath you—liter-
ally—since you are actually sitting on top
of the engine, you can see over the roofs
ol the other vehicles to calmly survey the
traffic situation and, always, enjoy the
view, while all the other drivers can see,
in total frustration, is your chrome bump-
cr, level with their windshields.

And so, as you and a ladylriend roll
off, long into the night, perhaps two
states away, to catch The Maltese Falcon
at a drive-in where you are certain to he
the center of atwraction, you know you
won’t have to worry about running out
of gas, not with two chromed 100-gallon
saddle tanks full of cheaper, plentiful
diesel fuel tucked under the cab. You
know you won't have to ruin every Friday
night waiting in line to hll up. No, you'll
be out on the road enjoying life. And
what a way to cnjoy it, indeed. Watch-
ing a movie through that distortion-free,
[ull-cab-width, unique four-piece wind-
shield—no squinting and nobody’s roof
in your way—and you can even watch
from bed.

There is nothing to match this distinc-
tive, luxurious and vet so sporty Peterbilt
cab-over as the perfectly individualized
personal vehicle for today’s man and his
companion. You'll find it well worth its
over $10,000 price and six-month wait to
have it built just for you. But, alas, what
do you do when there are more than just
the two ol you? The mtimate tractor
tratler will not sufhice. Then you must
turn to one ol your other vehicles—say,
your fire engine.

What better way for the superb host to
take a group of [riends for an old-
[ashioned picnic than in—and on—an

_American La France pumper? You can
not only carry all your [riends, food and
other pienic diversions but you am also
carry and deliver all the liguid refresh-
ment anvone could desire. Think of it: a
beautiful Sunday in late August, a sunny
and warm morming that promises to be
not too hot—what a day for a picnic!
The only drawback is that almost every-
body else in town has the same wdea and
those who haven’t are on their way to the
beach. The roads are jammed past capac-
ity. You, however, will be a model of

virtue in your single vehicle, conserving
gallons of fuel, and you will be rewarded
for your unselfishness. You can beat all
that traflic by riding right down the fire
Lane. Why, you have only to ring the bell
at intersections, and if your town has the
Opticom emergency-trafhic-control system,
you won't even have to do that; vou'll be
able to change all your traffic lights to
green as you approach them. You'll be
out of town and out of traflic in no time.
And il the unforescen happened, you
could have your picnic right there on the
truck. By removing the 1500 feet of hose,
you would reveal more than enough
room for a party. Of course, il you order
a portable, light-giving gasoline-powered
generator and accompanving spotlights,
you can have that party well into the
night. And when the picnic is over, no
matter where you have it, Smokey the
Bear will not have any complaint with
the way you lcave the area, despite the
size of the bonfire.

In 1832, when John F. Rogers started
his fire-cxtinguisher company in New
York, he could not have imagined that
almost 150 years later his company would
be turning out the cpitome of elegant
yet practical fun vehicles—the American
La France. The Century Series pumper,
powered by the venerable Detroit Diesel
six-cvlinder diesel, offers such mdispen-
sable [leatures as a stainlesssteel 500-
gallon booster tank that is warranteed
for five years, in this day of ever-shorten-
ing and limited automotive warranties.
The cab and pumper scctions of this
truck are flex-jointed for improved road-
ability and handling. And in the luxuri-
ous cab, there is indirect heat to keep
vou warm and comfortable in the most
adverse weather, as well as five separate
seats, each one having a fine view of the
road through optional clectric windows.
Offered, of cowrse, are optional armrests,
along with your own gold-leal decal de-
signs and paint jnb. After all, you'll want
the sharpest 75,000 rig on the block,
with a stainless-steel bumper and double
chrome towing hooks, along with that
highly practical and yet so elegantly de-
signed oversized lighted chrome pump-
gauge pancl on the side ol the truck—a
panel that conveniently swings out of the
way [or servicing the double impeller
pump, capable of delivering 1500 gallons
ol whatever ligquid you may be serving,
per minute, lorcing it through three-inch
hose, to matke sure cveryone gets his
shiare. Of course, the diamond  plate
decks are all aluminum to end the peren-
nial painting problem. And the siven, air
horns and bell are all chromed. so you
won't worry about corresion, no matter
how wet it gets.

And, wet or dry, your fire engine al-
ways looks right. Alter all, how can it
miss, with all that stainless steel and

(concluded on page 270)
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MANY HAPPY RETURNS

Green textured cotton/royon shirt with spread button-
down collar ond barrel cuffs, by New Man, $40, goes with
a loosely knotted narrow tie, from Barney's All-American
Sportswear, $8. Haven’t we heord that song before?

It used to be that wing-collor shirts were worn only when you
stepped out in soup-and-fish. Here, wings have been added
to a pinstripe shirt, from Pierre Cordin for Ecgle Shirt-
mokers, $25. Under them is a tweed tie, from Resilio, $12.50.




shirts with wing, round and buttondown collars worn
with narrow ties? who said you can’t go home again?

To round out your wardrobe, we suggest you try this vari-

If you're the shy, retiring type, forget about this multi-
able-striped polished-cotton shirt that has a small curved

collar and barrel cuffs, by Hathaway, $28.50; warn with a

coler windowpane-plaid cotton/polyester shirt featuring a
casually knotted narrow silk tie, by Vicky Davis, about $9.

medium-spread collar and barrel cuffs, $18.50, that’s shown
with a silk tie, $18.50, bath from Chaps by Ralph Lauren.




PLAYROY

FALLING ANGEL

(continued from page 180)

“The receptionist had large breasts and slim hips.
Her hair was on the brassy side of platinum.”

was a photo from Life. It was taken at
Dickie Wells's bar in Harlem and showed
Johnny leaning against a baby grand,
singing along with a Negro piano player
named Edison “Toots” Sweer. There
was a piece from Downbeal claiming the
singer went out to Coney Island once a
week whenever he was in town and had
his palm read by a gypsy fortuncteller
named Madam Zora.

The last item was a squib in Walter
Winchell's column dated 11/20/42 an-
nouncing that Johnny Favorite was
breaking off his two-year engagement to
Margaret Krusemark, daughter of Ethan
Krusemark, the shipping millionaire.

I shuffled all of this stuff together, got
a manila envelope out of the bottom
drawer and stuffed it inside. Then, on a
hunch, I dug out the glossy of Favorite
and called the number in the Brill Build-
ing stamped on the back.

“Warren Wagner Associates,”
swered a perky [emale voice.

I gave her my name and made an ap-
pointment to see Mr. Wagner at noon,

®

The Brill Building was at 49th and
Broadway. Walking up from 43rd, I
tried to remember how the square looked
the night I saw it for the first time. So
much had changed. It was New Year's
Eve ol "43. An entire year of my life had
vanished. T was [resh out of an Army
hospital with a brand-new face and noth-
ing but loose change in my pockets,
Someone had lifted my wallet earlier in
the evening, taking all I owned: driver’s
license, discharge papers, dog tags, the
works. Caught up in the vast crowd and
surrounded by the clectric pyrotechnics
of the spectaculars, T [elt my past slough-
ing away like a shed snakeskin. I had no
identification, no money, no place to
live, and knew only that 1 was heading
downtown. That was when I saw the
lights in the Crossroads office and played
a hunch that led me to Ernie Cavalero
and a job I've never left,

Outside the Brill Building, a tramp in
a tattered Army greatcoat paced back
and forth, muttering, “Scumbag, scum-
bag,” to all who entered. I checked the
directory and located Warren Wagner
Associates, surrounded by dozens of song
pluggers, prize-fight promoters and fly-by-
night music publishers. A creaking ele-
vator ook me to the eighth floor. The
receptionist was knitting when I opened
the office door. “You Mr. Angel?" she
asked, forming her words around a wad

an-

188 of gum.

I said that I was and got a card out
of my dummy wallet. It had my name
on it but said I was a representative of
the Occidental Life and Casualty Corp.
The receptionist pincered the card be-
tween fingernails as green and glossy as
beetle wings. She had large breasts and
slim hips and emphasized them with a
pink angora sweater and a tight black
skirt. Her hair was on the brassy side of
platinum. “Mr. Wagner will see you
right away,” she said.

I said thanks and went in. The inner
oflice was half the size of the cubbyhole
outside. A cigarette-scrred wooden desk
took up most of the floor space. Behind
it, a young man in shirt sleeves was shav-
ing with an electric razor. “Five min-
utes,” he said, holding up his hand, palm
outward so I could count his fingers,

I sat my attaché case on the worn
green rug and stared at the kid as he fin-
ished shaving. He had curly, rust-colored
hair and freckles. Beneath his horn-
rimmed glasses, he couldn’t have been
much more than 24 or 25.

“Mr. Wagner?” I asked when he
switched off the razor,

‘tx_{a?‘!

“Mr. Warren Wagner?”

“That's right.”

“Surely you're not the saine man who
was Johnny Favorite’s agene?”

“You're thinking about Dad. Fm War-
ren, Junior.”

“Then it's your father I'd like to
speak to.” :

“You're out of luck. He's heen dead
four years.”

“lseei

“What’s this all about>” Warren, Jr.,
Ieaned back in his leatherette chair and
clasped his hands behind his head.

“Jonathan Liebling is named a bene-
ficiary in a policy owned by one of our
customers, This office was given as his
address.”

Warren Wagner, Jr., started to Iaugh.
“That’s terrific,” he snorted. “Really ter-
rific. Johnny Favorite, the missing heir.”

“Quite frankly, I [ail to see the humor
in all this.”

“Yeah? Well, lemme draw you a pic-
ture. Johuny Favorite is flat on his back
in a nut hatch. He's been a tumip for
nearly twenty years.”

“Say, that's a wonderful joke. Know
any other good ones?”

“You don’t understand,” he said,
taking off his glasses and wiping his eyes.
“Johnny Favorite was Dad’s big score.
He sank every penny he had in the world

into buying his contract from Spider
Simpson. Then, just as he was riding
high, Favorite got dralted. The Army
sends a million-dollar property to North
Alrica and ships home a sack ol potatoes.”

I stood up. “Can vou give me the name
and address of the hospital where Favor-
ite is a patient?”

“Ask my secretary. She must have it
tucked away someplace.”

L]

I rode the Seventh Avenue IRT one
stop to Times Square to save shoe leath-
er. After struggling out of my overcoat,
I sat down hehind my desk and took 2
look at the photos and clippings I'd been
lugging around. I stared at Johnny TFa-
vorite’s smarmy smile until I could no
longer stomach it. Where do you search
for a guy who was never there to begin
with?

The Winchell column was as brittle
with age as the Dead Sea Scrolls. I rercad
the item about the end of Favorite’s en-
gagement and dialed Walt Rigler’s num-
ber over at the Times.

* Lo, Walt,” T said. “It’s me again. I
need to know some stuff about Ethan
Krusemark.”

“The big-shot shipowner?”

“The very same. I'd like whatever
you've got on him, plus his address. I'm
especially interested in his daughter’s
broken engagement to Johnny Favorite
back in the early Forties.”

“Johnny Favorite again. He seems to
be the man of the hour.”

“He's the star of the show. Can you
help me out?”

“I'll check with the Woman's News,”
he said. “They cover society and all its
dirty doings. Call you back in a couple
minutes."”

After Walt hung up, I dialed Local
802 of the American Federation of Mu-
sicians. Alter a bit of searching, they were
able to provide me with Cornelius “Spi-
der” Simpson’s address and phone num-
ber in Los Angeles. All they had on
Edison Sweet was his agent’s number, but
I was in luck. Toots was currently play-
ing uptown at the Red Rooster on 138th
Street. Next, I tried Spider Simpson in
L.A. but connected with the maid. She
was Mexican. I managed to leave my
name and office number, along with the
general impression that it was a matter
ol importance,

I hung up and the phone rang
before I lifted my hand. It was Walt
Rigler. “Here's the poop,” he said.
“Krusemark’s very top-drawer now: char-
ity balls, social register, all that sort of
thing. Has an office in the Chrysler
Building. His residence is number two
Sutton Place; phone number's in the
book. You got thatz"

I said it was all down in black and
white, and he went on. “OK. Krusemark
wasn't always so upper crust. He worked
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as a merchant seaman in the early Twen-
ties and it's rumored he made his first
money smuggling bootleg hootch. He
started putting his own fleet together
during the Depression, all Panama regis-
try, of course.”

“What about his daughter?” I asked.

“Margaret Krusemark; born 1922; fa-
ther and mother divorced in 1926. The
mother committed suicide later that same
year. Margaret met Favorite at a col-
lege prom. He was singing with the
band. Their engagement was the society
scandal of 1941. Seems that he was the
one who broke things off, though no one
knows why anymore, The girl was gen-
erally regarded as something of a crack-
pot, so maybe that was the reason.”

“What sort of crackpot?”

“The kind with visions. She used to
tell fortunes at parties. People thought it
was cute for a while, but it got too rich
for their blue blood when she started
casting spells.”

“Is this on the level?”

“Absolutely. She was known as the
Witch of Wellesley.”

“Where is she now?”

“No one I talked to seemed to know.
Society editor says she doesn't live with
her father and she’s not the type who
gets invited to the Peacock Ball at the
Waldorf, so we haven't got anything on
her over here. The last mention she got
in the Times was on her departure for
Europe ten years ago. She may still be
there.”

“Walt, you've been a big help. I'd start
reading the Times if they ran comic
strips.”

I got the phone book out of the desk
and ran my finger down a page in the
K section. There was a listing for a
Krusemark, Ethan, and a Krusemark
Maritime, Inc., as well as a Krusemark,
M., Astrological Consultations. This one
seemed worth a try. The address was 881
Seventh Avenue. I dialed the number
and let it ring. A woman answered.

“I got your name through a friend,” I
said. “Personally, I don’t put much stock
in the stars, but my fiancée is a true be-
liever. I thought I'd surprise her and
have both our horoscopes done.”

“My desk calendar is completely clean
for the afternoon,” she said, “so whatever
is convenient for you."

“How about right away? Say in half an
hour?”

“That would be wonderful.”

I gave her my name. She thought my
name was wonderful, too, and told me
her apartment was in Carnegie Hall. I
said 1 knew where to find it and hung
up.

L ]

I took the uptown BMT to 57th Street

and climbed the exit stairs that let me

190 out on the comer by the Nedick’s near

Carnegie Hall. A bum shuffled up and
tapped me for a dime as I headed for the
studio entrance.

The lobby of the Carnegie Hall Stu-
dios was small and barren of decoration.
I got in the elevator and gave M. Kruse-
mark’s name to an ancient operator who
resembled a Balkan army pensioner in
his ill-fitting uniform. He looked at my
shoes and said nothing. After a moment,
he shoved the metal gate closed and we
started up.

M. Krusemark’s name was painted on
her door in gold letters and, beneath it,
an odd symbol that looked like the letter
M with an upturned arrow as a tail. I
rang the bell and waited. High-heeled
footsteps tapped on the floor.

“Yes?"” asked a voice inside.

“I'm Harry Angel,” I said. “I called
earlier about an appointment.”

“Why, of course. Just a minute,
please.” I heard the chain sliding free
and the door opened. “Do come in,”
she said, standing aside for me to enter.

She was dressed all in black, like a
weekend bohemian in a Village coffee-
house. Her catgreen eyes burned at me
from out of a pale, angular face, Walt
Rigler had indicated she was about 36
or 37 years old, but without any make-
up, she looked much older. Her only
ornament was a gold medallion hanging
from her neck on a simple chain. It was
an upside-down five-pointed star.

Neither of us said a word and I found
myself staring at the dangling medallion.
A five-pointed star was engraved on the
ring that Dr. Albert Fowler was no long-
er wearing when I found his body locked
in the upstairs bedroom. Here was the
missing piece in the puzzle.

The revelation hit me like an ice-water
enema, raising the hackles along the back
of my neck. What had happened to the
doctor’s ring? It might have been in his
pocket; I didn't go through his clothes;
but why would he take it off before blow-
ing his brains out? And if he didn’t re-
move it, who did?

I felt the woman's fox-fire eyes focused
on me. “You must be Miss Krusemark,” I
said to break the silence.

“I am,"” she answered without smiling.

“I saw your name on the door but
didn’t recognize the symbol.”

“My sign,” she said, closing and relock-
ing the door. “I'm a Scorpio.” She stared
at me for a long moment, as if my eyes
were peepholes revealing some interior
scene, “And you?”

“Me?”

“What's your sign?”

“I don’t really know,” I said. “Astrolo-
gy's not one of my strong points.”

“When were you born?”

“June second, 1920.” 1 gave her John-
ny Favorite's birth date just to try her
out, and for a split second 1 thought I

caught a faraway flicker in her intense,
emotionless stare.

“Gemini,” she said. “The twins. Curi-
ous; I once knew a boy born the very
same day.”

“Really? Who was that?”

“It doesn’t matter,” she said. "It was
a long, long time ago. How rude of me
to keep you standing here in the hall.
Please come in and have a seat.”

I followed her out of the murky hall
into a spacious, high-ceilinged studio liv-
ing room. There were ferns of all de-
scriptions and palms towering to the
ceiling. Greenery dangled from hanging
planters. Miniature rain forests steamed
within enclosed glass terrariums,

“Beautiful room,” I said, as she took
my overcoat and folded it over the back
of a couch.

“Yes, it's wonderful, isn't it? I've been
very happy here.” She was interrupted by
a sharp whistling in the distance. “Would
you like some tea?” she asked. “I just put
the kettle on when you arrived.”

“Only if it’s no trouble.”

“No trouble at all. The water's al-
ready boiling.” She gave me a wan half-
smile and hurried oftf to deal with the
insistent whistling. I took a closer look
around.

Exotic knickknacks crowded every
available surface. Temple flutes and
prayer wheels, Hopi fetishes and papier-
méaché avatars of Vishnu ascending out
of the mouths of fishes and turtles. An
obsidian Aztec dagger carved in the
shape of a bird glittered on a bookshelf.
I scanned the haphazard volumes and
spotted the I Ching, a copy of Oaspe
and several of the Evan-Wentz Tibetan
series.

When M. Krusemark returned carry-
ing a silver tray and tea set, I was stand-
ing by a window thinking about Dr.
Fowler's missing ring. She placed the
service on a low table.

I joined her on the couch. “That's a
familiar face.” I nodded at an oil por-
trait of an aging pirate in a tuxedo.

“My father, Ethan Krusemark.” Tea
swirled into translucent china cups.

There was the hint of a roguish smile
on the determined lips, a glint of ruth-
lessness and cunning in eyes as green as
his daughter’s. “He’s the shipbuilder,
isn't he? I've seen his picture in Forbes.”

“He hated the painting. Said it was
like having a mirror that got stuck.
Cream or lemon?”

“I'll take it straight, thanks.”

She handed me the cup. “It was done
last year. I think it's a wonderful like-
ness. Would you believe he’s over sixty?
He always looked ten years younger than
his age. His sun is in trine with Jupiter,
a very favorable aspect.”

I let the mumbo jumbo pass and said
that he looked like a swashbuckling
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captain in the pirate movies I'd seen as a
kid.

“Very true. When I was in college, all
the girls in the dorm thought he was
Clark Gable.”

I sipped my tea. It tasted like ferment-
ing peaches. “My brother knew a girl
named Krusemark when he was at
Princeton,” I said. “She went to Welles-
ley and told him his fortune at a prom.”

“That would have been my sister, Mar-
garet,” she said. “I'm Millicent. We're
twins. She's the black witch in the fam-
ily; I'm the white one.”

I felt like a man waking from a dream
of riches, his golden treasure melting
like mist between his fingers. “Does your
sister live here in New York?" I asked,
keeping up the banter. I already knew
the answer,

“God, no. Maggie moved to Paris over
ten years ago. Haven't seen her in an
age. What's your brother's name?”

The entire charade hung limply over
me like the skin of a deflated balloon.
“Jack,” I said.

“I don't remember Maggie ever men-
tioning a Jack. Of course, there were so
many young men in her life in those
days. I need for you to answer some ques-
tions.” She reached for a leather pad-and-
pencil set on the table. “So I can do
your chart.”

“Fire away.”

“You were born on June second,
1920, she said. “There’s quite a bit I
know about you from that fact alone.”

“Tell me all about myself.”

Millicent Krusemark fixed me with her
feline stare. "I know that you're a natural
actor,” she said. “Playing roles comes
easily, Although you are deeply con-
cerned with discovering the truth, lies
flow from your lips without hesitation.”

“Pretty good. Go on.”

“Cruelty comes easily to you, yet you
find it inconceivable that you are so
gifted at hurting others. On one hand,
you are methodical and tenacious, but
by contrast, you place great stock in in-
tuition.” She smiled. *When it comes to
women, you prefer them young and
dark.”

“A-plus,” 1 said. “You were right on
the money.” And she was. She had it
down pat. Only one problem: wrong
birthday; she was telling my fortune with
Johnny Favorite’s vital statistics. “Do you
know where I can meet some dark young
women?"’

“T'll be able to tell a great deal more
once I have what I need.” The white
witch scribbled on her note pad. “I can't
guarantee the girl of your dreams, but I
can be more specific. Here, I'm jotting
down star positions for your chart. Not
yours, really, that boy I mentioned.
Your horoscopes are undoubtedly simi-
lar."”

“I'm game,”

Millicent Krusemark frowned, study-
ing her notes. “This is a period of great
danger. You have been involved in a
death quite recently, within a week at
least, The medical profession is involved.
Unfavorable aspects are very strong. Be-
ware of strangers.”

I stared at this odd woman in black
and felt invisible fear tentacles encircle
my heart. How did she know so much?
“What's that ornament around your
neck?”

*This?” The woman's hand paused at
her throat like a bird resting in flight.
“Just a pentacle. Brings good luck.”

Dr. Fowler's pentacle didn’t bring him
much luck, but then, he wasn't wearing
it when he died. Or did someone take the
ring after killing the old man?

“I need additional information,” Milli-
cent Krusemark said, her filigreed gold
pencil poised like a dart. “When and
where was your fiancée born? I need to
determine longitude and latitude.”

I adlibbed some phony dates and
places and made the ritual gesture of
glancing at my wrist watch before plac-
ing my cup on the table. We rose to-
gether, as if on a lift. “Thanks for the
tea.”

.

I dug out a cigarette on the way down
in the elevator and lit it as soon as I
hit the street. The March wind felt
cleansing. I walked slowly down Sev-
enth, trying to make sense out of the
nameless fear that had seized me back
in the astrologer's bosky apartment. I
knew it had 1o be a con, verbal sleight
of hand, like encyclopedia salesmanship.
“Beware of strangers.” That was the sort
of bullshit you got for a penny along
with your weight. She had suckered me
with her oracle’s voice and hypnotic eyes.

I took the rest of the afternoon off,
relaxing at a double featire, and then
headed to Gallagher's and the best
steak in town. I finished my cigar and
second cup of coffee about nine, paid
my check and caught a cab on Broad-
way for the eight blocks down to my
garage. It was time to go uptown and
hear some music.

Crossing 125th Street, everything was
bright as Broadway. Farther along,
Small’s Paradise and Count Basie’s place
seemed alive and well. I found a park-
ing spot across Seventh Avenue from the
Red Rooster and crossed on the green.

The Red Rooster was plush and dark.
The tables around the bandstand were
caowded with uptown celebrities, big
spenders with their bare-armed ladies
glittering beside them in a rainbow dis-
play of sequined, strapless evening
gowns.

I found a stool at the bar and ordered
a snifter of Remy Martin. Edison Sweet's
trio was on deck, but from where 1
was sitting, I saw only the piano player’s

back as he hunched over the keyboard.
Bass and electric guitar were the other
instruments.

The band was playing a blues, the gui-
tar darting in and out of the melody like
a2 hummingbird. The piano throbbed
and thundered. Above the moody, shift-
ing bass rhythms, Toots traced an intri-
cate lament, and when he sang, his voice
was bittersweetr with suffering:

“I got them voodoo blues,

Them evil hoo-doo blues.

Petro Loa won’t leave me alone;

Every night I hear the zombies
moan.

Lord, I got them mean ol voodoo
blues.”

When the set ended, I told the bar-
tender I wanted to buy the group a
drink. He filled their orders and nodded
in my direction.

The two sidemen picked up their
drinks, shot me a glance and moved off
into the crowd. Toots Sweet took a stool
at the end of the bar. I collected my
glass and made my way over to him.

“Just wanted to say thanks,” I said,
climbing onto the next stool. “You're an
artist, Mr. Sweet.”

“Call me Toots, son. I don't bite.”

“Toots it is, then.”

Toots Sweet had a face as broad and
dark and wrinkled as a slab of cured
tobacco. His thick hair was the color of
cigar ash. He filled a shiny blueserge
suit to the bursting point, yet the feet
encased in  two-tone black-and-white
pumps were as small and delicate as a
woman’s.

“I liked the blues you played at the
end,” I said.

“Wrote that one day in Houston, years
ago, on the back of a cocktail napkin.”
He laughed. The sudden whiteness of
his smile split his dark face like the end
of a lunar eclipse. One of his front teeth
was capped in gold. The white enamel
underneath gleamed through a cutout
shaped like an inverted five-pointed star.
It was something you noticed right away.

*“That your home town?”

“Houston? Lord, no, I was just visit-
in".”

“Where're you from?”

“Me? Why, I'm a New Orleans boy,
born and bred. You're lookin' at an am-
fropologist’s dee-light. I played in Story-
ville cribhouses fore I was fo-teen. 1
knew all that gang, Bunk and Jelly and
Satchelmouth. I went up ‘de ribber’ to
Chicago. Haw, haw, haw.” Toots roared
and slapped his big knees. The rings on
his stubby fingers flashed in the dim
light.

“You're putting me on,” I said.

“Maybe just a little bit, son. Maybe
Just a little bit.”

(continued on page 246)



Hungarian-born Stephen Vizinczey's novel
In Praise of Older Women, which sold some
3,000,000 copies world-wide, is a sexual
odyssey involving over a dozen women. The
movie version can handle only seven, the
last of whom is Helen Shaver (at right),
playing a newly liberated housewife whom
Andras, the film's protagonist, meets in
1959 after having emigrated from
Hungary to Canada, where he has become
a philosophy professor—not to mention a
highly accomplished seducer.

OBSERVING
“OLDER
WOMEN”

from canada, a country

that usually exports hockey
players, comes a new film
that promises a very lovely—
and very warm—autumn

Tom Berenger, Hollywood's new golden
boy, plays Andras—who begins his career
as a womanizer under the tutelage of a
knowledgeable lover, Maya—plaoyed by
Karen Black (center right). That all happens
during Andras’ student days in pre-
revolutionary Budapest; some years later,
Andras meets a frigid French journalist,
Alexandra Stewart (right), with whom he
gaes from tubbery to toe kissing. Berenger’s
most recent role was as Diane Keaton's
murderer in Looking for Mr. Goodbar.,
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coprobUCER Robert Lantos and
director George Kaczender hope that
their film, In Praise of Older Women,
after its September world premiere

in Toronto, will be the break-through
work that finally puts Canadian
movies on the map—with a boost
from its magnetic male star, Tom

Top: Shover (in Berenger's embrace) is
anly 27—but manages to be convincing
in her role as a once-shy matran turned
seasoned swinger. ’Helen and Tam hit it
off at once,” says directar George
Kaczender. “’She did a dynamite screen
test—it was absalutely electrifying.”

Berenger. “For too many people,”
Lantos observes, “Canadianism is
identified with boredom.” Older
Women boasts a number of realistic
love scenes, but Lantos feels he won't
have censorship problems—except
maybe in Ontario. "*Alter all, Pretty
Baby was banned there.”

French film buffs know Canadian-born
Alexandra Stewart (phatographed at right
exclusively for PLAYBOY) as a gifted, aris-
tacratic beavty wha appeared in Frangois
Truffaut’s Day for Night and was once
directar Lovis Malle's lady. Above, she's
abed with the seemingly tireless Andras.
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Cocktails since 1875,

Prepared by The Club DIstlling Co., Hartford, CT.

AUTHENTIC SPERRY TOP-SIDER"

CAN YOU IMAGINE CLIMBING
TOTHE TOP OF THE CORPORATE
LADDER FAKINGIT?

Theres really only one authentic Sperry Top-Sider, and

we can't imagine why you'd want to take a false step in a pair -

of look-alikes. Can you?

SPERRY TOP-SIDER? %=
AUTHENTICITY HAS ITS OWN REWARDS

KINGS

(continued from page 160)

“In South Philadelphia,
homosexualz'ty means
drag queens.”

ushered into a room where perhaps a
dozen reporters wait at the ready. Gold-
en solemnly nods at the group and places
himself behind a desk. A potted poinset-
tia droops directly over his head. He
looks like a bruised angel with a scarlet
halo.

A fellow officer begins the conference
by passing photographs of the three sus-
pects to each of the newsmen. “Just a
few minutes ago,” Golden says, “we ob-
tained warrants charging each of these
persons with murder, three counts of
robbery, attempted murder, aggravated
assault and criminal conspiracy. The
warrants are based on evidence obtained
during the police investigation.” Golden
describes each of the suspects. His infor-
mation is sparse:

Felix Melendez, aged 20, 597, 135
pounds, slender build, green eyes,
shoulder-length hair, light complexion,
birthmark on the outer right thigh and
scar on abdomen.

Salvatore Soli, aged 37, 54", 128
pounds, slender build, brown eyes, dark
brown hair, mustache, dark complexion,
track marks on both arms, tattoos on
right forearm of two hearts and a dove
and the words MoM AND DAD. Tattoos on
the left upper arm of a cross, a heart
and a rose.

Steven Maleno, aged 25, 5'9%, slender,
muscular, dark hair, olive complexion,
track marks, married.

Golden maintains that robbery was the
motive in the case. He doesn’t comment
on whether or not the men are involved
in drug traffic or had homosexual in-
volvements. Nor does he talk about a
relationship between any of the men and
Knight, “All three are dangerous,” he
admiuts. “All three come [rom South
Philadelphia.”

Even with my [ragmentary knowledge
of the city, that last reference to South
Philly says something about the sus-
pects. Mayor Rizzo hails from South
Philly. He's the former cop, the big hero
and the idol of the community, the local
boy who made good. They love it when
he returns in a limousine and waves to
them. Family honor is big there, too.
People protect their relatives. Call some-
one’s sister a whore and you'll ind your
head bashed in. No big deal is made of
the Mafia. It supports the community.
Better the Mafia than the liberal politi-
cians is the feeling.

Homosexuality in South Philadelphia



means drag queens. They're spottable.
They wear their gayness on the outside
and they're accepted as freaks of na-
ture. The toughs protect them. They
banter with them. “Hey, swectic, who's
your date for tonight? Wanna give me a
Llow job:"

“It's not big enough, honey, I want a
real man.”

A man who is homosexual but dresses
like evervone else and passes is a threat.
If a member of a South Philadelphia
gang is suddenly discovered hanging out
with a homosexual for reasons other than
hustling, procuring or beating the day-
lights out of him, his contemporaries
most likely rough him up and banish
him forever from the paternal breast.
Naturally. the Church doesn't ike [airies.
They're an abomination. It's right there
in the Bible. Check Lewviticus. In South
Philadelphia, machismo is all.

It is late. It's been it long dav. It is as
il Provincetown has never happened. I
return to the Warwick and sleep.

-

The murder had taken place Sunday
morning. December 7, 1975. The evening
had started innocently enough with a
dinner party at La Trufle, which Knight
himself had hosted. His guests were Mr.
and Mys. Janensch and Dr. and  Mus.
John McKinnon.

I[ there was a purpose to the occasion,
it was to celebrate the McKkinnons™ visit
to Philadelphia. McKinnon and Knight
had been roommates at Harvard in the
Iate  Sixties and had kept in  touch
through the years. In fact, Knight was
best man at the McKinnons' wedding,
but the McKinnons had not wvisired
Knight since he moved to Philadelphia
more than a year before. They had
planned o stay the weekend as his house
euests, to be shown around the city by
himn, to generally have a whiz-bang time.

Earlier that day, they had checked mto
Knight's apartment, rested, seen a bit ol
the town. had a couple of cocktails, then
ambled off 10 La Trulfe. Dinner con-
sisted of four pheasants, which Knight
had shot in South Dakota a couple ot
months belore and which the restaurant
had prepared especially for him and his
Zuests.

As usual, there was plemiv 1o drink,
and Knight plaved the debonair host as
he suggested the best Scowch before din-
ner, rare wines with cach course and
cordials to climax the gowrmet meal.
Conversation was light, sometimes spar-
kling: no one got drunk; giddy, perhaps,
but in full control.

AU12:20 aar, the Janensches said good
night, leaving Knight and the McKin-
nons [ree to return 1o his apariment.

Once home, Dr. McKinnon and
Knight drvank Dbrandy and reminisced
about the old days—and Rosemary Mc-
Kinnon dozed off on her hushand’s lap.

Shortly after one A.ar., the phone rang.
Knight answered, spoke to the caller
softly but with more than a hint of an-
novance in his voice. The doctor over-
heard part of the conversation. He heard
Knight say, “I can’t see you tonight. I've
got house guests.”

When Knight hung up the phone, he
explained casually to McKinnon that
the call was from a procurer who set him
up with girls. It was an explanation that
needn’t have been made, and one that
embarrassed the rather proper doctor.

About three A, the phone rang
again. Knight was more abrupt with the
caller this time. Alter hanging up, he
suggested that the McKinnons retire to
the guest room.

McKinnon speculated that Knight
might be having a girl come by. He and
his wile bade their chum good night—
both men were quite smashed by then—
and shulfled off to bed.

At four aar, the doorbell rang. Knight
answered: It was the phone caller.
Knight explained he couldn’t let him in,
but the caller made a ruckus in the hall-
way, pleading. I love vou, John. I must
see you.”

Eventually, Knight opened the door.
The man pushed past him. The man was
Felix Melendez, accompanied by Steven
Maleno and Salvatore Soli.

Thev forced Knight to his bedroom,
Even with lus paunch, Knight was as
strong as an ox and didn’t give in easily.
Still. he was tipsy. His targets were not
easilv  discernible. They overpowered
him. One of them knocked his head
against a Ming vase. Once he was down,
they used belts and ropes and socks to
tic his legs together and bind his hands
behind his back. They gagged his mouth
with his best silk neckties.

Then they ransacked the apartment.
In the guest room, they discovered the
McKinnons. Rosemary McKinnon was
ordered naked [rom the bed. The doctor
was unbudgeable. Too many drinks—he
was out like a light. The men did not
force him to awaken. Instead, Soli made
Mrs. McKinnon walk through the apart-
ment. open desk drawers and assist him
in the search for valuables. She remem-
bers that Seli had a hand gun and that
Melendez roamed the apartment with a
harpoon gun and a scuba-diving knile.
When she and Soli reached Knight's hed-
room, she saw her host lying face down
in the corner. He was not moving.

Nincty minutes into the chaos, the
doorbell rang. It was the Dorchester's
night ateadant, who had come to report
that a neighbor was complaining that
she couldn’t sleep due to the noise.
Melendez told the attendant that he was
Knight's brother-in-law and that the two
were practicing karate. The attendant

(continued on page 221)

Monsieur
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RENAISSANCE ALL-STARS IN ACTION
Galileo
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Johann Gutenberg
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EVERY DAY IN THE EVERYDAY LIFE OF AN EVERYDAY RENAISSANCE MAN
Theology & Philosophy

Intellectual Curiosi
C A .'r'f

| &P Oet set!

T The world...she’s round like this:
_ = She's not flat like You,Queenie!
i S f \ ._I_,-_-’:;_.“
The desire Ryt ) \ G
for exploration ik A W '

and discovery
comes to Columbus.

To be continued.
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THE SEAGRAM'S GIN
MIDNIGHT MARTINI.

= LB
=

| Add a black olive to your martini made
! with Seagram’s Extra Dry Gin, the real BN
secret behind the perfect martini. DOANEY i

TS '. And remember, enjoy our quality

b3

¥ in moderation.

SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO., N'I’lr SD FP[ICIF DISTILLED ORY GM. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN.




TIPS ON KEEPING YOUR LIFESTYLE IN HIGH GEAR

MAN

@
WORK

HOW | GOT MY RAISE

The ill effects of inflation have prompted us to poll
some of our better-heeled colleagues in hopes of picking
up a few pointers on plumping up the pay check. Here-
with the results:

Good, hard work, we discovered, is one of the roughest
routes to higher wages. It scems that unless you've got a
union to beat brows for you, or you work for a company
with mandated salary-review periods, the Horatio Alger
road to riches can be bumpy, indeed. Perseverance and
loyalty are fine [or keeping your job, but they seldom
seem to inspire much in the way of outpourings of cash.

Poverty pleas wrned out to be effective for some, dis-
astrous for others. The typical poor-boy ploys—ostenta-
tious cating of brown-bag lunches at the desk, wearing
the same seedy suit day alter day, elaborate litanies to
the boss of marriage plans (if single), baby plans (if mar-
ried) and alimony payments (il divorced)—somctimes
backfire. Those who did best with the peanut-butter-and-
jelly displays tended to be the younger, [air-haired fcl-
lows. “When I see a kid who looks like he’s hurting,”
one calculating employer confided, “my temptation is to
give him enough of a raise to shape up. But when an
older guy starts coming in looking like Columbo, all I
really want to do is can the bum.”

Threats to quit appeared to be far and away the most
effective way of loosening the pay-check purse strings.
But there's a catch: No one likes to be bullied, and em-
ployces who went to their bosses with inflexible up-or-out
ultimatums found themselves out as often as up. Worse,
some had the gruesome experience of getting the raise
they demanded only to find a pink slip in with their
heavy new salary check a few months later. Their bosses
had taken their direct demand for higher pay as a cue
to start scarching for a replacement.

The lesson, then, is to avoid an either-or scenario. Most
important, don't give your boss a problem, give him a
solution. Try to assume that he really wants to give you
more money and suggest ways he can do so without
causing more waves than he can handle. For example, if
there is a moratorium on wage increases in your com-
pany, suggest, instead, that he give you a merit bonus,
that he increase your expense allowance, that he give you
an extra three wecks' paid vacation.

If that doesn’t work, play on your employer's separa-
tion anxiety with subtle suggestions of impending de-
parture: sudden sartorial splendor coupled with slightly
prolonged lunch hours, frequent “dentist appointments.”
Anything that hints of job interviews will do. One boss
told us that nothing can start him negotiating faster than

the sight of a bald employee suddenly sporting a rug or
a bearded hohemian type parading around the office
spruced up like a Moonie on a missiont.

How did you get your raise? If you have a great story
about your success, write it down concisely and mail it
to Man & Work, rLavsoy, 747 Third Avenue, New York,
New York 10017,

OFFICE FREEBIES

Ever use the company phone to place a cross-country
call to that sizzling stewie from last week’s flight? Ever
photocopy your résumé at company expense? Your novel?
1t probably doesu’t strike you as stealing, exactly, but you
know it’s not the sort of conduct they award merit badges
for, either, And it sure adds up. The American Manage-
ment Associations, which try to keep wrack ol people who
give business the business, estimate that the recent an-
nual cost of pillering in this country was between nine
billion and 14 billion dollars—quite a pile of paper dips
out the door.

The fact is that times have changed and, with them,
people’s definition of a rip-off. “Today if you say to
someone, You're stealing,” remarks AM.A. president
James Hayes, “you're liable to get the reply, ‘Oh, no, this
is adjusted compensation.” In other words, 1 don’t carn
cnough moncey, therefore 1 have to take things to equate
what 1 think I'm worth.”

But [eelings of overexploitation and undercompensa-
tion are only part of the problem. Apparently, workers
can get the itch to snitch whenever ethical standards in
the community or corporation are low. Susan Costello,
who coordinates the AM.A's Crimes Against Business
project, believes that the moral climate of a company
comes from the top. I the bigwigs are putting their
darling daughters” Sweet 16 bashes on the expense ac-
count and jetting ofl for weekends in Puerto Vallarta on
the company plane, the underlings somchow lose their
qualms about stuffing the old briefcase with a stapler.

So where does management draw the line between
friendly freebies and outright larceny? “I don’t think
business really worries 100 much about paper clips and
pencils,” Costello concedes. The general rule of thumb
seems to be that your boss isn’t going to miss a few of the
things that come into, the office supply room in gross
amounts. A couple of manila folders, some Scotch tape
and so forth aren’t likely to set off an internal audit,
whereas a missing clearic pencil sharpener might. How-
cver, some companies are more strict than others, and
you just might be putting your job on the line for a
couple of ballpoints.

surtradrg s Aoqlelg
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Camel Light

: ducipg
the solution.

Until now, low tar cigarettes just
couldn’t deliver that full measure

of taste and satisfaction you want.
But this low tar filter cigarette,

at 9 mg. tar, is different. It's a Camel.
With a richer-tasting Camel blend
that means satisfaction.

The solution is at hand. At last.

= : -

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined [ Ly R eV A R

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
9 mg."tar", 0.8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method,




TIPS ON KEEPING YOUR LIFESTYLE IN HIGH GEAR

THE GOOD LIFE
DOWN
JAMAICA WAY

ometime back in the forgotten Sixties, it was de-

creed that Americans should no longer wavel o

Jamaica, especially il they were white. La vevolu-
cion had come to the black Caribbean and you can bet
your blue eyes you weren’t wanted.

Well, the whole [racas was probably exaggerated in the
first place: we know it's a chimera now. 1, being white,
went to Jamaica recently and felt a lot more comfortable
than on a [ew American streets I could name. My lady
and [ were wiped out by the scenery, the water and the
prices: Jamaica represents the best tropical getaway in
the world within a modest American budget. Why hadn’t
someone iold us sooner?

PARADISE REVISITED

Of the Greater Antilles, or largest islands of the
Caribbean, Jamaica clearly has the most to offer. (The
Lesser Antilles are splendid, but air fares to the far islands
are much higher.) Hispaniola—Haiti and the Dominican
Republic—have true decadent appeal, but the grinding
poverty there can ruin your vacation. Cuba is nice for
austere comrades; a PLAYBOY editor visiting the place last
winter reported only one warm shower in four days. The
U.S. Virgin Islands are a long jump from Miami (about
S180 round trip). [ull of Americans and rather overcom-
mercialized, unless you can afford the expensive serenity
of the Caneel Bay Plantation on St. John's at S75 per
person per day.

Jamaica is a short hop over Cuba ($112 round trip from
Miami), blessed with blue-tinged mountains, lush rain
forests, coffee plantations, flat beaches, picture-postcard
bavs, deep diving grottoes, coral cliffs, near perfect year-
round weather and the historical remnants of a colonial
lifestyle. It is so uncrowded that you can create a private
beach every few hundred yards by tooling around the un.
dulating coast line in a rented car (about S130 per week)
or on a Honda 360 (only S80 per wecek, but not for the
fainthearted). And, unless you get into the deepest bush
where they speak only a semi-English patois, there is
no language barrier.

ON THE BEACH

For $310 per week, you can have a private villa
overlooking a hillside golf course on what is called the
Ironshore Plantation {once covered with sugar cane) just
outside Montego Bay. Our villa included a private 36-foot
swimnming pool on a patio with a panoramic Caribbean
view, four bedrooms (with private bath) opening onto
the pool deck and a large living/dining room with rotat-
ing fans hanging from a cathedral ceiling. The kitchen

came staffed with a cook/maid, but we had to buy
groceries from a small, high-priced store. Also included
in the fee was Sylvester. &t young Jamaican with a gleam-
ing smule, who was live-in watchman, gardener and house
philosophier. We tipped the staff $20 each at week's end.
(Incidentally, S310 is the minimum villa fec for two bed-
rooms—we could have had two more people, at no extra
cost. but we were there o get away from the crowds.)

Our only other company was the occasional braying
donkey and foraging goats passing on a trail nearby. Our
balustraded patio rose high above the receding hillside,
so we enjoyed total privacy swathed in utter tranquillivy.
We told the cook/maid to stay home until noon, so we
could Tall out of bed into the pool wearing nothing at all
for halt the day. Perlect depressurization.

GOING CHEAP

It he Tronshore villas sound too uptownish, you
should motor 65 miles west of Mo Bay to the rustic
simplicity of Negril, which has thaiched-rool A-frames
nestled on diffs at the end of the ceanest. straightest
beach on the island. Its splendid isolation has made
Negril the freak’s hideaway of the Caribbean—ganja and
Bob Marley hang in the air. Negril also has the island’s—
and maybe the world's—finest sunsets, complete with
bamboo chairs and pina coladas facing west. At Rick’s
Calé, vou order a rum punch at the outdoor bar within
sight of Negril Lighthouse, then walk ten feet to the
cliff's edge and join daredevil Jamaican boys in cutofis
plunging down 40 feet into the pristine, coral-fringed
grotto below—a poor man's Acapulco. The Rock House,
a clutch of Tahitistyle reed huts perched on coral out-
croppings connected by small wooden bridges, offers bunk
beds, open-air plumbing and Kitchenettes at $35 per night,

These are low-season prices (April-November). The
weather during Jamaica’s high season remains exactly
the same (sunny, breezy, occasional showers), but there
are a lot more tourists.

The good part ol Jamaica’s outdated bad rep is the
lack of competition [or [acilities. We took tennis lessons
from a local pro at the Holiday Inn for seven dollars per
hour, then played free there for the rest of the week. Goll
and sailing cost a bit more, as do some of the breath-
takingly romantic but expensive outdoor restaurants, We
prefarred the semi-native spots along the coast road. In
one spot, we were served on an outdoor terrace with an
enormous vine-covered wee growing up the middle. At
midalternoon, we had the occan and the wind to our-
selves. Specialties of the house: bluefish and stewed goat.
What are you waiting [or? —PETER ROSS RANGE
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) The Rose’'s Gimlet.
Four parts vodka,one part elegance.

-% To make the Rose’s Gimlet
T

The elegance, of course, is
Rose’s Lime Juice. Which is the
essential ingredient for turning
any vodka into the most elegant
of cocktails.

That's because Rose’s Lime
Juice has an uncanny way
of stimulating the taste of
vodka, gin or light rum without
overasserting itself.

properly, simply stir4to 5 parts
vadka, gin or light rum with
) ! | one part Rose’s Lime Juice.
- ; :
T‘ Serve ice cold, straight up or
. on the rocks.

Tonight, try the Rose’s Gimlet.
It's made with elegance. To
make you feel elegant whenever
you have it.
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TIPS ON KEEPING YOUR LIFESTYLE IN HIGH GEAR

FINDING
THE RIGHT
HEALTH CLUB

]

ealth clubs are serious business. Flamboyant,
Hh)-ped up at times, but serious, Too many people

join them on a whim and never return to use
them. Before doing your bit for national fitness, resolve
these questions im your mind: Do you really want to
devote three days a week to working out in a gym? Do you
really have the time to do it, all good intentions aside? 1
both answers are yes, the first person to talk to is your
doctor. Because of our national eating, drinking and
drug-taking habits, and because the heart-attack danger
zone is now at the age of 35, anyone embarking on a suren-
uous fitness program should have a complete medical
checkup and consider a heart stress test to show how
much physical exertion he can handle.

SIGN-IN FEES

Membership fees for health clubs vary widely. For
example, the Profile Fitness Center for Men, New York
City's foremost spa, asks $269 for one year, 5369 [or two.
It has generous gym space and equipment, with pleasing
decor and such luxurics as a whirlpool and a masseur.
The Beverly Hills Health Club in California, a large,
superlavish establishment, offers everything from free gym
shorts o facilities for nude sun-bathing. Its fees are 5300
for one year, $450 for two. (You'll find that membership
fees usually decrease in proportion to the number of years
for which you sign up.) The Body Center (Los Angeles
and San Francisco), a smart, compact, two-floor Nautilus-
equipped gym, asks $275 for 12 months, $375 for 18
months.

Membership fces buy full use of a club’s facilities, but
you should check them out carcfully before signing any
contracts. A few years ago, some unscrupulous promoters
made news by selling membership contricts for clubs that
didn’t open on schedule, or that did not have the facilitics
promised. Worse, members had no legal recourse, since
their contracts had been turned over to other corporations.

In 1975, the Federal Trade Commission set up guide-
lines for clubs that may become national law. These
protective recommendations have already been voluntar-
ily adopted by many establishments. Some of the benefits
{rom the FTC guidelines include the right of members to
resell unused time on their contracts, if they decide 1o
quit, and prorated refund of the balance of the member-
ship fee, if a member can’t use the club for serious
medical reasons. In addition, many clubs have reciprocal
agrecments with spas in other towns, so members on the
move can transfer their contracts or use those facilities
when visiting, And many clubs now allow you to [reeze
your membership when you go on vacation or are unable

to use the gym because of short-term illness. In New York
City. the Department of Consumer Affairs has sct its own
rules and health clubs there are required to abide by
them. In general, health-club memberships are safe
investments, though in some parts of the country, ques-
tionable practices continue.

CHECK LIST

Make sure, too, that the club you're thinking of joining
has a schedule that will accommedate your own. Some
spas split wecks, with men and women on alternate
days. Other clubs open at dawn, so you can work out
before going to the office. Il your schedule is unpredict-
able, you'll want a gym you Can us¢ itt your convenience.
1f you must cancel workouts frequently because of sched-
ule limitations, you'll find your program falling apart
and your interest in the gym deteriorating.

Resident gym instructors should be knowledgeable
enough or have enough formal training to enable them o
set up a conditioning program suited to your goals and
abilities. They should also be available for consultation,
advice and moral support.

That psychological support is essential 10 a successful
program. especially if you don’t have i workout buddy or
are not strongly self-motivated to exercise. Fitness studies
indicate that a positive psychological attitude is almost as
important to shaping up as physical exercise. I you ap-
proach the gym reluctantly, hating the whole thing. you
can actually hinder the muscle-building process.

OTHER TIPS

Most gyms provide the expected weights and equipment
to deyelop the outer man. Many pliaces now also feature
Nautilus or Universal body-building machines, which are
designed 1o shape you up scientifically and 1o take the
puesswork out of weight waining. While they’ll really
build up your bod rapidly, vou must use them under
supervision at the start or risk spending the rest of your
life walking like Quasimodo.

Lockers should be provided on a daily basis. Many
gyms make available permanent lockers as well, so you
can store your gear on the premises.

Whatever facilities your health club provides, the Locus
will probably be on weight lifting, Despite their cosmetic
cffect, weights alone do not constitute a healthy fitness
regimen. You must combine weight lifting with swim-
ming, cycling, running or some other aerobic exercise
for your heart and lungs. But that's enough talking; it's
time you got busy building up your body. Let's hear it for
physical fitness! —GEORGE MAZZEL
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The Timberland Company, Newmarket, NH 03857

In our family business

there’s three things you don’t mind
spending your money on. Copper tub-
ing. Fast cars. And a fine pair of warm,
dry boots. And that third one is just as
important as the first two. When you’re
crouching down in some gully with your
feet in ice-cold ditch water, never mov-

ing a muscle for hours, whilst them

imherfand

damn Treasury agents snoop around
with their dogs barking and sniffing,
well, that’s the time you’re glad
you didn’t cut corners on your boots.
These boots we bought are fine boots,
well made, need no breaking in. But
to us, that don’t mean so much com-
pared to the way they’re waterproof
and warm.

A whole line of hne leather boots
that cost plenty, and should.




TIPS ON KEEPING YOUR LIFESTYLE IN HIGH GEAR

HOW TO GET A
GOVERNMENT
GRANT

Government and private-foundation grants totaling
over $12,000,000. These grants have been awarded in
education. health carve, energy development, manpower
and employment, counscling, fine arts, law enforcement
and a wide variety of other areas. The fact is, the Federal
Government each year gives away over 20 billion dollars
for an incredible diversity of projects, large and small.
The smallest grant I obtained was for S6000 (it went 1o a
teacher who wanted to try out 2 new curricular approach):
my largest was for $1,200,000 (for a physician to build a
new clinic in an isolated rural area). As a prolessional
grant writer, I wrote those projects for others, but there
1s no reason why you cannot do the same for yoursell.
First, you must understand that it is not really you
who gets the money. You must have (or areate) a legiti-
mate nonprofit corporation lor the purpose of doing some
social good. The legal steps involved in the corporate
birth process are not terribly complex and any attorney
cm assist you. Somewhat more difficult is obtaining the
blessing ol the IRS, which must be convinced that you do
intend to help others rather than just fill your wallet.

I n the past six years, I have written applications for

GETTING THE FACTS
Next comes research. Your nonprofit organization, of

course, is dedicated to doing good works within your own -

areir ol cxpertise. Now you nced to find out what the
Government is funding. Your local library has a copy ol
the Catalogue of Federal Domestic Assistance. Tt lists
Government programs and tells each program’s purposc,
how much money is available and what the range of grant
awards is. Once you have selected the program you're
interested in, ask to see the Federal Register. There you
will find specific rules and regulations, indication of
funding cycles, application deadlines and program priori-
ties. You will also find that the Register is difficult to read
without practice. Don’t despair. Your purposc is to sufh-
ciently [amiliarize yoursell with the program's jargon
before you talk 1o a Government burcaucrat.

The final part ol the rescarch effore is to call the Gov-
ernment agency administering the program in your re-
gion. Ask to speak o the program officer for the project in
question and request that you be sent an application
packet and information on the selection criteria for the
program. While you have that person on the phone. take
the opportunity 1o generally discuss the program’s past,
present and future. Get as much information as possible.
And remember: Government burcaucrats arc not the
enemy; they are usually happy to help and are anxious to

find competent people to operate their programs.

PUTTING IT TOGETHER

That was easy. Now comes the hard part. Assuming
you still want a grant, you must submit a program pro-
posal. Here are a lew tips on proposal writing to increase
your chances of success: First, know what the Government
wants. Read the selection criteria, where it gives point
values for different program components; design your
program to conform to the prioritics the agency has
declared are important to it. Make your document casy
o rcad and understand. Include a table of contents, a
summary at the beginning, a sct ol clearly defined pro-
gram goals and a well-written explanation of how you are
going to spend the money, Have the document profession-
ally typed, atractively bound and carelully reproduced.

Make sure your budget is realistic., Write yoursell in
(program director, consultant, whatever is appropriatc)
for an amount of money that is fair and is based on com-
monly accepted proflessional fees. Don’t claim you can
produce miracles on ridiculously low budgets: The review-
cr will know better and reject your proposal. Don't spend
lavishly, either, Promise a good program value.

Pay particular attention to working relationships you
may have with others that are a special resource of your
organization. Never point out your faults, and if your new
corporation has never done anything before, emphasize
your personal expertise and the experience of those with
whom vou will be working.

GETTING HELP

I belicve that most people are capable ol putting 1o-
gether a good proposal and getting it [unded. 1f, however,
you [cel vou need help, there are consulting firms available
similar to the one I work for—and can’t resist plug-
ging: The Association of University Guidance and Educa-
tional Resources, 1125 North Garfield, Pocatello, Idaho
B3201. Our fees are fairly typical: one and one halfl to two
percent of the total project budget, plus expenses. We
also publish 2 manual to help fledgling grant writers
(Dear Uncle: Please Send Money). Other firms can be
located through your local university. Call the college
specializing in your area of expertise and ask “for a
reference.

The amount ol money the Government gives away has
risen consistently over the past 20 years: and it doesn’t
seem to matter who is in office or what the state of the
cconomy is. So if you think you've got something
to sell, call on Uncle Sam. DR. KARL BORDEN
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L ] (continued from page 152)

“Leon was incorporated in Delaware, so he could
en joy that state’s liberal corporate advantages.”

right behind that, 1°d say something that
would pertain 1o boxing.”

But the dominant figure in training
camp for the Ali I"lglu was, of course,
Lewis. He used his position like a gong:
He was loud and insistent and some-
times got on people’s nerves,

A sparring pariner of Spinks  quit
camp after telling Lewis that he ought
o learn to respect people. Eventually,
Solomon, whom Lewis berated in pub-
lic on more than one occasion, got to
feeling similarly. One night, he told
Lewis, “You acting like you want to fight,
nigger. Treating people like thevre
nothing. I'm not afraid of you. I may be
an old man. But I'll punch you right in
the mouwth.” A similar threat was made
by Top Rank PR man Chet Cummings
when Lewis kicked at his hotel door 10
get his avention.

Alter Spinks won the heavyweight
crown, Lewis was not overly modest about
his role in the ttle coup. “What you all
taking Bob Arum’s pictuve [or?” he'd
ask photographers. “What you all doing
that for? I"'m the guy that brought Leon
Spinks in.”” In Top Rank’s office, Lewis
continued to berate aides, sometimes in
front of Spinks. And he could be just as
pushy with the climpion himself.

On the evening of March sccond,
Lewis told Spinks he wanted him 1o
attend the Mike Rossman w»s. Alvaro
“Yaqui” Lopez light-heavyweight fight at
Madison Square Garden. This followed
Leon’s nearly daylong wait for Lewis in
Top Rank’s oflice. When Spinks declined
1o sce the hight, Lewis insisted. He said
that as champion, Leon owed his public
such appearances. Later. Spinks would
complain about being badgered yet one
more time. On that night, however, what
made it more galling was that, with Nova
back home, Leon had been looking for-
ward to spending the evening with a
lady he'd flown up from North Carolina,
That was personal wrl. And it made it
one push oo many.

By then, he'd suffered Lewis' dervish
style 100 long. One sticky situation after
another. Never a moment's peace. Now,
as heavyweight king, he thought he'd
carned the right 1o an orderly reign. And
if his old mahatma, Lewis, was not
built for that, then Spinks was prepared
to go elsewhere.

The morning after the Rossman-Lopez
match, Leon met with a 49-year-old for-
mer Wayne County, Michigan, circuit-
court judge named Edward F. Bell. Bell,
a tall, thin man of dignified micn, was

210 how a practicing attorney in Detroit.

Spinks told Bell that his affairs were
chaotic and needed changing.

Bell impressed Spinks. The attorney
had a cool, understited manner that
contrasted sharply with the klaxon style
ol Lewis,

Indeed, later on the same day that
Spinks met with Bell, Lewis again showed
the champ  surprising  contempt—and
disrespect. Fearing he'd miss an airplane
flight, Butch hurried into a limousine on
Yark Avenue that had been hired for
Leon’s use. “Grab yoursell a cab,” Lewis
told Spinks, as he commandcered the
limousine and sped to the airport.

A few days Luer, in Detroit, Spinks
announced that Bell now represented
him. With Bell, he hoped, would come a
semblance of order.

.

March 30, 1978: In suite 840 of De-
troit’s Buhl Building, where the law firm
ol Bell and Hudson maintains its office,
the Spinks watch was on its third day.

Spinks’s attorneys, Bell and Bell's col-
league Lester Hudson, had sent a former
Detroit police oflicer, who also tracked
down bail jumpers. out o St. Louis to
find the heavyweight champion.

The ex-cop, who had just hired on as
a Spinks bodyguard, had lelt Detroit,
saying, “If the motherfucker is there,
I'll ind Iim.”

Bell and Hudson hoped so. They had
Arum on the phone daily, wlking to him
about 2 deal with a group of Alfricans
(who were later veplaced by the New
Orleans people) on the Spinks-Ali re-
match. The negotiations soon would
require their flving to New York in the
company of Spinks.

Bell and Hudson were not the only
people who winted Spinks in Detroit.
Richard J. Smit did. oo, Smit was a car
sulesman who had driven up three days
before from the Johnny Kool Oldsmo-
bile agency in Indianapolis. Indiana, in
a 1977 custom-built white Lincoln Con-
tinental limousine that he meant 10 sell
to Spinks for $35,000—S5000 down, a
ten-month lease and a final “balloon”
pay-out.

The vehicle went with the new image
that Bell and Hudson were insisting soon
would fit their client Spinks as snugly as
the three size-42 tailor-made suits that
had been hand-delivered three days ear-
lier by a clothier from across the border
in Windsor, Ontario.

For those three days, Bell and Hud-
son had been talking persuasively into
my tape recorder of the mechanisms that
they had set up to ensure that Spinks’s

carcer would run smoothly and that he
would rise up as a Palookaville do-good-
er, a shining example 10 the vouth of
America. It was the image Leon talked
up. too: “He'p the kids, gotta he'p the
Kids," he'd say—an ambition that some-
how always was being waylaid.

The mechanisms were supposed to
change that. Like G.M. and Howard
Hughes, Leon was now incorporated in
Delaware, so he could enjoy that state’s
Liberal corporate advantages. Spinks Jr.
Orgamization Inc.: At that date, Spinks
was its only officer. The setup provided
him tax relief, as well as a sense of his
own [uture. He had. it trned out, taken
to carrying an attaché case, prompting a
gilg:

Q.: What's that you got in your hand?

seinks: That my ofhce.

In fact, though, a real office, carpered
and with a view ol Detroit's Congress
Swreet. had been cleared for Spinks in
suite 840,

Downstairs, in the National Bank of
Detroit, an account for Spinks was set
up. What remained ol his cash was trans-
ferved from New York banks. Temporary
checks were issued. Spinks's taxes were
brought up 1o date. In 1977, his first vea
as a prolessional boxer, he had twice
missed making quarterly tax payments
on his fight earnings. When Top Rank
sent him 10 a New York accounting firm,
Leon showed up with a shopping bag
full of cash receipts. But Spinks was now
supposed 10 be catching on 10 fiscal com-
plexitics. When Bell and Hudson's tax
specialist had asked the high school drop-
out if he understood why he had to docu-
ment expenses more  carclully, Spinks
had answered, “You're ulking ‘bour my
business partner [Uncle Sam] . . . look-
ing over my shoulder . comin’ in,
saying, ‘I'm not gonna let you get away
with this.” ™

Arrangements were made for Spinks
to pursue a generil-education degree. To
improve his speech. he'd hought a tape
recorder ("Not a little bity box,” he'd
say, “a big box . . . made by Pioneer . . .
that I know I can get the whole sound
of my voice imo it™), so that he could
hear himsell and learn from it. And then
there was The Leon Spinks Calendar.

On white cardboard the size of fight
posters. Spinks's monthly itinerary was
recorded on The Leon Spinks Calendar.
In Bell's ofhce, and Hudson's, a calendar
was prominently displayed. At a elance,
either lawyer knew what the champ was
doing,

Spinks's [uture engagements were
marked in red and black inks—red for
tentative and black for solidly booked
dates. In the month ahead, Spinks was
to reccive the Ring magazine champion-
ship belt (4/4) in New York, lay over a
night at the Hilton and (ravel to Phila-
delphia, where he would be honored by



THE SOCIABLE SOUR:
TART, TASTY, AND FILLED
WITH MEMORIES OF
GOOD TIMES WITH GOOD FRIENDS.

TRY IT...ALL THE LIQUOR’S IN I'T.THE HEUBLEIN WHISKEY SOUR.
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.. some of us have it and some

of us don’t. Unfortunately, sir. ...”

“Let me put il this way .
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the city of Philadelphia and would tape

The Mike Douglas Show (4]6). Then:
April 10-15
April 16-22

Miami, Fla. training

Carribean [sic] exhibi-
tion tour

Carribean [sic] exhibi-
Lion tour

April 23-29

It was an impressive-looking docu-
ment, except for one thing: its efficacy.
Leon Spinks, who had only to catch a
plane 10 Detroit, hadn’t been up to it
for three days running, a fact that jibed
less with the blueskies future that Bell
and Hudson foresaw for Spinks than
with events of the past weeks.

Then there was the information from
my Spinks source, Whisper, that had the
Jagged feel of sell-destruct:

“Leon is still Leon. That's the amazing
thing. Still irvesponsible. Wanls lo do
exactly what he wants to do. He's got . ..
something a little loose there, 1 think.

“Like, he doesn’t have a dviver's li-
cense and yet e continues lo drwve. A
couple of days afler hre was avvesled for
driving withoul a license, he drove a guy
I know to the airport. Like, it didn’t faze
him at all. With Leon, these things just
happen. Very spontancously. And he
goes with il.

“Then last week, his bodyguard was ex-
pecling lus wife lo fly in lo St. Louis
jrom Des Moines. Since the wife was
slaying with Nova, Leon says there’s a
possibility that Nova might be on the
same ﬂigfﬂ'. If Nova's on the pi'mm.
Spinks says, the guy is to call up. It’s
like a little game with Nova and Leon.
OK? Leon flies oul of town. She follows
him. She never sees him. Leon flies out
of town again. She follows him. Like
Marlene Dietrich in ‘Morocco.

“Sure enough, Nova's on the plane.
The guy calls up to find out what to do.
The problem heve is that Spinks has a
broad staying with him. So? What's the
answer? Take the broad and stash her in
another hotel? No. Too casy. They put
Nova in the room Leon had stayed in.
And Leon gels another suite, two flights
up. Same hotel. Nova thinks he's nol
even in the buillding. The way il went,
Nova’s downstairs. The givlfriend is up-
staiys. And the news guy is trying lo gel
Leon Lo sit still for an interview,

“Spinks, my friend, is going lo drive
you crazy.”

That same alternoon, waiting in Bell
and Hudson's ofhice with car salesman
Smit and others, 1 wondered il I would
go crazy, as Whisper had prophesied.
What I did know [or sure was that I
had a bad case of the fidgets. Three days
of waiting 1o talk with the heavyweight
champion.

The hoped-Hfor vision of order was
clearly down the tubes. Where was the
artful dodger? Late that alternoon, a St.
Louis Post-Dispatch rveporter heard that
Spinks was signing autographs in the
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Now! Sample 30 contraceptive brands
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nationally advertised brands
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dramatic discounts. Federal,
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for more pleasure.
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Ola-time Riverboat
Playing Cards

Both of these decks are preitier than a paint-
ing. and so is the antique tin card case. Each
card is a bil larger and thicker than normal—
like those used on riverboats in the 1890's.
There's a black and a green deck — both with
an antigue gold “distillery design.” The face
cards are reproduced from 100-year-old art-
work. So it's a real unusual set of cards for
the serious player. Twin deck in anlique case:
$8.50. Postage included.

Send check, money order, or use American
Express, Visa or Master Charge, including
all numbers and signalure.

(Tennessee ressdents add 6% sales tax.)

For acolor catalog full of old Tennessee ilems/

k_ send $1.00 to above address. ‘
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White, Mint Green. Set includes: 1
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pillowcases.
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3 letter monogram on 2 cases - $3.00
Add $2.00 for postage & handling

Immediate shipping on C.0.D., Money
Orders and Credit Cards: American
Express, Visa and Mastercharge ac-
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24 Hours a Day, 7 Days a Week

N.J. & N. Y. Residents add Sales Tax.
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Set
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gheuo and phoned Leon's bodyguard
with the address. At that point, Nova
and the bodyguard slipped away from
the ex-cop from Detroit and went look-
ing for Leon.

Spinks was where he was said to be.
The bodyguard saw the silver Chrysler
New Yorker that Leon drove when he
wis in St. Louis and told Nova that he'd
rewrieve Leon. Instead, he told Spinks,
“"Your wife is here. man,” which gave
Spinks and his St. Louis woman the
chance to drive away. Back at the hotel,
Novi knocked on the door of the ex-cop’s
room and told him that the bodyguard
had screwed up.

At the time this was occurring, Smit
was emorging [rom attorney Hudson's
olfice in Detroit 1o say, “Thevre contact-
ing a guy with the St. Louis police who
knows Spinks. To see if he can dig him
up. The word is: Be discreet.”

A smile Hickered across Smit's lips.
Each screwy twist of waiting for Leon
was a perverse entertainment lor him.
But that was ending. Smit lelt Dewoit
that afternoon, regreuing he hadn’t had
a chance 1o wry his pitch on the heavy-
weight champion,

“Cause I know Spinks s a buyer,”
Smit said. “All 1 got to do is stick his
ass i the seat. Boom! Thirty-live Gs.
Cashier's clieek, if you please. All T need
is [ive minutes.”

On the chance that Spinks would slip
into Detroit i the near Luture, Smu left
the limousine with a relative ol a fellow
cemployee and made arrangements o
have it driven back to Indianapolis if it
turned out that Leon was on a sabbatical.

As lor me, 1 thought of caching a
flight 1o 5t. Louis but had the paranoiac
vision ol Spinks's plane p:lssing mine in
the night, with Leon flashing me a de-
monic jack-o-limtern grin.

I wok an evening flight to New York,

°

On his own, Spinks llew 10 Detroit
the next day.

He hadn't much w say, except about
the limousine. On that item, he did no
appear o need Smit. Never mind the
informed spiel on gear ratios or rear-axle
options. Spinks saw the white Lincoln
Continental the gold
striping, He saw the AM /FM sterco cas-
sette player, the smallscreen color TV,
the digital clock, the bar, the sun rool,
the phones for in-car communications
and the two back rows of facing seats in
crushed velour, He saw all thar and knew
what he knew. As Leon put it

“"That my motherfucking car.
buying.”

limousine  with

I'm

.
From St. Louis, Nova phoned Detroit
Later that dav.
“You tell Leon,”™ she sad, “that I'm
zoing to sue him for divorce. I'm going
to take all his money. And vou tell him

PLAYBOY.

the name of
the game in

NASSAU.

Next time you're in the
mood for action, come to
Nassau and play at our place.
The new Playboy Casino.

Baccarat. Blackjack.
Craps. Roulette. Big Six
Wheel. Slot machines.
You'll find them all in a
setting of European-style
elegance...in the
luxurious Ambassador
Beach Hotel and Golf
Club on Cable Beach.

It's a vacation paradise
made even more so.
Sun-drenched beaches,
azure ocean, charming
hotels, free-port shopping
and all the golf, tennis

and water-sports facilities
you could wish for.
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The Ambassador Beach Hotel
Nassau, Bahamas

One More Reason Why It’s Better
in the Bahamas. Ask your travel
agent to tell you all about it.



IT'S NOT A COMPACT

IT'S NOT COMPONENTS

IT'S AWHOLE NEW THING

And it's from Sony. It's called our "Go-
Together” stereo.

What we've done is organize a complete
stereo system for you like a compact and offer
it to you as a whole or in pieces like components.

Let's go over this piece by piece. First, the
" receiver.It'sgotSony'sunique “"Program Sensor”
tuning system,- which means you can pre-set
the AM/FM radio for up to ten of your favorite
stations and mute out stations you don't want.
How nice! AW

Now what makes this unit more than a
receiver? Well, it has a built-in, front-loading
cassette® recorder/player with component-like

quality. And, if you prefer 8-track,
choice of built-in cassette re-

corder/player or 8-track is some- ..

engineered motor as in our best component
turntables. Plus here'’s yet another Sony feature:
our Scratchguard cueing which makes it practi-
cally impossible to scratch your records. And
what touches your prized records is the best: a
diamond stylus magnetic cartridge.

When it comes to selecting your speakers,
we give you a choice of three sets. That's be-
cause we know everyone's idea of great music
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if he wants to discuss it, I'm going to my
parents in Des Moines.”

As she hung up, though, Nova, a wom-
an of more than 200 pounds, winked
at the photographer from the Post-Dis-
pateh and said, “I'm going right to De-
troit. Just said that about Des Moines to
throw him off my tracks.”

L]

When Spinks won the championship,
the press wrote traditional copy about
the ghetto fighter's transcending depriva-
tion. A few unkind reporters carped
about the slurred speech and fractured
syntax and the dearth of feeling the new
champion had for the press. Ali backlash,
so to speak. But by and large, Spinks
was warmly depicted.

The fact was, though, he was not O.].
black, not the establishment’s kind of
colored. He had the discomforting sound
of the back-alley, muscatel-swigging black
man, and a hard-edged look 1o go with
it. So when incidents began to occur, the
press was not disposed to go easy on him.

That did not surprise Spinks. From
the start, he'd met resistance as cham-
pion. In some quarters, he was still re-
garded as a man whose triumph over Ali
was a [reak of timing, a lortuitous con-
Junction of [ate and Muhammad's mid-
dle age. In dreams before the title maich,
Spinks had conjured up the image of his
arms raised in triumph, but he never
imagined the thorny times that would
tollow.

“Like, 1 remecmber,” he said later,

when we finally connected, “the first
time I went back to St. Louis after I
won the championship. I was in a club.
I was supposed to meet the manager of
the place. I was waiting there when a
guy ran up to me, point a finger in my
face, say, ‘You ain't shiiit. You ain't
nothing.” And, like, I almost went at him.
You understand? 'Cause somebody say
that . . . that's just like saying, ‘Let’s get
it on, let’s fight.' I got a heating sensa-
tion in my body. A burning sensation in
my chest and neck. Like what I used to
get when I'm out on the street. Bue 1
thought, No, man, that ain’t you. Look
at you now. I mean, even though he's
hollering about how much he hates
you .. . and whatever . .. a lot of people
around here do love you, Like the people
in the club—they said to the guy, ‘Whe
in the hell is you, nigger, to come to our
champ like thatz" ™

The encounter in St. Louis was the first
of several instances in which strangers
accosted Spinks and bad-mouthed him to
his face. His correspondence contained a
percentage of hate mail, too, mostly pro-
voked, it seemed, by his victory over Ali,
ol whom he was genuinely fond. “What
a joylul man Ali is,” Spinks had said
belore the fight.

Compared with Ali, Spinks lacked the
easy grace in public. At times, he could
be a sunny soul, breaking into a grin
that looked nearly equine in the close-
ups that photographers snapped. At oth-
er times, he was perplexed by the people

“I would say that your feelings of inadequacy
represent progress. When you first came here, you
thought you were pretty hot stuff.”

he encountered, particularly those who
stared dead in his face without speak-
ing. For those cases, Spinks had ac-
quired a line—"What's wrong with you,
you ill or something?"—that had proved
helpful. “When 1 say it, then everybody
start laughing. Whatever.” Whatever. It
was not casy being the heavyweight
champion.

For Spinks, the problem was com-
pounded by a lack of education that had
been exploited before. Barnes said that
when Spinks joined the Marines, he was
under the impression that it was for a
two-year hitch rather than the four-year
term stated in his papers.

Once, to darily whether or not
Spinks’s brother Evan had an S at the
end of his name, [ asked Leon to spell it
He took two [altering stabs at the spell-
ing and gave up with an exclamation of
“Oh, wow!"”

Spinks’s ingenuousness invited an at-
mosphere of conniving and intrigue and
produced the internal confusion that was
built into the heavyweight champion's
operation. Even friends tried to take
advantage.

“Some of them,” Spinks said later, “try
to it me up for money. I tell ‘em, “Well,
1 fought hard and I worked hard to get
where I got. Don't take away my gusto,
‘cause you ain't got none. All you got to
do is to make it for yourself and then vou
have some gusto. And then you ain't
gotta ask nobody for anvthing.’ ™

Spinks is a creature of contradictory
picces, eluding casy labels, Although he
hasn’t the glibness of Ali—his sentences
often lurch and sputter—he sometimes
strikes a rough poetic note with his
words. I broke out in a thousand tears,”
or “Nobody really finds hisself, "cause if
he finds hisself, he knows the future.”
Similarly, though he takes his image with
what sometimies scems undue sobriety
(I don’t want nobody 10 sce me just like
a Tom, Dick and Harry. I want to always
keep an image as a nice neat man’), he
reacted with boyish hilarity when TV
had a laugh at his expense.

“What's that man,” he asked, “that
tells jokes . . . on The Gong Show . . .
has a bag on his face? Yeah. Unknown
Comic. He made a joke on me one night.
Said, 'I'm going to do an image of Leon
Spinks.” Turns around, toek the first bag
off, put another bag on his lace. Had the
whole front of the bag black, with two
teeth missing, And he turned back
around, changed his face mask back, said,
You didn't know [ was two-laced, either,
did you® That gassed me, man. 1 die
laughing. I went in and holler out 1o my
wile. Said, “This fool is doing an image
ol me." "

One moment Spinks would yank a
cork from a bottle of champagne with
his teeth. The next, he'd clutch a pillow
to his chest or suck his thumb as he sat
for an interview. The word man-child
has been applied to him. Even Nova has
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been quoted as using it. It is a good
word, evoking the contradictory forces
within Spinks that make him difficult to
pin down.

The odd angles at which Spinks some-
times carries his hands—reminiscent at
times of the singer Joe Cocker—are part
of a repertoire of body quirks signaling
his moods. A bounce to his step indicates
that he is in good humor. At those times,
his crect carriage has a dancer’s lithe
quality. In foul moods, he draws in his
neck and cocks his head to the side,
which has an ominous effect.

But he can be sweetly auentive, too.
“You know what I like?” he asked. “Mect-
ing the mommas. All the mommas are
big and fat. They get excited when they
sce me. They be grabbing on me”—
Spinks wwists his shoulders from side to
side in recollection—"1a de la, la de la
Ia la.”

Flying to Detroit from Boston, Leon
met a liule girl, about seven years of age,
who had had a series of operations on
her throat that left her unable to speak
at the time of the Hight. “"Her parents,”
Spinks said, “had just picked her up
from the hospital. And her birthday were
coming up. So I sung Happy Birthday to
her. Yeah, I sung it to her. And I gave
her my autograph. And then we sit back
there and . . . we writing notes. We was
talking to each other . . . through notes.
We just talked about anything and every-
thing. Anything that she asked me about,
I would tell her. She asked about boxing.
She asked how a guy could get hit on the
[ace like that. T said, "Well, baby, it's all
in the job." "

Spinks is a visceral person who is not
alraid to express himself. To the anony-
mous benefactor who'd flown his mother
to the Montreal Olvmpics, Leon said,
“You know, it's the nicest thing that's
cver happened 1o us. We just love you
lor i.” When conlronted by LeDoux’s
dirty tactics, Spinks had asked in the
ring, “"Why vou cheat?” a remark that
had struck LeDoux by its ingenuous in-
flections.

The most siriking instance of man-
child expressiveness occurred the night
Spinks talked o me of his gheto up-
bringing, the anguish and humiliation of
which apparentdy were vividly felt. At
one potnt, as he paced his room in the
Las Vegas Hilton, growing more agitated,
he stopped and, with a stricken expres-
sion, said, “Get me out of here, get me
out ol St. Louis,” which really only
meant he wanted to change the subject.

Spinks has what seems an obsessive tie
to his past. His very speech reflects it. His
words do not falter or get jammed up at
the beginning of sentences when the sub-
ject is ghetto travail, It's as though he's
had the same thoughts many times be-
lore. 1 was the type of person who was
quict,” Spinks said. “People could do
different things to me and 1I'd come by
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and make my momma think everything
was all right. 1 would lock everything in-
side myself. Because the hurt T fel, I
always kept it to myself. I never did try
to explain to people what hurt 1 had
went through.”

His father is at the core of his pained
memories. Leon, Sr., separated [rom the
family when the bov was young, What
contacts Spinks had with him afterward
were mostly disappointing—he remem-
bers being ridiculed and whupped—and
filled him with a desire “to be the man
my daddy wasn't.”

There is a darker side to Spinks that
possession  of the heavyweight title
seemed to provoke. Whisper had a story
in that regard:

“I knew George Foreman before he
knocked out Joe Frazier. A real gung-ho
nice kind of kid. Now. the morning after
he knocked out Joe Frazier, he walked
in to the press conference . . . and like
this: “Hey, get the hell off that couch,
man. . . . You, I don’t want you sitting
there! He's reavvanging the voom. How
to sit. How to take pictures. And you
knqw who did the same thing the day
after he won? I sweay. Leon Spinks. “Get
off the couch, he told news guys. He's
barking commands as 1o who sils where.
*Clear that couch. Get out of the way.”
Uncanny. Absolutely uncanny. Almost to
the T.”

The title conferred an elaborate celeb-
rity ol a peculiarly American kind, with
its mix of grand and tawdry attentions—
headlines and hotel suites and the Na-
tional Enguirer asking Leon 1o by-line
“WHY | LOVE AMERICA.”

Being the heavyweight champion mat-
tered. People simply did not worry about
the “image” ol champions in  other
weight divisions. The almighty shazam
belonged to the heavvweight king. And
with it went the recognition. concern
and gaudy anfares inherent. Snubbed at
the door of Manhauan’s chic Studio 54
when he was a challenger, Spinks was
“olee olee in lree” as the champion,

For Spinks, though, some measure of
his newly acquired [ame was the motion
and commotion he could trigger. Bodies
snapped to. That could be exhilarating
for a voung man whose background was
filled with mockery rejection.
Spinks’s whirlwind days, especially the
ones he lived when he bolted. had people
dashing about, worrving and wondering
about him. That might appear selfish
from close up. By the long view. though,
it was a pav-back on a hard, cold past. As
Spinks once said, “See, my dad said I'd
amount to nothing. He would tell people
that. And it hurt me to hear him say it
It stayed in my mind. Why'd he say that?
What for? Call me a ool out of the hue.
Not to my lace but 1o people who'd tell
it to me. And that became my thing—
to be somebody.”

Underlying all contradictions, it some-

and

times seemed, was a mad pleasure in the
inappropriate moment, the atiraction to
whicli  brought unanticipated  twists:
Spinks  would cxperience seizures of
laughter in the midst of a sober account
of one of his St. Louis driving busts or
while he analyzed his imprompuu disap-
pearances. They were great gurgling
sounds—laughter shot through with an
unhinged quality.

At those times, the phrase “inappro-
priate response’” had flashed in my mind
like the 11ur light on a pinball machine,
the laughter suggesting a seli-destructive
impulse of the kind that made tragic
heroes.

Was Spinks’s gusto just a bit bent?
“He's got . . . something a liule loose
there, I think,” Whisper had said of him.
The words applied, though, to the whole
shebang—ihe Spinks High Times and
Soul Aplenty Caravan. It was a hard
scene to get a fix on. There was the con-
tinuing sense of the whole works’ being
slightly out of whack, bent in a way no
orderly vision could possibly straighten,

]

WELCOME LEON SPINKS
HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMPION
OF THE WORLD,

read the marquee outside the DiLido
Hotel in Miami Beach. It was April 11,
the day ol the news conference with
Al 1 had accompanied Spinks from New
Orleans to Miami.

Situated on the ocean, with its [ront
cntrance on Collins Avenue, the DiLido
is a high-rise hotel with a spacious L-
shaped lobby and walls covered with
pastel murals of boats and wees and
monkeys aned birds. The aura is an-deco
dalt—a movie set out of a Thirtes com-
edy. It appeared to possess the right cock-
cyed charm for the Spinks entourage.
The mood was high on arrival.

During the press conference in New
Orleans, Leon had had this exchange:

~NEwsman: At the airport, you said
vou'd have something to sav alter
vou signed the contract. What do vou
have to sav now?

seiNks: Santa Claus,

He growled the words with a loving
Sarchmo  sound, grinning as he did.
Santa Claus: shorthand that meant the
getting had been good—Spinks's signa-
ture assured that millions of dollars
would be made. The pleasure remained.
At the airport in Miami. when a TV
sportscaster asked Spinks to describe how
it felt o whip Ali, he smiled and did a
solt-shoe routine, at the hnish of which
he extended lus hand and said, “Like
that.”

Later, in Miami Beach, he walked
Lincoln Road Mall, where he signed au-
tographs, mugged [or cameras, Kissed
women and shopped.

“How much those shoes?” he asked,

pointing to a pair of size-12 Pierre Car-
din loafers.

“Not too much,” the salesman said.

“Then I'Il take them.”

From a thick wad ol currency, Leon
peeled oft a ST00 bill for the salesman.

“And what are these?” Spinks asked.

“Money clips.”

“Will they hold a lot of money#”

“Yes, Mr. Spinks.”

“OK. Gimme one.”

Spinks tried to insert his roll of bills,
but it was oo thick o fit inside the clip.

Spinks spent a sunny day in Miami
Beach, grinning, dancing across sireets,
quipping 1o young women (“Whaddaya
say, mommaz"). That night, Spinks. a
welterweight named Roger Stafford and
I stood by a low stone wall at the end
of Lincoln Road, waiching the occan
break against the shore just below.
Spinks was in a form-fitting maroon shirt
and cream-colored slacks. He and Staf-
ford were drinking California pink cham-
pagne. A gentle breeze blew.

“It gonna be good to hit some mother-
fucker again,” said Spinks, putting his
glass on the wall and mhaling a smoke.

“Yeahhihh, 1 know,” said Stafford, set-
ting his drink down, too.

Spinks struck a fighting pose, bent
at the knees, and let his hands go.

“Whap! Whap!” Staflord said, as he
watched. Then Sufford was moving
punches through the air, emitting small
grunting sounds as he did. "That's the
way I did it to that dude,” he said. re-
ferring to a preliminary bhout he'd fought
that weekend on national TV, “All over
the motherfucker.”

“Yeahhhh,” said Spinks.

“I whupped that dude good

“Hey. My man.” Spinks interrupted,
addressing me. “Hey, vou ain't gonna
put in the ar-ti-cle tha T smoke, is you?:”

"Hewwvy,” T said, with an elaborate
shrug that was not quite an answer.

*"Count of my image,” Spinks said.

Spinks thought about it and then for-
got about it and began to move sinuous-
ly, reducing his shadow punches 10 a
stoned dance.

“Women,” said Stafford. “Got 10 get
women.”

“Women,” answered Spinks.

“Got 10.”

“Sweet nothings:” I asked.

“No. Lies,” said Stafford. “Tell “em
lies.”

“Liitices,” crooned Spinks, his body
rocking as he grinned. “Tell ‘em liieeces.™

Staftord swayed in answer. “Litiecees.”

“Tell ‘em liiceces.”

They doubled over in laughter, Spinks
making plashing sounds with his mouth.

“Liiicees.”

“Tell "em liticeces.”

Minutes  later, Spinks was  gliding
through the DiLido lobby, still sipping
champagne, when a team of women
bowlers [rom Terre Haute, Indiana, rec-
ognized him. Out came the cameras.




Spinks obliged by posing for snapshots,
drinking champagne refills as he did.

“Get outa my pitcher,” a pretty young
black woman said. “Just me 'n’ the
man.”

A bowler in pin curlers arrived. “We
was dressed fTor bed and they come up
and said Leon Spinks.”

“Leon,” a heavy-set woman said, “let
me show you a picture of my grand-
children. They wriplets.”

“Where's the champagne?”
bowler wondered.

“It's on me,” Spinks said, moving
toward the hotel restaurant, waving his
arm when the women hesitated. “Come
on, ladies.”

Soon after, the Spinks caravan was on
the move, Up the road it went to Place
Pigalle, a Miami Beach cluly whose all-
girl revue and X-rated comedienne,
Pearl Williams, were the attractions.
Tuesdays, though, Williamns was off. So,
for this night, the strippers would do.

The Leon Spinks Calendar had called
for Spinks to spend this second week in
April training for his Caribbean tour.
But the good times would roll instead.
The sun was coming up when the heavy-
weight champ made it back to the
DiLido.

another
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A few days later, there was another in-
cident that still lives in my mind. Spinks
was standing in the DiLido penthouse
number one, his $100-1-day lodgings,
idling for a moment before plunging
into another day. The sun streamed
through a space in the drapes. His step
had a loose, casy swing. Then suddenly
he was holding up the index finger ol
each hand and, with a rhumbalike mo-
tion of the hips, he began to move,
chanting in a comiclly falsetto voice,
“Penthouse number one, penthouse num-
ber one"—and smiling. The style was
Carmen Miranda's, but the pleasure was
all Spinks’s. Penthouse number one: top
of the world, momma.

But with Spinks, the pleasure of being
up there was never far removed from the
trick impulses that could bring him
down. And as the week progressed in
Miami Beach, there were troubling notes.
Complications caused the Caribbean tour
to be pushed back a weck, creating a gap
in The Spinks Calendar that left Leon
susceptible to demon whispers. A call
from Lewis also augured problems. As he
hung up, Spinks muttered, “One thing
alter another. Shit. Shit, Shit.”

And a few days later, as Nova arrived
in Miami Beach, Leon was on the run
again, headed for St. Louis. There were
problems there with Barnes. Barnes had
agreed to take less than his customary
30 percent of the purse for the Spinks-Ali
rematch, but he had grievances that
could threaten the bout,

Lewis was to meet Spinks in St. Louis.
Before Lewis left, he phoned the DiLido
to check on Spinks’s whercabouts. In

penthouse number one, Nova picked up
the phone, heard Lewis’ voice and hung
up. She figured he was 10 blame for
Spinks’s latest abrupt departure.

Lewis found Spinks and told him that
a meeting in New York was planned to
straighten out details ol the Spinks-Ali
rematch. The various interests—Barnes,
Bell, Arum—would be there. Spinks
agreed 1o the wrip but kept delaying.

On Wednesday, April 19, Lewis urged
him to leave St. Louis. Spinks seemed in-
clined to but asked, "Can I take my baby
with me to New York#"—a reference to
his St. Louis woman. Lewis told him he
could do what he wanted—just be on the
flight to New York. Spinks’s woman said
she had to get her clothes. Lewis waited
at the airport. When Spinks did not ap-
pear, he gave up and flew back to New
York. That was on Thursday.

On Friday, April 21, he heard on the
radio that Spinks was busted again.

“Has been released on a $3700 bond.
Spinks was taken into custody on charges
involving suspected drug violations . . .
and failure to produce a driver’s license.
He was booked on suspicion of two
counts of violating the Missouri con-
trolled-substance law by possession of
marijuana and cocaine. Police say war-
rants will be sought later 1oday. Arrested

with Spinks was a 26-year-old woman
companion.”

A later report stated that torn S10, 520
and $50 bills were found in the trunk of
Spinks’s car.

With the heavyweight champion in-
volved, guilty or innocent hardly mat-
tered, Wheels would wurn, deals could be
made. In fact, the drug charges were later
dropped. But. . ..

Whisper called the next day.

“Batiling Stki,” he said,

“Who?"

“Battling Stki, my friend. Real name
Louis Phal. A Sencgalese Negro. Won
the light-heavyweight championship in
1922 Knocked out Georges Carpentier in
six rounds. Paris, France. Siki was called
the Singular Senegalese. And he came
here a vaw fucking African. We're going
back over 50 years. Loved his wine, wom-
en and song. And beliing guys in the
chops. And wearing the grass-skivi-and-
top-hat kind of thing. He's buried here
in New York. Out in Flushing, Long Is-
land. A couple of years ago, a boxers™ as-
sociation put a tombstone up. . . . Died
in a fucking bar brawl in New York Cily.
December 15, anno Domini 1925, Look it
pr_”

And he dicked off.

“My God! My wife! My clone!”
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“My feelings must have projected to the dolphins.
Suddenly, they were all around the boat.”

The whole school seemed to be in har-
mony, while smaller groups scemed to
establish an even closer empathy. It
made me begin to believe in telepathy
among dolphins. Since water is nearly
1000 times as dense as air, perhaps some
vibrations—too thin for air to carry—
can be transmitted through water.

So 1 started just swimming along with
them, hoping they would come o accept
me and reveal some of their sccrets. I
was rewarded by being admitted to the
center of the herd; 1 was literally in a
cloud of dolphins. One seemed partic-
ularly friendly; I named him Notchback
and concentrated my attention on him.
We had several long swims, swimming in
unison and surlacing for air together.

It was during that summer that T met
Steve Sipman and Ken LaVasseur, who
had just released two dolphins. Puka
and Kea. [rom a rescarch establishment.
Steve and Ken had Dbeen assistant re-
scarchers [or two years, living within 15
feet of the dolphins. Puka and Kea, who
had been the subjects of research experi-
ments for as much as 13 years, were kept
in separate tanks in isolation from cach
other and their kind. Steve and Ken were
0 in tune with these dolphins that they
knew they were depressed and suffering,
so under the veil of night, they carelully
returned them to the ocean.

Ironically, Steve and Ken exchanged
their freedom for the freedom of the
dolphins; they were given six-mouth
prison sentences for grand thelt. But, as
Steve told me, It was worth it; nothing
they can do to us would be as bad as
what was coming down on those dol-
phins. T would do it again.”

That convinced me more than ever of
the need 1o demonstrate the possibility of
working with dolphins in the open
ocean. The cfforts of many researchers
with captive dolphins have undeniably
laid a valuable foundation for their
study, but I personally can see no justi-
fication lor continuing to keep them in
captivity for research purposes. Whether
dolphins are as “intelligent” as we are
has not been proved, but my expericnce
convinces me that they are superior ani-
mals worthy of special respect and that
anyone wishing 10 study them should do
so in their own environment.

Last spring, 1 returned for the third
time to the dolphins’ domain. It took us
many days under the hot sun to re-
establish  contact. They seemed  with-
drawn, clusive. Our activities during the

previous years had drawn attention to
their  presence and  accessibility, and
many other people had been visiting
them. Deep down, 1 was worried that
they would not accept me this time. My
feelings must have projected to the dol-
phins. Suddenly, thev were there, all
around the boat, as if inviting me in. [
slipped into the clear, cool water with a
rush of anticipation and immediately
began 1o recognize old [riends. There
was a newhorn baby in the group, no
more than three fect long, swimming
close to its mother, like a shadow. I no-
ticed a pure-white adult dolphin I had

never seen before, which made me won-
der how their tribes intermix. Then [
saw Notchback. 1 was surprised at how
glad 1 felt to sce him again. As before.
he nearly always stayed close o me and
I concentrated my attention on him.

As we got closer than ever belore, |
was startled to realize how large he really
was. He was about eight feet long and |
suppose would weigh about 300 pounds.
Being that close, 1 could see the muscles
rippling and flexing beneath his tight
silvery skin. His body markings. shades
of gray and silver, were beautilul. and
his dark sensitive eves watched con-
tinuously. We were so close that 1 could
feel the currents created by his undulat-
ing movements. Finally, he was within
arm’s length and | experienced a sensa
tion I'll never forget. As I reached out, |
felt him quiver at my touch.

“No cunnilingus for the count.”
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AMERICA NEEDS
SURVIVORS.

Herman SURVIVORS®
The genuine made-in-
Maine boots with the
famous quality craftsman-
ship, tough good looks, and
never-say-die durability.

Accept no imitations.

Because other boots
may copy our style, but
none can copy our stan-
dards. We’'ve had nearly
100 years’ experience
building boots to protect
your feet in warmth and
comfort through water,
snow, mud and rough
terrain.

Look for SURVIVORS.
They're worth the search.

For more information,
write 1o the Joseph M.
Herman Shoe Co.. Dept. 78,
Millis. MA 02054.
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g “T“T“\
S“}oots that

neversaydie.

New Scott amps
are loaded with extras.

| IEISCOT'E

Makers of high quality Ngh fidelity squipment since 1947.

KINGS

(continued from page 197)
suggested that they practice during the
day.

The call frightened Maleno and Soli
and they decided to flee with the goods
they had collected. They tied up Mrs,
McKinnon and placed her under a
livingroom sofa. Melendez was lelt in
the apartment. He was extremely nerv-
ous, pacing, muttering to himsell. Each
time he saw Mrs. McKinnon in her
prone position, he danced an imperfect
gavotte, wheeling and turning, unsure of
the next step to take. Finally, Mrs. Mec-
Kinnon persuaded him to untie her. As
soon as he did, she ran 1o the guest room,
grabbed one of her host’s hunting rifles,
woke her husband. gave the rifle to him
and hurriedly but Iucidly explained what
had happened. The explanation was
more sobering than 40 cups of black
coffce. The doctor rushed into Knight's
bedroom. Knight seemed 1o be dead. The
doctor gave him mouth-to-mouth resusci-
tation, As he leaned back from his
cfforts, he saw Melendez standing on
Knight's bed. 1 didn't do i1, I didn’t do
i.” Melendez screamed. He was holding
the gun and the knife. McKinnon wres-
tled with him, but Melendez eased his
way out of the doctor’s strangle hold and
fied the apartment.

Meanwhile, Rosemary McKinnon,
now discreetly covered by a robe, had
escaped 1o the outside hallway, where
she waited for an elevator to take her 10
the main lobby and salcty. Just as the
clevator stopped. Melendez leaped into
the car with her. They tussled. He
nicked her under the breast with the
knife. At the third floor, the elevator
cime to a halt and Mrs, McKinnon ran
out and down the fire escape. By the
time the police arrived, Melendez had
vanished.

L]

The phone call that gets me out of bed
on Friday, December 12, comes [rom
Dennis Rubini, who teaches a course in
alternative lilestyles at a Philadelphia
university. Rubini has been president of
Philadelphia’s Gay Activist Alliance and
is active in a sadomasochistic “conscious-
nessraising” group. He asks il 1 have
scen the morning papers. One of the sus-
pects, he reports, has surrendered. He
doesn’t know which one.

“1 hope the cops will stop hassling us
now,” Rubini grumbles—us meaning the
homosexual population of Philadelphia.

He goes on to complain that he him-
sclf was picked up by the police because
e resembled a skewch of one of the
wanted men.

“They took me to Homicide. One of
the detectives noticed a bulge in my
pocket and thought it might be a gun.
Instead, he found a copy of Larry Town-
send’s The Leatherman's Handbook, a



How to size them up

before you

Big Smith makes it easy for you to

size up any jean. All you need to know
are a few small details about denim
and jean construction.

For example, certain kinds of denim
can take great punishment without giv-
ing. Our Never-Say-Die Denim™ is one.

Never-Say-Die Denim is an in-
genious blend of cotton and Dacron®
polyester. The result is a comfortable
but very durable denim. One that
wrinkles less, shrinks less,
fades and gets softer with
every washing.

try them on for size.

Now. Once you find a good healthy
denim, look at the construction. Check
for double stitches at the legs, the
pockets, the yoke. Extra thread to rivet
belt loops and pocket edges. And a
heavyweight brass zipper to cope with
your many ups and downs.

Ifyou find all these features in one
pair of jeans, try them on for size. We
bet instead of your usual choice,
youll be in a pair of Big Smiths.

Big Smith makes casual,
western, and work jeans as
strong as they are good looking.

It takes more than good looks to make great western and work wear.

Big Smith Inc.. manufacturers of casual, western and work wear. Carthage, Missoun 64836 Empire State Building, New York. New York 10001 225
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IND PAYING LESS.

to pay $9 for your Scotch,
you’re smart enough
not to have to.

manual on sadism and masochism. The
officer said, "Oh, my daughter’s interested
in leather handiwork, too,” and handed
the hook back to me.

“Then the cops fingerprinted me,
photographed me and subjected me to a
polygraph test. They wanted to know if
I had ever engaged in "abnormal sex.”

“I asked them what they meant by
abnormal sex. I said, ‘My definition of
abmormal or society’s definition?' They
were stumped. They let it Hy. Anyway, |
passed the polygraph and they wvery
politely thanked me for my time and
trouble.”

.

The man who surrendered was Steven
Maleno. The night before (afleer Inspec-
tor Golden released the suspect’s name
to the press), Maleno telephoned police.
Shortly alter, he met a team ol derecuives
in Center City and was taken to Homi-
cide. Later, his wile appeared. She said
she had been separated from the trigger-
tempered Maleno [or the past several
months, She wried to see him at Homicaide
but was told she couldn’t. She 1old re-
porters that her husband was an unem-
ployed sheet-metal worker.

™

At the arraignment room of police
ll{.‘;i(l([il;l!'ll’.'!.‘i, a Cop wains i United
Press photographer that he is not to take
photos mside the courtroom. Neverthe-
less, the photographer hunches near an
elevator, four vards away from a gate
that separates [ree men from confined. I
stand near the photographer, hoping to
get a glimpse ol Maleno as he enters the
COUTITOOM.

Alter a short wait, the elevator door
opens. Flashes pop., momentanly blind-
ing the accused. He squints, lowers his
cves 1o the floor. T'wo burly oflicers guard
him—Dbookends on each side. A reporter,
who obviously has seen The Front Page
oo many times, pets close and blurs,
“Did vou kill John Knight?" Maleno
and bookends keep moving.

In the courtroom, the judge asks
Maleno il he has an attorney, then tells
the prisoner that he will be held without
bail.

Maleno looks as il he's been hit by a
bulldozer. He is clad in a raincoat that's
been through hurricanes. Tan slacks in
need of pressing peek out from the bot-
tom of the coat. The unshaven face ol a
strecet-wise punk sticks out from the wop.

“Sign this document,” says the judge.

“I can't,” snaps Maleno, eying his
handculfs.

An ofhcer removes the manacles and
Maleno signs the paper. On his way out,
the full press brigade [ollows and flash-
bulbs snap as il the queen mother were
visiting town. But this time MAaleno
stares straight ahead.

“Who killed John Knight?” asks the
Hildy Johnson wype.

“Go [uck yourself,” apits Maleno as the
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Don’t be a stranger, now that you know the way!”

G
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Rally shines deep
because it cleans deep.

“Rally” car wax gives you the deep, rich-looking
shine you want because it cleans deep down, gets
up even tough, oily road film as you wax.

Space-age silicones make “Rally”
incredibly quick and easy to use.

And they make “Rally” every bit as
weather-proof and detergent-proof as
old-fashioned paste waxes.

Test drive it.

clevator door slams in the reporter’s lace.

Outside the arraignment room, with
Maleno's invective still hanging in the
air, word filters out to the press that
Melendez, 100, is dead. His bullet-ridden
body has been found near the site of a
bov-scout reservation in Camden.

Melendez and Knight: the hustler and
the heir. The day before, 1 hadn’t heard
of cither of them, much less of the Mc-
Kinnons, Maleno and Soli. Suddenly, T
find the Knight case the focal pont of
mv life.

That evening, I check the fourstar
specials at the Warwick's newsstand.
Melendez' face is splattered all over the
pitges. CENIGHT SUSPECT SHOT TO DEATIH
BODY FOUND IN JERSEY.” For some strange
reason, an old song recorded by Lee
Wilev rings through my head:

Louve lnughs at a king,
Kings don’t mean a thing,
On the street of dreams.

.

Monday, December 15, The Philadel-
Phia News and Inquiver building is with-
in walking distance of City Hall, my
geographical point of relerence in the
cty of brotherly turmoil. On the edi-
torial floor of the News, a police radio
blares amnd ten phones ring at once.
“There's no one in the sports depart-
ment,” grumbles a reporter 1o one of
the phone reccivers. Then she vyells,
“Who are vou waiting for?”

“Paul Janensch,” I answer.

“In there.” She points 1o an office.

Janensch is in his mid-30s. He looks
like he loves the great indoors: That
gray-pink pallor that comes [rom 100
much ume spent under fluorescent light-
ing is a color common to editors. Horn-
rimmed glasses are perched on the bridge
ol his nosc. He leans hack in his swivel
chair, hands behind his head, and snaps
that he has already said probably all
there is to say about his last supper with
Knight at La Trufte. “Have you read
our coverage:”

I answer, “Every last word of it.”

“Well, then, anvthing I tell you is
redundant. The meal was one of the
most pleasant Pve had i a long time. It
lasted four hours. John sclected the
wings. The wine tab alone came to a
hundred and fourteen dollars. The Mc-
Kinnons were good company.”

Did Janensch have any idea of
Knight's sexual orientation?

“You mean did I suspect that John
wits gay? No, I didn’t. There was never a
thought in my mind about John's heing
homosexual—that night or ever. I've
worked closelv with him. On 1wo occa-
sions, I had bumped into him socially—
cach time with a different woman. I
always saw him with people from the
straight world.  Everybody who knew
John thought he was totally straight. We
were utterly amazed at these revelations,”

All along, Knight kepr a low profile at



DID YOU HEAR THE ONE ABOUT
THE TRAVELING SALESMAN WHO HAS
774,000 MILES ON HIS VOLVO?

V)

l{’sojoke. N  owners 0f48 new models from(; M Ford

Back in 1965, Norbert G. Lyssy, a travel-  Chrysler and AMC*
ing salesman fromTexas bought a Volvo We can't guarantee that their Volvos will
1800 S for his work. Since then, hes driven it last 774,000 miles.
through deserts and over mountains an But if Mr. Lyssys experience is any
average of 70,000 miles a year. indication, these new Volvo owners have a

When Mr. Lyssy isn't working, he uses his  lot of happiness to look forward to.
Vélvofor fur. On weeketids it lngsa 16 fant. e e e s, =
power boat through the mountains to the o
Lyssys favorite lake.

In all this time, Mr. Lyssy says, “Old Red
(as he affectionately calls his Volvo) has
never failed to get me to my destination.” He
adds, “I think she’ll reach a million miles
with ease. After all, I only have 226,000
more miles to go.”

It’s fair to say Mr. Lyssy is happy with
that old Volvo of his. But that’s an old Volvo.
What about people who buy new Volvos?

According to an independent nationwide
survey, they're happy too. Happier than the

VOLVO. A CAR YOU CAN BELIEVE IN. e
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“Respect you? If you really want to know, Miss Saxby, I respect
you a hell of e lot more than I did before.”

"énzf/!;y




the News. Had Janensch been unaware

Ak Uik el GreBieonictn, e Kl e You can tell a lot about an individual by what he pours into his glass.
he'd still have spotted money. Not that

Kniglt was throwing it around—he
wasn't ostentatious—but often the we
ing rich are twice as conscientious
the working middle class. They have
prove that they deserve their ]
spite of their inherited status.

“John often worked [fourteen-hour
shifts. Il a big story came his w he
kept his cool. He could handle it.”

His nose for news, in Janensch's opin-
ion, could eventually have made him the
hona fide successor o Granddad Knight
(John's Tather had died in World War
Two combat two weeks belore his son’s
birth) despite nepotism. Like the old
man, John's views didn’t particula
follow a straight line. He was for abor-
tion, but also for capital punishment.
He was against the Vietnam war but
conservative on fiscal matters. As lar as
the gav issue s concerned, jour
cally, he kept away Irom it. “The paper
has not come out against gay rights,” savs
Janensch, “but we have an active invisi-
ble gav lile here in Philadelphia, one
that is not especially kinky. And we are
sympathetic to the demands of these gay
groups. We offer them maximum oppor-
tunity 1o tell their side ol the story.

“This gaymovement stufl  wasn't
John's territory to cover. It wasn't an
issuc. However, I think il John's grand-
father discovered his  tendencic he'd
certainly be upset. but I doubt if he'd do
anything drastic. He'd probably want to
help John and send him to a psvcho-
analyst.”

1 leave Janensch’s office wondering
why I didn't tell him I'm gay. Why
shouldn’t he know itz Or is what | do in

irvelevant in matters outside? Per-

a homosexual’s skin should be a
different color. Lavender lor immediate
identification. Would it have changed
mattters any had Janensch and his co-
workers known about Knight? Does the
sound ol money in conjunction with
clout and power negate one’s sexual ori-
entation? Do inelligence, a low prohle
and playing it cool make one acceptable?
What il Knight were lavender? Knight's
lile—and death—s getting to me.

That alternoon, I meet Jim Kennedy
at the Hasty-Tasty, Kennedy calls himsell
“a g street priest who ministers o

s.”” His ministry i1s in the Northern
Liberty area, where he lives with five
young men on a $2000 grant from the
city drug program.

Kennedy knew  Melendez  slightly.
Sometimes he'd bump into him and
kniglt ing breaklast at the Hasty-
Tasty, “but to say I knew Felix real well
would be a lie. Evervbody’s saying that:
1us like right alter Martin Luther King's

assination, everyone swore he knew
King.”

Nevertheless, Kennedy has  theories, The world’ oldest whiskey

' The“Novelist"glass created forthe Bushmills Collection by Henry Halem smggimnfm hﬁﬁ:‘;ﬁ g:llssn&
A bilend of 1009 lrish Whiskes. 86 Proof, Bortled in Lretnd, The Jor. Gameau Co, New Yo NY. Q1973

He maintains that you must understand
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about class differences in order to under-
stand the phenomenon of hustlers. The
majority are working class. They come
from broken homes and their feelings
have been bhrutalized.

“Felix was typical of the gang that
works the sireet. He came from a Pente-
costal background and the church is anti-
gay. Felix had a multiple number of
oppressions working against him: reli-
gion, sexual orientation, class and his
Puerto Rican minority status,™

Oppression makes curious bedfellows,
and it seemed only logical that fate
would bring Melendez together with
Knight.

Knight sought out the street kid, the
outcast, the sexual heathen, the carth
child whose universe was entirely differ-
ent [rom his. With Knight, sex was al-
ways a matter ol cultwral  collision.
“Diametrically opposed™ was a figure of
speech that could elicit a hard-on. He
could never sever the umbilical cord
that bound him 1o a patriarchal society.
Cut it and there was the possibility of
Grandpa’s cutting him off. To go visibly
agamst it would be 10 go against every-
thing he was ever taught in all those
lancy schools. For Knight to accept what
he was meant that he might not be
aceepied by the hierarchy who expected
greatness of  lhim. Greatness  meant
strength. - Strength meant masculinity,
Masculinity meant heterosexuality, Het-
crosexuality  meant  fagade.  Maintain
firgade for the world 1o see. Cheat in the
dark abyss of the soul. Cheat in a dimly
lighted back yard.

Of course, there’s no telling what
might have been had Knight played in
another yard. Impossible 10 surmise
whether he'd meer his heart's desive on
the Main Line or il he'd find a TFelix
Melendez on Society Hill.

The wuth is, when vou're rich and
bothered and restless, a hustler is easier
to cope with than a sitdown dinner for
six. And with the help of a few select gay
publications, anyone can dial a whore.

Hustlers who advertise in The Advo-
cale (the largest gay publication in the
country) are like visiting nurses. Many are
college kids who need the bucks to get
them through school. Others are actors
and dincers who can’t hold steady jobs
because they need time Tor auditions.
Still others ave lazy and find whoring a
wiy to pay the rent. And there are others
with great hodies who love sex, perform
well and hgure they might as well cash
i on their hobby. Thev sit at home, wait
lor the phone to ring and charge the
going rate. Most male models are gay
and claim o be “versatile.” Modeling is
a way ol meeting interesting men they
wouldn't ordinarily meet. A good model
is not bothered by the age. weight, height
or kinky demands of his client. He is
honese: a veritable hoy scout.

The strect hustler has a tougher time
ol it. There's no telephone, no way of
screening the crazies, no way ol spotting
Lily Law in plain clothes. The pav is
bad. A kid can Ireeze his ass off on a
winter night and go home with ten dol-
lars for a blow job. Generally, street
hustlers are sexually passive. And they're

“Beverly, I thought we agreed there would be none of
that except during commercials and official time outs'”

vounger than the house models. Pill pop-
ping and heroin are part of the scene.

Melendez was the classic street hus-
tler, Knight the dassic John. Though
opposites on the socioeconomic scale,
they shared the same patriarchal burden.
And livde by litde, Felix had Lallen in
love with his John.

°

Through the vears, stories have been
written comparing the clder Knight 1o
Joseph Kennedy. Although tragedy fol-
lowed Knight all his life the way tire
tracks follow a Cadillac down a muddy
road, durability is his middle name. Still,
he carries an craser in his head and can
obliterate the past ar will, But first he
has to know it all.

Knight has just returned 10 his office
at the Akron Beacon Journal—the hrst
newspaper in his cham and sull s
home base—and getting through 1o him
on the phone is easv. A SCCTCHITY ANsSwers
and suggests that [ tell her what the
call is about. “He's busy now,” she savs.
“I'lL el him.™

An hour later, Knight phones back.
His opening words are, “1'm gun-shy.

“I've talked to Newsweek and Time
and have been misquoted.” he continues.
“To discuss my relationship with my
grandson is still painful.”

Nevertheless, he states that  young
John was an excellemt newsman. “No
doubt about that,” And that he knows
his grandson was liked both personally
and professionally. Had he lived, his ca-
reer would have been a brilliant one.

“We had a close relationship, John
and I—a close and warm relationship.
We understood cach other and were on
the best of terms. There were no differ-
ences. Never any differences. And 1 have
no sell-recrimination about any of what
has happencd.

“After John's death, I spent  three
davs in solitary at Massachusetts General
Hospital, thinking over every aspect of
his lile as it applied 0 me. There is
nothing that T would have done differ-
ently. No clumges I'd have made.”

I ask il he'll see me, if only 10 remi-
nisce about his grandson’s life, as op-
posed to the circumstances surrounding
his death.

"Reviewing our relationship would be
very painful,” he repeats. “I'm alraid
nor.”

In the late spring of 1976, I phone him
. But once again, he refuses 1o be
mterviewed at any length,

“Let me just reiterate that stories about
my late grandson’s wealth are greatly ex-
ageerated. Ollicially, he was not the heir.
That had been reported eroncously.
John held some stock, which T gave 1o
him, but we're a corporation and a1 man
has to earn his own way in the business.”

Despite Grandpa’s protest, unofficially
there was never any doubt that John was
the heir or that hie was being groomed




Stresstabs’

HIGH
POTENCY
STRESS
FORMULA
VITAMINS

Overwork

60 TABLETS

Poor diet

Both ends of the vitamin candle

When your body responds to the stress of overwork it
increases the rate at which it uses up many kinds of
nutrients. including vitamins. From a balanced daily diet
your body can store up most nutrients for such emergency
use. However, there are certain vitamins the body can't
stockpile. no matter how much you take in.

Water-soluble vs. fat-soluble vitamins. Your body absorbs
two kinds of vitamins from the food you eat, fat-soluble

and water-soluble. The fat-soluble vitamins are accumulated
in substantial reserves in body tissues. But this is not

true of the water-soluble vitamins. B-complex and C, and
daily replacement through proper diet is considered
necessary even when you re well. When your vitamin needs
are increased by the stress of overwork. immediate supple-
mentation of the water-soluble vitamins, B-complex and C.
may be indicated.

STRESSTABS 600 and STRESSTABS 600 with Iron are products of Lederle Laboratories.

Why many doctors recommend STRESSTABS 600

High Potency Stress Formula Vitamins. When the diet is
inadequate. STRESSTABS 600 can help you avoid a
vitamin deficiency by replacing the B and C vitamins lost
during stress conditions such as overwork and poor diet.
STRESSTABS 600 can satisfy above-normal needs for
these vitamins by providing above-normal amounts: 600 mg.
of vitamin C plus a high potency formula of the B-complex
vitamins. STRESSTABS 600 also contains vitamin E.

Also available: STRESSTABS 600 with Iron.

Talk to the experts about STRESSTABS 600. Ask your
doctor or pharmacist about this different brand of vitamin.
Available at your drug store. in bottles of 30 or 60 tablets.

STRESSTABS 600 can't help you avoid overwork, but it
can help you maintain the good nutritional balance you
need to keep going.

= Amencan Cyanamid Company. 1877 B25-6
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Now ANYTHING Can Happen With the
Deluxe Pleasure Package! Yes, now you can
fulfill your most secret desires . . . with the
COMPLETE Prelude 3® Vibraior System.
Together, you and your lover will discover and
explore a thrilling new world of lovemaking.

® Playboy calls it “the critic's choice . . . the

4

® The NEW dual-intensity vibrator . . . noiseless,
hygienic, UL approved. Uses standard outlet.

® The unique STIMULATOR™, available only
with the Prelude Systern, for intense stimulation,
Nothing to insert.

® J sensuous massage attachments to ease and
excite both of you.

® Qur expliat, fully illustrated bookler, "How to
Increase Your Sexual Pleasure.”

e INNER MAGIC ——Five additional inches of
tingling sensation . . . when you add it

1o the Special Stimulator.

* INNER DYNAMO — A Sensory exclusive! For
utmost sensations, this five-inch attachment adds
10 rows of phiable, vibrating pleasure points.
FREE if you order now: MASTURBATION:

A WOMAN'S HANDBOOK — The book only
another woman could write!  Regularly $4.50.

state-of-the-art vibrator.” With Prelude 3 you'll
discover pleasures you've heard about, dreami
about . . . and longed 10 experience. The
Prelude 3 Sustem relaxes, stimulates . . .
then helps you soar to the most explosive
orgasms ever'

A $49.45 VALUE . . . ONLY $39.95

If coupon is missing, write: Sensory Research
Corp., 2424 Morris Ave., Union, N.J. 07083
30 DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE
This offer void where prohibited by law.

Sawe $9.50 if you act now! Order your
complete, deluxe Pleasure Package!

Sensory Research Corp., Dept. 78-058
2424 Morris Avenue Union, N.J. 07083

I want 1o take my fantasies to the limit! Rush
Deluxe Pleasure Package(s) (a regular
$49.45 value) for only $39.95 ea., ppd.

I enclose O Check O Money order for §_____
0 Bank Americard O Master Charge
Exp. Date
Account No, .
Name
Address ;
Ciy_____________ Stale. Zip
O 1 enclose $1 for catalog only (sent free with all
orders) In N.J. add 5" Sales Tax

® Sensory Research Corp., 1978

° ithout emba nt.
Sexual Aidsg |y emirresme

If you've been reluctant to purchase
sexual aids through the mail, the
Xandria Collection would like to offer you
two things that may change your mind:

1. A guarantee
2. Another guarantee

First, we guarantee your privacy.
Should you decide to order our cata-
logue or products, your transaction will
be held in the strictest confidence.

Your name will never (never) be used
for additional mailings or solicitations.
Nor will it be sold or given to any other
cornf:vany. And everything we ship to you
is plainly packaged, securely wrapped,
witﬂout the slightest indication of its con- |
tents on the outside. |

Second, we guarantee your satisfac- |
tion. Everything offered in the Xandria
Collection is the result of extensive |
research and real-life testing. We are so |
certain that the risk of disappointment |
has been eliminated from our products, |
that we can actually guarantee your satis- |
faction—or your money promptly, un- |
questioningly refunded. |

|
|
I
i
I
|
|
[

What is the Xandria Collection?

It is a very, very special collection of
sexual aids. It includes the finest and
most effective devices available from
around the world. Devices that can open
newdoorsto sexual gratification (perhaps

How to order them

without disappointment.

many doors you never knew existed!)
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as the next Citizen Knight, Had his abili-
ties swayed toward the business end of
journalism, he'd have been shipped off
to Miami, because The Miami Hevald is
the best school [or learning the corporate
aspects of journalism. Since signs of
printer’s ink had flowed through his
veins, the master plan had been to send
young John to Detroit after his gradua-
tion from Harvard. There, the corpora-
von could find out if he was a good
reporter. At The Detroil Free Press, he'd
have to produce. He could also learn
the ropes, from paper routing to adver-
tising. Once schooled, he would be trans-
ferred 1o Philadelphia, where the two
Knight-Ridder papers are the best train-
g grounds for an executive editor or
would-be publisher.

Acquaintances who knew hoth Johns
cliim that the Eamily ues were extraordi-
narily strong. Grandfather Knight took
the role ol father almost from the mo-
ment John was born, leaving his mother
a sort of subordinate figure who went
along with decisions regarding the mas
ter plan. Grandfather was responsible
for sending John away from home 1o
school when he was moderately yvoung,
tor putting a bug in his ear about Ox-
lord and Harvard.

A pessimist would think that the hur-
den of tradition would drive a kid up a
wall, bur John IIT adored, coddled and
feared his grandfather. “"He genuflected
cach time he talked about the old man,”
says a newspaper chum, “but T think he
had a deep penctrating anger and hate
towird him. He was desperately afraid
ol his grandlather. He was alraid of do-
ing wrong, afraid of his wrath and dis-
pleasure.” Patricide was the name of the
gime. Or, to be exact. grandpatricide.

Iromically, most people who know the
elder Knight claim he would not have
been vindictive had John confessed his
homosexual feelings. 1f voung John had
a reasonable adult relationship with an-
other mam, it's unlikely that Grandfather
would have hit the ceiling. But John
was fucking with street kids. Boy or girl
kids, the situation was a liimmable one.
Too much was at stake. A scandal ol the
chicken-hawk sort could alfect the cor-
poration and John 1I's future role in
the empire. No way would Granddad
approve.

L]

December 14, They've scized Salvatore
Soli in Miami. I think il 1 were Soli, I'd
have lled to Miami, too. The weather is
chilly in Philly. Frigid. [ rvead Soli's
story and decide 1o aldl my parents m
their condominium near Palm  Beach,
They beg me to visit them, get a liude
sunburn, swim in the pool. They want to
Kknow what I'm up wo. I ask il there has
been anything about Soli's capture in the
Florida papers. My [ather tells me he's
heard about the tsimmes. He suggests
that I move from my dump in Manhat-
tan. If I can’t afford the rent in a good



high-rise, he'll help me out.

Parents, commitments, obligations, um-
bilical cords that are tough 1o sever even
aflter the grown son leaves home. Do
orphans and bastards have it easier?

Soli, with all of his philandering, with
arrest record and track marks, was
still closer to his mother than Camden
is to Philly. Momma Soli would hear from
her son every day, no matter where he
was, He hadn't called since the Knight
murder, What could be more natural
than for Antoinette Soli 10 go on televi-
sion and plead, “Salvi, please come home
or get in touch with me. Let me know
vou're all right. You may be dead like
that boy Felix Melendez.”

Through the magic of the media, Ms.
Soli reminds her son that she is eritically
il having sullered a massive heart attack
less than a year before. *The operation
was unsuccesstul,”  she  weeps. “They
don't expect me to live more than a
year.”

At Chock Full 0" Nuts, where 1 wait
for a fricnd to meet me. Mis. Soli's
anguished face leaps out [rom the pages
ol the News. A hooker on the next stool
reids the article with velish.

“He should be in a mental institu-
tion,” she says o the counterwoman.
“The lg, sravation he's giving his poor
mother.”

She puts down her News. 1 wonder if
they're giving a reward,” she says to no

his

one in particular, She orders another col-
fee. “Light,”

Two ol her cohorts enter the place.
One is a Katy Jurado look-alike who
glances at Soli's picture.

"He looks lamiliar. Cute,” she says.

“Just caught,” says the frst hooker. “I
think thev're giving a reward.”

“Forget the reward. I'd do it with him
for nothing. Wouldn’t you:” She looks
aLme.

“No,” I answer. “Not for nothing.” I
make a mental note to check the mirror
to see 1f my skin has turned lavender,

.

As it happened. there was no reward.
Soli was turned i bv a woman in Miami
he had taken up with—an I8-year-old
blonde “burlesque dancer”™ who raued o
protect hersell. By the time the whoele
story of Soli’s and Maleno’s actions alter
the murder finally was picced together
from trials. news accounts and personal
interviews, it read like a James M. Cain
novel. What started out as a simple rip-
off ended up as a sordid melodrama
starring smalltime characters in an out-
ol-control plot. The melodrama also fea-
tured the murder of Felix Melendez.

After fleeing Knight's apartment, Soli
and Maleno checked into a motel in New
Jersey. They summoned Melendez, de-

manding to know why he had run amuck
in Knight's aparunent.
“Why did you kill John Knight?z Why

the Christ did vou kill him?”" Sal
shricked. "I ought to kill you now. Did

you stab that McKinnon broad. too? You
did, didn't your What the fuck hap-
pened:”

Felix was panicstricken. He had just
told Sal thin he knew nothing. He had
tricd to act cool, but he was like a school-
boy caught by his teacher in a lie. The
way out was to “less up.

“She tried 1o escape,” Felix explained.
“I was leaving John's apartment and she
wirts in the hall, hollering. She grabbed
me. I stabbed her. T was scared.”

“Don't tell us lies.” sereamed Maleno.
“What happened? Why did you staly that
wonung”

Felix rasped, “I'm telling the vuth. 1
stabbed her in the elevator and cut her
hand. It wasn't like 1 was trving to kill
her. 1 was scared. That's the truth.”

Steve and Sal continued 1o interrogate.
They battered Felix with queries and ac-
cusations and refused 10 accept any of
his answers. Crazv with anger, Steve then
took a butcher knile and sliced Felix’
head. Blood gushed. Ie rickled down his
[ace, onto his coat, onto the couch. But
Felix held in the pain, fearing that the
slightest provocation would start Maleno
ofl again.

Finally, Sal and Steve shut themselves
into the kitcheneue area. “What are we
going to do about Felix?” demanded

Yes No
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Steve. "We can’t trust him. He knows too
much. What should we do? Leave the
country? Leave the state? Keep running:”

The men decided that the logical move
would be to flee. But first they watched
the 11-par television newscast. Though
not named, Soli, Melendez and Maleno
were described. down to the rack marks
on Soli’s arm, courtesy of Rosemary Mc-
Kinnon's amazing memory. It was an-
other twinge of pain in the ongoing
nightmare for all of them.

Toward midnight, they left the motel.
Alter a couple ol hours of driving, they
reached a deserted arca near Camden.
Eventually, they stopped at a dead end.
Steve said, “We've got to bury this shit,”
and he and Felix got out of the car.
They headed toward a wooded area.
Steve carried a bag containing coats,
dungarees, shirts and shoes that they had
worn when they ripped off Knights
apartment, as well as blood-soaked towels
from Felix' head wound. Both Steve and
Felix started digging a hole in which to
dispose of the stufl. But Steve started
agiin. “Why did you kill that man?”

He pulled a gun [rom the waist of his
pants. And fired point-blank at Felix’
[ace. Felix fell. Leaning over him, Steve
fired two more shots.

Hurriedly, he took the bag with the
garments and returned to the car. Less
than a mile away, he dumped the cloth-
g into a suburban garbage can. Then
he dismanted the gun and, piece by
piece, tossed it out the car window. Par-
ticles ol the weapon became part of the
New Jersey landscape.

Fearing that he'd become part of the
landscape himsell, Soli decided to split
from Maleno. Maleno returned to Phila-
delphia. Three days later, he surren-
dered. Soli drove to Miami. He dyed his
hair strawberry blond, cut off his mus-
tache and took up with a blonde bomb-
shell. The bombshell turned him in.

L ]

“Women? Sure. He dated a few, but
no one heavily. Many of his dates worked
at the paper.”

‘The speaker is Ladd Neuman, Knight's
editor at The Detvoit Free Press. He's
talking about the straight side of
Knight's sex life.

"Did they come back the morning after
and discuss John's prowess:” 1 ask.

“No,” replies Neuman. “He dated
them like [riends, which is t say that
he'd take them out to a show and that's
i. John's women were two types: the
Detroit Free Press kind, who were safe
acquaintances, and the women he didn't
know and would screw around with,
Those he called foxes or foxy chicks.
He'd  brag  about how great they
were. ‘She had a hell of a body’ or
*She was good in bed."”

Did john ever say what he did in bed?
Newman's lace grows pensive, as if he's
trying to reconstruct a scene that hap-
pened a million or so years ago. Finally,
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he lights on the scene and reminks that
John was never specific as to whether his
taste ran to oral or anal or selli-abuse or
S/M or fetishism or whatever, but there
wits @ woman who worked in the mayor’s
ofhce, who once said something.

“This was a real likable girl,” recalls
Neuman. “She was a Iree-spirited woman
who was nicknamed Miss Zipper because
of a zipper dress she had that came off
easily. When I knew her, she was mak-
mg it with someone at the burean and
driving him out of his mind. She'd talk
very Ireely about her sex life, oo, Well,
one day she came in and said she was
‘reaked out” T asked why. "Well," she
said, *I made it with John last night”
And I said, “You did? What about vour
other friend?” She answered, “Actually,
John's a betrer luck (han my other
Iriend.” I then asked if she was going
back for more. *No,' she said, ‘because I
sort ol lelt like one of his possessions. |
got freaked out by being shown every-
thing in his apartment, from his stereo
to his etchings.’

“Because of that kind of leedback, I
never suspected John had a homosexual
street life. I just thought he was kind of
stuck on himsell. I assumed he wasn't
letting women get close to him because
ol his money, but I remember thinking
that it's stll odd. Why didn't he ever
have a good, heavy, long-term rom:ance
going? What the hell was he alraid ol?
Was he hurt in the past? Every now and
then, he'd mention some girl in London
whom he claimed he was pining for,
That girl, he said, had gotten hersell
marmied to someone else.

“Now, il vou sit and talk with some of
the Iree Press reporters, they'll tell vou,
T thought mavhe John was cav because
he dressed wo macho or something like
that. Shit, I knew John better than any-
body in Detroit, and I didn't know his
secret. In fact, the one or two times that
I had any reason to suspect anything, 1
kicked rthose reasons off hecause John
was coming on so strong with the foxy-
chick rap. He'd constantly barrage me
a kind ol locker-room way about the new-
est girl in town.

“"One night, we went to whitt was De-
roit’s rowdiest, raunchiest opless po-pro
jeint, the Golddiggers Lounge. We drank
ourselves blind and cosed the place.
John kept trying 10 put the make on one
of the waitresses. She wouldn't zo along
with it. So we fmally lelt the bar, and
John spotted this same waitress ourside
and took off after her. I figured he was
gomg to get himsell in wouble, he
ciuse you don’t run up 1o someone in
the strect in Detroit at two thirty in the
morning, 1o matter who vou are.

“John talked 1o her like a Durch uncle,
She  was  really  dynamite—not  too
bright—and the next thing I knew, she
was walking back 1o John's cr. Later, 1
asked him how he finally managed, after



“Isn’t it time you graduated from two-strokes, Clive?”
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having failed to entice the waitress in the
bar. He said he told her he had a great
record collection and a terrific stereo.”

)

Knight's secret diaries have been held
by the police since his murder and my
chances of learning what’s in them have
been slim until I make the right connec-
tion.

The detective suggests that I stay away
from headquarters. He asks where I'm
calling from. I tell him I'm at a phone
booth near the Troc Burlesque Theater.
I also tell him who my contact is. He
says he's been waiting for my call. I
know this is as close as I'm going to get
to Knight's diaries.

An hour later, he pulls up and
beckons me into his car. Cramped in the
back seat is a dog ol unspecified breed,
probably a bastard relative of the family
that carries whiskey to lost skiers in the
Alps. The animal is either on Valium or
three steps from death. It hardly moves.
The detective calls it Ruth. Definitely
not watchdog material.

Ruth and I have something in com-
mon: Neither of us stirs as the detective
drives us to an area of Philadelphia com-
pletely alien to me. He pulls to a stop,
pats Ruth's head and says, “We won't
be long, girl.” The detective and I enter

restaurant decorated in early Sigmund
Romberg. We take a corner booth.

“Let’s talk about the diaries,” I say.

“Let's look at the menu first,” he says.

We order Scotch straight and settle
for Wiener schnitzel. The drink takes a
long time in coming.

“What, specifically, do you want to
know?"

“Everything. Were the entries daily?”

“Daily for maybe a one- or two-week
period. Then Knight would stop for
three. Then there'd be Saturday, Sunday,
Monday—that kind of thing. Some of
the entries were short. Like, ‘Start work-
ing more.” ‘Start straightening things
out.” Most of them were about feelings.
He'd write about sex, reacting positively
to a good sexual encounter with a wom-
an. That would make him happy. But
then he'd write about a homosexual ex-
perience and he'd write with obviously
more. ..."

“Soul-searching?” I offer.

“No. Not soulsearching. If he had a
really terrific homosexual experience,
he'd describe it in much more glowing
kinds of enjoyment terms. The descrip-
tion of heterosexual relationships that
were successful, I guess, made him proud,
or bootstrapped him into a sense of ‘I'm
on the right road now." And yet the
homosexual experiences were more ful-
filling to him from the standpoint of
emotions.”

“Were they strictly blow jobs, pardon
the expression?”

The detective laughs. “The expression
is pardoned,” he says. “In polite circles,
we call it fellatio. No. Not strictly blow
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jobs at all, though blow jobs seemed to
be, according to Knight's entries, the
most titillating experience ol all.”

“Done to him?”

“No. That he did.”

“Fascinating.”

“Yeah. Fellatio that he did.”

“Did Knight discuss his homosexuality
at length in the diaries?”

“He talked about homosexual experi-
ences and how cuphoric he had been in
a particular homosexual encounter, but
he wouldn’t say that homosexuality it-
self was terrific. It was a disease that one
overcame, rather than accept as part of
one’s make-up. 1 know for people like
you it's fine, but for this poor guy, it was
death. It is fine with you, isn't it?”

“It’s fine with me.”

“When he was drunk, he'd often go
out to Rittenhouse Square or Spruce
Street and pick up some kid. He'd wake
up the next morning and give the guy
a hundred dollars and tell him to get
lost. Melendez was never fully accepting
of that from the start. He didn't like the
idea of being rejected that way. Melen-
dez tried to make contact with him. Basi-
cally, John didn’t want to have anything
to do with him. In his sober or lucid
moments, John was ashamed ol Melen-
dez. That oftended the kid. I'm not say-
ing that that motivated Melendez to
intentionally go out and get Knight.
But if you accept the proposition that

Melendez killed Knight, it explains the
rage that would instill in Melendez the
urge to kill.”

“You were in Knight's apartment. You
worked on the case,” 1 say. “Since they
won't be bringing it up in court, can
vou tell me exactly what was found in
Knight's foot locker?”

“About three hundred dollars’ worth
of pornographic books and commercial
movies, the  cight-millimeter
None of it was homemade, in the sense
that it was Almed by Knight. It was the
stull. you buy in pornographic shops. A
lot of hard-core pornographic books,
most of them homosexual. Somewhat
ironically, some old childhood books.
The kind of books that a kid has when
he's ten. And the diaries.”

“Any toys#”

“Some were found, but not in the
foot locker. They were found in suitcases
piled up next to the door. It looked like
somebody intended to haul the sex toys
out of there as part of the loot. In one
of the suitcases was a couple of double-
ended dildos. No leather or whips or
handcufts or cat-o™-nine-tails.

“Different people take different views
about Knmight's apartment. I maintain
that you could visit his place and never
know that it was the home of a homo-
sexual. Maybe I'm not sophisticated
enough to know."”

“Get off it. You're too sophisticated.”

variety. -

“Thanks. Other people have said you
could tell it was a homosexual’s quarters
from the artwork. There was a Japanese
print in one of the bathrooms—an ex-
plicit sexual scene. Some detectives con-
cluded, from the painting, that the guy
liked men. I remember going through
the apartment with a couple of cops and
they were examining the ceiling very
closely to check if there had ever been a
mirror on it. It tickled the hell out of
me. Totally unrealistic. Sure, there were
mirrors in the gymnasium where he
worked out-—but what does that tell?
One of our men thought he might have
another pad somewhere. A ‘trick’ apart-
ment. No such thing.

“Knight's apartment got a good
thorough overhaul. After sifting through
his possessions, I realized that there was
no damn underwear, anvwhere. I said,
‘Wait a minute. This is not real.” Then
we found out that most of Knight's stuff
was at the laundry.”

“He did wear underwear?”

“Yeah.” He grins. “Doesn’t everybody?
Do you?”

I don’t answer. “Do you?"”

He doesn’t answer, either, but I can
see he does,

L ]

Knight's last rites took place at the
Suriffler-Hamby Mortuwary in Columbus,
Georgia, his home town. Columbus’
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native son was eulogized as a “young
man blessed by birth, circumstances and
family. A young man with God-given
gifts.” The minister explained that
“there is a sense of unreality, that this
man’s passing is a bad dream. But it is
reality. And our first thought is, Why? I
can’t answer. I ean only comfort.”

In the vestibule, police made copies
of the 500 or so signatures in the chapel
guest book. After the service, mourners
went by car to Parkhill Cemetery nearby.
Knight's grandfather remained in his
automobile. His widowed mother, Doro-
thy, stood silently as the coffin was
lowered. A local television-news team
filmed the rites from a hilly point over-
looking the gravesite. A wireservice
photographer moved among the mourn-
ers below.

°

In Philadelphia, plans are made to
bury Melendez. Three days after Knight
is laid to rest, a service is held for Felix
at the Pullo Funeral Home in South
Philadelphia.

The cowd there is small. No TV
cameras, no media monitors visible out-
side the parlor, despite the fact that this
is the most publicized murder case in
Philadelphia history. 1 nod solemnly at
the pomaded mortician’s aide at the
door. He gestures for me to sign the
guest book. I don't—instead, I find a
seat near the back of the parlor.

The mourners are mostly young girls
in nuniskirts, craggy-faced mommas,
babies and teenage boys with long eye-
lashes and Philadelphia Flyvers jackets.
They occupy 20 rows of bridge chairs,
which come to a halt a yard from the
casket.

Sobbing everywhere. A young girl
whimpers and a baby cries and another
girl cries and another. Who are they?
Friends of Felix™?

They make me feel out of place and
I am out of place, conspicuous to mysell
because 1 shouldn't be here; somewhat
guiltridden because I am here. Interest-
ing that I should feel this way among
Melendez’ acquaintances. Interesting that
I can move comfortably, snug in the
fact that I'm doing my professional duty,
among Knight's peers.

I notice a plainclothesman from police
headquarters. He notices me, too, but
he averts his eyes from mine. Another
intruder. Thank the Lord.

The place soon fills to capacity. From
where I sit, it's difficult to see Melendez’
death face in the open coffin. There is
a line of 15 people waiting to get a view.
One of the viewers is a repeater. I get in
line.

Moving to the coffin is a slow process.
Once there, the procedure is 1o look at
the body for as long as you want, then
get back to your seat or leave the parlor.
Most of the viewers sneak a quick glance.

One viewer gazes and prays for what
seems an hour. The line in back of me
is long.

My turn. The coffin is plushed up with
white satin. Melendez clad 1n a tan sum-
mer suit. Long and lanky. Tie tied in
a tight Windsor knot. Hands folded
across his chest. Hair slicked back. The
cosmetician has done a remarkable job
of hiding whatever damage the bullet
wounds had done to his countenance.
Felix looks like a waxwork of Rudolph
Valentino. He sports a half-smile. Or is
it a silent snicker?

Enough. My eyes shift to his shoes.
Cheap, with those tiny ventilation air
holes. Heels in A-1 condition. Big [eet.
No sign of socks.

Below his feet rests a pretty heart-
shaped bouquet of white gladioli. Tied
to the bouquet is a card. The card reads,
pApby, That's all. pADDY.

The gladioli and the pappy card are
buried with Felix.

Steve Maleno pleaded guilly to the
murders of John Knight and Felix Me-
Iendez. Salvalove Soli pleaded innocent
to both murders, stood irial in Philadel-
phia and Camden and was found guilty
of first-degrce murder on both counts.
Both Soli and Maleno are serving life

sentences.
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an exclusive Diners feature. You can choose the second card for
personal charges or issue it to your spouse or other family member.
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can purchase Thomas Cook
Travelers Cheques at any
Thomas Cook office in the
U.S. or Canada free of ser-
vice charge.

That means savings—
up to §1 on each $100 in
travelers cheques. Another
extra service—with your
Diners Card as a reference,
you may write a personal
check (maximum $750 every
14 days) for the purchase of
Thomas Cook Travelers
Cheques.

New benefit! $30,000
travel accident insur-
ance at no extra cost.
Charge your flight tickets on
your Diners Card and you'll
be automatically covered by
travel accident insurance.
An additional $370,000* in
insurance coverage (a por-
tion of which includes round
the clock coverage even in
rental cars) is available at
group rates.

Special Benefit for

New Members! You tell
us when to send the bill!
As a new member, you can

choose when you get your
bill. We divide the month
into three 10-day periods.
Pick the one that’s most
convenient for you—and
that's when we'll bill you.

The NEW Diners offers
cash when you need it.
In the U.S. or Canada, you
can cash personal checks
for up to $250 at participat-
ing hotels where you're a
registered guest.

And at 87 Diners Club
offices in major cities abroad
you can easily obtain an
immediate $100 emergency
cash advance.

The NEW Diners does
more for you worldwide.
DOUBLECARD is included
in the regular $30 fee. And
so are all the important
services which have made
Diners Club famous all
around the world. These
include a number of benefits
for which some other cards
make you pay exira—
travelers cheques, currency
conversion and $30,000
travel accident insurance.
As a Diners Club member,
you get an immediate wel-
come at over 400,000 estab-
lishments. Hotels. Motels.

Resorts. Airlines. Auto rental
agencies. The best shops
and boutiques. Great
restaurants and nightclubs.

The favorite card

of experienced world
travelers.

Compare these features with
those of any other credit
card in the world and you'll
see why the NEW Dinersis
so highly valued by people
who travel and entertain.

If you now belong to
Diners' Club, you will
receive information about
your DOUBLECARD, and
other new benetits before
your present card expires.
Meanwhile, your current
card is as good as ever.

To apply for the Diners
DOUBLECARD call toll-free
1-800-525-7000. (In Colorado
call collect 303-770-7252.)
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PLAYBOY

FALLING ANGEL

(continued from page 192)

“She stiffened. It was as if someone touched the
back of her neck with an ice cube.”

I grinned and sniffed my drink. “Must
be swell having so many memories.”

“You writin’ a hook, son? I can spot
me a book writer quick as a fox recog-
nizes a hen.”

“You're close, old fox. I'm working on
a piece for Look magazine.”

“Astory ‘bout Toots in Look? Right in
there with Doris Day! Haw!”

“Well, I won’t put you on, Toots. The
story's going to be about Johnny Faver-
ite.”

“Who?"

“A crooner. Used to sing with Spider
Simpson’s swing band back in the early
Forties.”

“Yeah. I remember Spider. He played
the drums like two jackhammers fuck-
ing.”

“What do you remember about Johnny
Favorite?” I asked. “I heard you were
pretty good pals.”

“Son, he made a record of one of my
songs way back when and I thank him
for all the long-gone royalty checks, but
he sure didn’t come uptown to see me.”

“Who did he come uptown to see?”

Toots Sweet ducked his eyes in mock
coyishness. “You gettin’ me to tell tales
out of school, son.”

“What does it matter after all these
years?” I said. "I gather he was seeing a
lady.”

“She was every inch a Iady, to be sure.”

“Tell me her name.”

“It ain’t no secret. Anyone who was
around ’fo’ the war knows Evangeline
Proudfoot was makin’ the scene with
Johnny Favorite.”

“None of the downtown press seemed
to know.”

“Son, if you was crossin’ the line in
them days, it wasn’t something you
wanted to brag about.”

“Who was Evangeline Proudloot?”

Toots smiled. “A beautiful, strong
West Indian woman,” he said. “She was
ten, fifteen years older than Johnny, but
still such a fox that he was the one
looked the fool.”

“Know where I could get in touch with
her?”

“Ain't seen Evangeline in years. She
got ill. Store’s still there, so maybe she is,
too.”

“What sort of store was that?” I did
my best to keep any trace of cop out of
my question.

“Evangeline had an herb shop over on
Lenox. Stayed open till midnight every
day 'cept Sunday.” Toots gave me a the-

246 atrical wink., “Time to play some mo’.

You gonna suck around for another set,
son:"

“I'll be back,” T said.

.

Proudioot Pharmaceuticals was located
on the northwest corner of Lenox Ave-
nue and 123rd Street. The name hung
in the window in six-inch blue-neon
script. I parked half a block down and
looked the place over. Fluorescent lights
hung from a pressed-tin ceiling; old-
fashioned glass-[ronted wooden shelves
ran along the far wall. The swinging of a
clock pendulum seemed the only activity.

I went inside. A smell of burning in-
cense stung the air. Bells tinkled above
my head as I shut the door. On a revolv-
ing metal stand near the entrance, a
collection of “dream books” and pam-
phlets addressing the various problems of
love competed for the customer’s atten-
tion in gaudy Multilith jackets. 1 was
examining the perfumed, colored candles
guaranteed to bring good fortune with
continued use when a lovely mocha-
skinned girl came in from the back room
and stood behind the counter. She wore
a4 white smock over her dress and looked
about 19 or 20. “May I help you?” she
asked. Just beneath her carefully modu-
lated diction lingered the melodic calyp
s0 lilt of the Caribbean.

“Is Miss Proudioot on the premises?”

“I'm Miss Proudfoot,” she said.

“Miss Evangeline Proudfoot?”

“I'm Epiphany. Evangeline was my
mother.”

“You say was?"

“Momma died last year."”

“I'm sorry to hear that.”

“She'd been sick for a long time, flat
on her back for years. It was best.”

“She left you a lovely name, Epipha-
ny," I said. “It fits yvou.”

Beneath her coffee-and-milk complex-
ion, she flushed slightly. “She left me a
good deal more than that, This store’s
been making a profit for forty years. Did
you do business with Momma?"

“No, we never met. 1 was hoping she
might answer some questions for me.”

Epiphany Proudfoot’s topaz eyes dark-
ened. "What're you, some kind of cop?”

I smiled, the Look alibi engraved on
my silver tongue, but I figured she was
too smart to buy it, so I said, “Private
license. 1 can show you a photostat.”

“Never mind your dime-store photo-
stut. Why did you want to talk to Mom-
maz”

“I'm looking for a man namned Johnny
Favorite.”

She stiffened. It was as if someone
touched the back of her neck with an ice

cube. “He’s dead,” she said.

“No, he’s not, although most people
seem to think so.”

“Far as I'm concerned, he's dead.”

“Did you know him?”

“"We never met.”

“Edison Sweet said he was a friend of
vour mother's."”

“That was before I was born,” she said.

“Did your mother ever talk to you
about him?”

“Surely, Mr. . . . whoever you are, you
don’t expect me to betray my momma's
confidences. 1 clearly see you are not a
gentleman.”

I let that one pass. “Perhaps you can
tell me if you or your mother ever saw
Johnny Favorite in, say, the last fifteen
vears or s0.”

“I told you we never met, and I was
always introduced to all Momma's
friends.”

I got out my wallet, the one T carry
cash in, and gave her my Crossroads card.
“OK.” I said, “it was a long shot, any-
way. That's my office number on the
bottom. I wish you'd call me il you think
of anything or hear of anybody having
seen Johnny Favorite.”

She smiled, but there was no warmth
in it. “What're you after him for?”

“I'm not ‘after’ him; I just want to
know where he is.”

She stuck my card in the glass of the
ornate brass cash register. “And what if
he's dead:™

“I get paid either way.”

It was almost a real laugh this time. “I
hope you find him six feet under,” she
said.

]

By the time I got back to the Red
Rooster, I'd missed an entire set and
Toots was sitting on the same stool at the
bar. A glass of champagne hzzed at his
clbow. I lit a cigarette as I edged through
the cowd. “Find out what you were
alter?” Toots asked without interest.

“"Evangeline Proudfoot is dead.”

“Dead? Now, that is a for-certain
shame. She was one fine lady.”

“You seem to have known her pretty
well. What more can you tell me about
her affair with Johnny Favorite?”

Toots Sweet lumbered to his tiny feet.
“I can’t tell you nothin’, son. I'm too big
to go around hiding under beds. "Sides,
it's time fo’ me to go back to work.”

He flashed his starstudded grin and
started for the bandstand. 1 wagged along
like an eager newshound. “I'm in no hur-
ry. I can listen to you play all night.”

“Just sit out the set, son.” Toots lilted
the curved lid of the baby grand. A
chicken foot lay on the keyboard. He
slammed the lid shut, “Stop hangin’ over
my shoulder!” he growled. “I got to play
now.

“What was that?”

“That was nothin’. Never you mind
that.”

But it was not nothing. It was the foot



"2 N\ S I RO e N

.ma.a

. A -k s ] ] AL r -‘|
T T | , S o e
-~ - —— !. * % ' : | L }‘

19 mg. “tar”, 1.3 ma. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report MAY ‘7B. R i ¥ > houn;

‘."._.. ;‘ 7 ‘ I'L‘ 's;‘ # 1
A
¥ ‘; _"-.
LA e |
Ay A5 B
AL T E B
i &
l - ‘.v'g -._ ;
i Y R
. The man. The cngarette.
themseives.
Ordinary cigarettes just de
Camel Fiters has.
Its blend of Turkish and
gives him what he. smokes

. Pleasure. Satisfaction.
g -Aﬁame[ﬁlters Man u

Warning. The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.



“This woman, sheis like my tequila.
Smooth, but with alot of spirit.”

Her name was—well were not sure. And she
appears to have been the only other love Two Fingers
had besides his tequila.

“It's her spirit I capture in the tequila I make. Itis
soft but, oh, so passionate,” he reportedly said.

She traveled with Two Fingers as he brought the
taste of this special tequila—Two Fingers Tequila —
north of the border.

And then, without warning, they both disap- . O
peared leaving behind only the passionate taste of the W g
Two Fingers Tequila we enjoy today. P Y :

©1978. Imported and Bottled by Hiram

Walker & Sons, Inc., Peoria, Il Tequila, 80
Send for our free recipe booklet: Two Fingers Tequila, P.0. Box 14100, Detroit, M1 48214 Proof. Product of Mexico. 750 ml {25.4 fi. oz.)




The most exciting calculator ever
designed. ..

'»The

elrack

Computer

Project the winning horses intelligently and reliably, with this
ingenious new electronic rating system. ..

B No previous handicapping knowledge required
B Simple sequence of operation for between race selections
B Identifies and projects the real contenders!

B Most importantly, it provides accurate ratings based on past performance data

B Guaranteed to increase your winnings or your money back!

Try it for 2 weeks at no obligation!

How the “Computerized-Performance-Rating* System
works: Utilizing a new micro processor-based engineering
design, the “C.P.R."* Calculator combines, weighs and
then projects the Past Performance Information (from con-
ventional racing forms) into a SPEED RATING for each
horse in today's race. The horses with the highest projected
speed rating are those most likely to win.

The Computer’s Ratings are Based on Important Factors
From The Last 3 Races: Using the Past Performance Charts
you start by punching in today's Race Weight (RW) of the
first horse listed. Then you enter the Last Speed Rating
(LSR) of the same horse, followed by that horse's Best
Speed Rating (BSR) from his last 3 races. Then you enter
the Total Finish Positions (TFP) for the last 3 races. After
entering the above information, (readily available from
current racing forms) your RaceTrack Computer will
instantly compute a "C.R.” or Computerized Performance
Rating for the horse. After following the same quick
procedure for each horse in the race, you can then compare
their individual ratings. The horse with the highest rating
is the most likely to win, based on his past performance as
compared to the other entries.

The CPR Rating System is amazingly accurate, as proven
at several major derbies: Developed recently by an Ark-
ansas engineer, the system was first tried at the Arkansas
Derby. It immediately picked the horse that went on to
win that Derby. When used at this year's Kentucky Derby,
the RaceTrack Computer's highest rated contender ran a
very close second. There are even some inside tip sheets
that are regularly listing the "C.P.R.” projected winners.

Specifications: B Solid-State Circuitry M Integrated Com-
puter Chip by National Semi-Conductor B Bright, large
fluorescent display M Long-life 9-volt battery power supply
B ’rojection ratings to 2-decimal places B Clear previous
entry key M One year limited warranty

To order, call

TOLL-FREE: 1-800-528-6050

ext. 1056. Ariz. residents call: 1-800-352-0458. Alaska and
Hawaii: 1-800-528-0470. Canada: 1-800-268-4888. Puerto
Rico and the Virgin Islands: 1-800-528-6120.

Increase your winnings in two weeks or return it for a full
refund! No risk whatsoever.

Please send ____ C.PR. RaceTrack Computer(s) @

$39.95 (plus $2 shipping and handling) ea. If not 100%

pleased, 1 can return everything within 2 weeks for a full

refund.

O Also send AC Adaptor(s) @ $4.95 ea.

O Check or Money Order enclosed (CA res. add 6%

sales tax)

[0 Charge my credit card number below.

O Bank Americard/Visa OO Master Charge
{Interbankno. )

O American Express O Carte Blanche O Diners Club

Credit Card No. Exp. Date

Neme =— - ..

Address
City/State/Zip e
Signature

Starshine Croup.

924 Anacapa Street, Dept. 474, Santa Barbara, Ca 93101
Starshine Inc_. 1978
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Now! In
the space
ofan
ordinary
clock
radio...

The Desk Top

-

Executive Entertainment Center

5 TV-AM Radio - FM Radio - Digital Clock-Alarm Clock
Perfect For Your Office.. The Kitchen, Bedroom, Den or Dorm.

Extraordinary, isn't it, what common
sense and good design can do. So, the
Executive Entertainment Center, without
one radically new feature, is the first and
only desk top television set with an
AM/FM radio and digital alarm clock.

A triumvirate of usefulness. A master-
piece of convenience. In just 15 inches of
desk space. Yes, itis only 15" wide by 12"
deep by 7" high. The ultimate in minia-
turized electronic office technology.

Really Good Features

The TV is exceptionally sharp and clear.
A pleasure to watch. Resolution on the 5”
black and white screen surpasses the
reception on even the best bigger set. The
AM/FM radio, with precision slide rule
tuning and an oversize, wide-range dy-
namic speaker, delivers the kind of sound
you'd expect from a conscle. The digital
clock features a constant, bright red LED
readout, with large, easy-to-read numbers.
And the 24-hour alarm system does every-
thing but talk to you.

It will turn the TV or radio off and on
automatically, so you don’'t have to worry
about missing a favorite program, the
news, weather, traffic reports, stock
market prices. You can also use the alarm
as an appoiniment reminder—for meet-
ings or phone calls or to notify you when
it's time to leave. Of course, you can shut
the alarm off completely or have it ring
again in five minutes.

Additional Highlights

The Television comes complete with
UHF and VHF antennas for perfect recep-
tion on every station in virtually every
area. Circuitry is solid state, for years of
trouble-free reliability.

The Digital Clock can be used to control
all functions of the Center. It operates on
the 60 cycles generated by 110 current,
so it will maintain absolutely flawless ac-
curacy for years and years. If you've been

thinking of getting an electric clock for
your office, this is the one you should
have.

AM/FM Radio provides the greatest
variety of information and entertainment.
And is an ideal way to minimize distract-
ing office noises. FM particularly, lets you
choose the music you like best, and the
music that's most appropriate for what
you're doing, whether it's classical, nostal-
gic, soft rock or today's sound.

Earphone is included so you can listen
to the TV or radio in private without dis-
turbing anyone near you. Handsomely
styled in black and white to fit in unob-
trusively with any decor. FCC approved.
Operates on AC current.

15-Day No-Risk Trial so you can send
for the Executive Entertainment Center
confident you must be absolutely de-
lighted and completely satisfied or you
can return it to us for a full refund.

Full One Year Limited Warranty on parts
and labor. A good indication of the solid
state reliability, the years and years of
trouble-free performance you'll enjoy.

Improve Your Efficiency
and Productivity

Now, tucked neatly in a corner of your
desk . . . without costing a fortune, with-
out cluttering your office with a TV stand,
without your having to look half way
across the office to a crowded bookcase
shelf . . . the Executive Entertainment
Center will end your isolation from the
rest of the world, and your dependence on
limited information from the telephone.
You'll use it to get the weather, sports
results, important interviews, your favor-
ite programs {especially when you have to
work late). More, it will make the long day
at your desk as pleasant as possible. IUll
give you the break you need to ease your
frustration, the respite from business that
erases your tension, improves your effi-
ciency and productivity.

An ExliraSet For Your House

Of course, the Executive Enterlainment
Center is the ideal combination for many
places besides your office. After all, it
takes up only about the same space as a
clock radio, so it'll fit right in with your
way of life: In the kiichen, out of the way
on a counter. {The kids will love it, too,
and they can watch without disturbing the
rest of the family.} In the bedroom, so you
don't have to fight over which program to
watch, know the set will go off automati-
cally, wake you with the alarm or the radio
or TV. In the den, it's a natural. And the
set you always wished to have while
you're shaving. In addition, it's the perfect
gift for a student living in a dormitory
(especially if it's going to be taken home
on vacations!).

The Executive Entertainment Center
is only $199.95 plus $3.99 for shipping and
handling (lllinois residents please add 5%
sales tax).

To order. simply send your check lo
DOUGLAS DUNHILL, INC., Dept. 80-2403
4225 Frontage Rd., Oak Forest, IL 60452,
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of a chicken, spanning an octave [rom
the sharp vellow claw on the lizardlike
oe to where it was cut ofl above the
joint and bleeding.

“What's going on. Tools?”

Toots hissed. “Nothin's going on vou
got to know about. Now, 1 ain’t talking
to vou no mo’. Not alter the sct. Not
never!™

“Who's alter vou, Toots?”

“You git outa here.”

“Wilat does Johnny Favorite have to
do with "

Toots spoke very slowly, ignoring the
bass playver who appeared at s shoulder.
“If you don't get the hell out of here, an’
I mean clean out onto the sidewalk, vo’
gonna wish yo' lily-white ass never was
born.”

I mei the bass player's implacable gaze
and glinced around. There was a full
house. | knew how Custer must have felt
upon the hilltop at Little Bighorn.

“All T gor 1o do,” Foots sandd. is say
the word.”

“You don't need to send a relegram,
Toots.” 1 dropped my butt onmo the
dance lloor, ground it under my heel
and lelt.

My car was parked in the same spot
across Seventh and 1 headed for it when
the light changed. T got in behind the
wheel, lit another cigarette and settled
down to wiit.

Toots came out ol the club about five
minutes belore closing time. A passing
cab squealed 1o a stop at his shrill, two-
fimgered whistle. 1 switched on the igni-
tion and tailed the cab w 152nd Street,
where it stopped in front of one ol the
Harlem River Houses and waited out
lront with the door open and the rool
light ofl. Toots was just ranning upsttirs.
1 trned my headlights ofl and double-
parked where 1 could watch the cab. He
wis back in minutes. He carvied a red-
plaid canvas bowling-hall bag.

The cab took a left at Macomb’s
Plice aud  continued downtown on
Fighth Avenue. [ staved three blocks
back and kept it in sight all the way 10
Frederick Douglass Civele, where it swung
east on 11h and followed the northern
wall of Central Park, 1 parked around
the corner on St. Nicholas in time (o see
the cab drive off and the retreating lorm
ol Toots Sweet, a shadow sliding into the
shadow world of the dark and silent park.

.

He kept to the path bordering the
western rim of Harlem Meer. T staved
ofl 10 onc side in the shadows, but Toots
never looked back. He hurried along
toward the Loch, the most remote section
of Central Park. The path wound into a
deep ravine crowded with trees and
shrubs and completely cut off from the
citv. It was dark there and very still. For
a moment, 1 thought I had lost Toots.
Then 1 heard the drnms.

I cdged through the trees unul I
reached the cover ol a large rvock. Four

white candles flickered on saucers set on
the ground. I counted 15 people standing
in the dim light. There were three drum-
mers, cach playing an instrument ol a
different size.

A girl wearing a white dress and tur-
ban inseribed convoluted designs on the
ground between the candles. She used
handfuls of lour like a Hopi sand paint-
er. racing the swirling figures around a
circular hole dug into the packed earth.
She turned and her lace was illuminated
by candle flame. It was Epiphany Proud-
foor.

The onlookers swaved [rom side 10
side, chanting and clapping in time with
the drumming. Several men shook gourd
rintles. T watched Toots Sweet wield his
manacas like Xavier Cugat [ronting a
rhumbiae b

Epiphany was barefoot in spite ol the
cold. twirling handiuls of Pillsbury’s Best
onto the ground. When the design was
finished. she jumped back. reaching her
ghostwhite hands above her head like a
cheerleader of doom. Her spastic shimmy
soon had the whole aowd dancing,.

Shadows shilted grotesquely in the un-
even candlelight. The demonic heartheat
ol the drums caught the dancers in s
throbbing spell. Their eyes rolled back
in their heads; spitle [rothed on the
chanting lips. Men and women rubbed
together and momed, pelvises thrusting
in i ecstatic approximation of sex. The

whites of their eyes gleamed like opals in
their sweating [aces.

Epiphany’s white dress clung to her
wet, voung body. She reached into a
wicker basket, removing a  leg-bound
rooster. The bird held up his head
proudly. his blood-red comb vivid in the
cindlelight. Epiphany rubbed the white
plumage against her breasts as she danced.
Weaving among the crowd, she caressed
cach of the others in wrn. A piercing
cockerow silenced the drums,

Gliding gracefully, Epiphany bent to
the circular pit and cut the rooster’s
jugular with a deft turn ol i vazor. Blood
spouted into the dark hole. The rooster’s
defiant crow becnne a gargling scream.
Its wings thrashed wildly as it died. The
dancers moaned. One by one, they
swiyed forward and dropped  offerings
into the pit. Scatterings of coins, hand-
fuls ol dried corn, assorted cookies, can
dies and fruit. A woman poured a bottle
ol Coca-Cola over the dead chicken.

Afterward, Epiphany took the limp
bird and hung it, upside down, from the
branches of a nearby ree. Things began
to break up about then. The congreg-
tion slipped ofl into the darkness without
a word ol larewell. Toots, Epiphany and
two or three others walked back along
the path toward Harlem Meer.

I tailed them through the shadows.
skirting the path and keeping out of
sight among the trees. By the Meer, the

“Goodness! I didn’t know that—
I thought it was just dvinking while on duty

you weren’t s upposed todo.”
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path divided. Toots headed toward the
Seventh Avenue exit. I planned on beat-
ing him home,

I scaled the rough stone wall and ran
for the Chevy. The swreets were nearly
empty and I sped uptown without miss-
g a light,

I parked near the corner of Macomb's
Place and walked the rest of the way
through the Harlem River Houses devel-
opment. | found the entrance 10 Toots's
building on 152nd and loocked for
his apartment number on the row of
brass mailboxes set into the brick wall.

The front door was no problem. I got
it open with my penknife blade in less
than a minute. Toots lived on the third
floor. T climbed the stairs and checked
out his lock. There was nothing 1
could do without my attaché case, so I
sat on the steps leading up and waited,

L ]

I didn’t have to wait long. 1 heard
him pulling up the stairs and stubbed my
butt out against the hottom of my shoe.
When he had the door open, I made my
move. I caught him [rom behind, grab-
bing his coat collar and shoving lim
forward into the aparunent. He stumbled
10 lus knees. I switched on the ceiling
light and closed the door behind me.

Toots hufted to his feet. panting like
an animal at bay. His right hand plunged
into his coat pocket and came out hold-
ing a straight razor. I shifted my weight.
“1 don’t want to hurt vou, old man.”

He lumbered forward. waving the ra-
zor. | caught his arm with my left hand
and stepped in close, bringing my knee
up hard. Toots sagged and sat down
with a solt grunt. I twisted his wrist and
he dropped the razor omo the arrpet. 1
kicked it against the wall,

“Dumb, Toots.” T picked up the razor,
folded 1tand put it into my pocker.

Toots sat. holding his bellv with hoth
hands. “What vou want with me?” he
moaned. “You're no writer.”

“Getting smarter. So save the bullshit
and tell me what you know about Johnny
Favorite,”

“I'mhure. T leel all busted up inside.”

“Lasten. Toots” 1 said. “I saw your
lidle shindig in the park. Epiphany
Proudloot’s number with the chicken,
What was going onz”

“Obeal,” he groancd. “Voodoo. Not
cevery black man is a Baptist.

“"What about the Proudioot girl: How
does she fit in:”

“She's a mambo, like her mother was
belore her. Been comin’ 1o humfo meet-
in's since she was ten. Took over as
priestess at thirteen.”

“That when Evangeline Proudfoot got
sick?”

“Yeah. Somethin® like thar”

I offered Toots a smoke. but he shook
his heacl. T lit one myself and asked. “Was
Johnay Favorite into voodoo?”

“He was runnin’ ‘round with the mam-
bo, wasn’t he:"”

“Did he go to meetings?”

" 'Course he did. Lots of "em. He was
a hunsi-bosal "

“A what?"

“He'd been initiated but not bap-
tized.”

“When was the last time you saw
Johnny Favorite at one of your chicken
snufhings="

“I tol’ you, T ain't seen him since 'fo’
the war.”

“What about the chicken foot? The
one in the piano:”

“Means I talk too much.”

“About Johnny Favorite?”

“'Bout things in general.”

“Not good enough, Toots.” 1 blew a
litde smoke in his {ace. “Ever try o play
piano with vour hand in a case?”

Toots started 10 rise, but sagged back,
grimacing. “You wouldn’t do that,"”

“I'll do what I have 1o, Toots.”

There was considerable fear in the old
piano player’s eves. I cracked the knuck-
les in my right hand for emphasis. * Ask
me anvthing vou want,” he said. “I been
telling you the trath right along.”

“You haven’t seen Johnny Favorite in
the last hfteen years®”

“Na:w

“What about Evangeline Proudloot?
She ever mention secing him?”

“Not where I could hear it Far as she
was concerned, Johnny Favorite was dead
and burjed.”

“Toots. I'll take a chance and believe
vou. How come vou wear a star on vour
tooth like that®”

Toots grimaced. The  cutouwr  star
glinted in (he overhead light, “That's so
folks be sure I'm a nigger. Wouldn't
wint ‘em o make any mistakes.”

“Why is it upside down:"

“Look nicer that way.”

I placed one of my Crossroads cnds on
top of the TV. “I'm leaving a card with
my number on it. If you hear anything,
give me a call.”

“Yeah, I ain't got enough wroubles
awready [ got to start phonin’ up ma’."

“You never know. You might need
some help next time you get a special-
delivery chicken foot.”

Outside, dawn smudged the night sky
like rouge on a chorus girl's cheek. Walk-
ing to the car, I dropped Toots’s pearl-
handled razor into a garbage can,

L

The sun was shining when 1 finally hit
the sack, but I managed o sleep until al-
most noon in spite of bad dreams. 1 was
haunted by nightmares more vivid than
any Late Show horror feature. Voodoo
drums throbbed as Epiphany Proudioot
cut the rooster's throat. The dancers
swaved and moaned, only this time the
bleeding didn’t stop. A erimson [ountain
gushed from the thrashing bird, soaking
evervthing like a wopical rain, dancers
all drowning in a lake of blood. I
watched  Epiphany go under and ran
[rom my hiding place, gore splashing at

my heels. I woke up screaming.

A hot shower setled my nerves. T was
shaved, dressed and driving uptown in-
side of 20 minutes. 1 dropped the Chevy
off at my garage and walked to the out-
of-town newsstand next to Times Tower.
Dr. Albert Fowler’s picturc was on the
front page of Monday's Poughleepsie
New Yorker. “NOTED DOCTOR FOUND DEAD,”
said the headline. I read all about it over
breakfast at the Whelan's drugstore in
the corner of the Paramount Building.

Up in the office, 1 considered my
options. 1 had planned on driving out 10
Coney Island to uv to locate Madam
Zora, Johnny Favorite’s gypsy lortune-
teller, but decided to play a long shot
and go back up w Harlem first. There
was @ lot Epiphany Proudfoot hadn’t
told me last night.

[ got my attaché case out of the office
safe and was buttoning my overcoat when
the phone rang. Tt was long distance,
person-to-person collect from Cornelius
Simpson. I told the operator I would
accepe the charges.

“I'd like to ask you some questions
about Johnny Favorite,” 1 said.

“What kind of questions:”

“Have you scen him at all in the past
hilteen vears, for starters?”

“Last time I saw Johnny was the day
after Pearl Harbor. What's this all about,
dn Y\\'JI}' s

“I'm doing a story for Look on lor-
gotten vocalists of the Forties. Johnny
Favorite is at the top of the list.”

“Not my list, brother.”

“That's fine,” I said. “If T spoke 1o just
his fans, I wouldn't get a very interesting
story.”

“The only [ans Johnny had were
strangers.””

“What can vou tell me about his affair
with a West Indian woman named Evan-
geline Proudfoot="

“Not a damn thing. This is the frst
I've heard of i

“Did you know he was involved in
voodoo?”

“Sticking pins in dolls? Well, it igures;
Johnny was a weirdo. He was always into
something srange.”

“Such as what?”’

“Oh. let's see; one time, 1 saw him
carching pigeons up on the rool of our
hotel. I thought maybe he didn’t like the
chow in the place, but later, T dropped
by his room, and there he was, poking
through the gues with a pencil.”

“What was thiee all aboutz”

“That's what I asked him. He 1o0ld me
some [ancy word 1 can’t remember. Said
he was predicting the future like the
priests in ancient Rome used 1o do.”

“Sounds like that o’ black magic had
him in ats spell,” T said.

Spider Simpson laughed. “You said it,
brother. If it wasn't pigeon guts, it was
some other damn thing, tea leaves, palm
readers, yoga, He carried a skull in his
suitcase.”




“A human skullz"”

“Once upon a time, it was human. He
saied it came from the grave ol a man
who murdered ten people. Claimed it
gave him power.”

“Sounds like he was putting you on,”
I saudd.

“Could be. He used to sit and stare at
it for howrs belore a performance. 1 that
wits i put-on, it was a dinnn good one.”

“Did vou know Margaret Krusemark:"”
1 asked.

“Margaret who?”

“Johmny Favorite’s fiancée.”

“Oh. yeah, the debutanie society girl.
I met her i few times. What about her?”

“Whatt was she like?”

“Very pretty. Didn't talk much, You
kuow the type, lots of eye contact but no
conversation.”

“I heard somewhere she was a fortune-
teller.”

“That may be. She never wld me
mine,”

“Why did they break up?”

“1 wouldn't know."”

“Can you give me the names ol any of
Johnny Favorite’s old [riends? People
who might he able o help me out with
the story.”

“Brother, aside from honehead in the
suitcase. Johnny didn’t have a [riend on
carth.”

“What about Edward Kelley?”

“Never heard of him,” Simpson said.
“1 knew a piano plaver named Kelly in
K.C.. but that was years before 1 van into
Johony”

“Well, thanks for the imformation,” 1
said. “You've been a big help.”

“Any time.”

We hoth hung up.

.

I dodged chuckholes on the West Side
Highway up to 125th and drove ecast
along Harlem's Rialto, past the Hotel
Theresa and the Apollo Theater, over to
Lenox Avenue. The neon sign was dark
in the window of Proudioot Pharmaceuti-
cals. A long green shade reached all the
wity down behind the front door and a
cardboard sign siaid CLOSED TODAY.

I lound a wall phone in a luncheonette
in the next block. There was no lisung
for Epiphany Proudloot, 1 twried the
store hut got no answer. Thumbing
through the directory, 1 located Edison
Sweet's number. [ dialed the first four
digits and hung up, deciding a surprise
visit would he more etective. Ten min-
utes later, I was parked on 152nd Street
across [rom his building.

I climbed the stairs to the third floor,
There was no one on the landing, and
when 1 bent to check the make ol the
lock. I found that the door was not quite
shut. I pushed it all the way open with
my foot. A vivid red splash stained the
apposite wall like a Rorschach-test blot.
1t might have been paint, but it wasn’t.

1 closed the door behind me, leaning

-~
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my back against it until the lock caught.

The room was a mess, furniture
thrown about haphazardly on a carpet
wived with wrinkles. A shell of Hower-
pots lay overturned in the corner. The
curtain rod was bent in a V and the
drapes sagged like the stockings of a
hooker on a week-long drunk. Amid the
wreckage, the TV stood intact. The set
wars on and a soap-opera nuse discussed
adultery with an auentive intern.

I wis carelul not to 1ouch anything as
I stepped over the upended furniture.
Beyond the babbling TV, a short, dark
hall led to a closed door. I got my latex
surgeon’s gloves out of the attaché case
ind rolled them onto my hands belore
turning the knob. One look in the bed-
room mide me want i drink badly.

Toots Sweet lay on his back on the
narrow bed, his hands and [eet bound to
the posts with Iengths of cotton clothes-
line. He would never get any deader. A
crumpled, blood-soaked flannel bathrobe
draped his potbelly. Beneath his black
body, the sheets were stifl with blood.

Toots’s open, bulging eyes were vel-
lowed, like antique ivory cue balls, and
stuffed into his gaping mouth was some-
thing resembling a [at, severed hunk of
Bratwurst, Death by asphyxiation. I knew
that without waiting for the autopsy.

I took a closer look at what protruded
from his swollen lips and suddenly one
drink wasn’t going to be enough. Toots
had choked to death on his own geni-
talia. Outside, in the courtyard three
flights down, 1 heard the happy laughter
of children,

On the wall above the bed, a number
of childlike drawings had been daubed
in Toouws’s blood: stars, spirals, long zig-
zag lines representing snakes. The stars,
three of them, were five-pointed and up-
side down. Falling stars were geuting to
be a habit.

I said goodbye to Edison Sweet and
closed the bedroom door on the sightless
stare ol his bulging eyes. My tongue felt
heavy and dry in my mouth when 1
thought ol what was stuffed in his, I
wanted to check out the living room
helore I lelt, but there was too much dint
strewn about and I was alvaid of leaving
heelprints.

At the front door, T squinted through
the pecphole belore letting mysell out. |
left the door open a crack, just the way
I'd found it, and peeled off my rubber
gloves, shutting them inside the calfskin
case. I pansed at the wp of the landing
and listened to the silence helow. I made
it down the stairs without being seen.
When 1 lelt the building, the only ones
around were a group ol small children
playing hopscotch in the courtyard.

°

Three straight shots settled my nerves.
It was a quiet neighborhood bar and 1
sat with my back to the TV and thoughe
things over. Now I had two dead men on

250 my hands. They had both known Johnny

Favorite and worn five-pointed stars. The
stars maybe were a coincidence; it's a
common design. And maybe it was just
by chance that a junkie doctor and a
blues piano player both knew Johnny
Favorite. Maybe. But deep down in my
gut, I had a feeling that it was tied in 1o
something bigger. Something enormous.
I'scooped my change off the damp bartop
and went back to work for Louis Cyphre.

The drive out to Coney Island was a
pleasant distraction. I rolled down my
window on the Shore Parkway and
breathed the cold sea air blowing in
through the Narrows. By the time I
reached Cropsey Avenue, the smell of
blood was gone from my nostrils.

I parked beside a boarded-up bumper-
cr ride. Coney Island in the off season
had the look and [feel of a ghost town.
The skeletal tracks of the roller coasters
rose above me like metal-and-timher spi-
derwebs, but the sercams were missing
and the wind moaned through the struts,
Ionesome as a train whistle.

Nathan’s Famous was open for busi-
ness as always, and I stopped lor a hot
dog and a cardboard cup ol beer under
the boldly lettered billboard facade. The
counterman  looked like he’'d  been
around since the days of Luna Park. and
I asked if he'd ever heard of a fortune-
teller named Madam Zora.

“Madam who?”

“Zora. She was a big attraction here
back in the Forties,”

“Was she a skinny broad? Dark hair?”

“You tell me. A cooner named
Johnny Favorite used to come see her
alot.”

Folded her mitt
Am’'t never been

“That's the dame.
camp during the war.
back.”

“What do you remember about her?”

“Not a thing, bud.” He smiled. show-
ing me four missing teeth. “Know who
might be able 1o help you ourz”

“No, who?"

“Old Paul Boliz. He used to be her
shill back then. He's still around.”

“Where can I ind him?"

“Over at Steeplechase. He's the watch-
dog there now.”

I said thanks and wandered off, sip-
ping beer,

°

Steeplechase Park spanned 25 acres.
The Parachute Jump. a hand-me-down
from the "39 World's Fair, towered above
the factorysized, glass-walled pavilion
like the [ramework of a 200-foot um-
Drella. A sign out front said, THE FUNNY
rLack, above the leering, painted face of
founder George C. Tilyou. Steeplechase
was as funny this time of year as a joke
without a punch line, and T looked up
at the grinning Mr. Tilyou and won-
dered what there was to Laugh about.

I found a man-sized hole in the chain-
link fence and pounded on the salt-
encrusted glass near the locked front
entrance. The noise echoed through the

empty amusement park like a dozen pol-
tergeists on a ghostly spree.

Turning a corner, 1 came lace to face
with a Colt’s Police Positive .38 Special.
Holding the 38 without a tremor was an
old party in a brown-and-tan uniform. A
pair of pig-squint eyes sized me up above
a nose shaped like a ball-peen hammer.
“Frecze!” he said. His voice seemed 1o
come from under water. I froze.

“You must be Mr. Boltz,” 1 said. “Paul
Boltz="

“Never mind who I am. Who the fuck
are you?”

“My name is Angel. I'n a private de-
tective. 1 need 1o 1alk to you about a
case I'm working on.”

“Show me something to prove it.”

When I started for my wallet, Boliz
jabbed his .38 emphatically at my belt
buckle. "Left hand,” he snarled.

I shifted the attaché case to my right
hand and got out my wallet with my left.

“Drop it and take two steps back.”

Boliz stooped and picked it up. His
Police Positive stayed trained on my
belly button. "“This here honorary buzzer
don’t mean shit to me,” he said. “I got a
picce of tin at home just like it.”

“I didn’t claim that was valid; just
look at the photostat.”

The  pigeyed watchman  flipped
through the cardholders in my wallet
without comment. I thought ol rushing
him then but let it rest. “OK, so vou're a
private dick,” he said. “What do you
want with me?”

“You Paul Boluzz"

“What if T am?” He tossed my waller
onto the deck at my feet.

I stooped and picked it up with my lef
hand. “Look, it’s been a hard day. Put
the gun away. I need your help. Can't
you tell when a guy is asking for a
favorz”

He looked at the revolver for a mo-
ment, as il considering having it for
supper. Then he shrugged and slipped it
back inte his holster, pointedly leaving
the flap unbuttoned. “I'm Boliz,” he ad
mitted. “Let's hear your spicl.”

“Is there someplace we cm get out of
all this wind?”

Boliz motioned his misshapen head,
indicating I was to lead the way. He [ol-
lowed a hall pace behind and we went
down a short flight of steps 10 a door
marked ~No ENTRY. “In here,” he said.
“I's open.”

Our footsteps boomed like cannon
shots in the empty building. The place
was large enough to contain a couple of
airplane hangars. We paused in Iront of
a row ol [un-house mirrors, the dis
torted images making freaks of us both,
"OK, shamus,” Boltz said. “Give with
your pitch.”

I said, “I'm looking [or a gypsy for-
tuneteller named Madam Zorva. I under-
stand you used to work for her back in
the Forties.”

Boltz's phlegm-thickened Liughter rose
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to the light-hulb-studded girders over-
head like the barking of a trained seal.
“Bub,” he chortled, “you ain’t gonna get
to first base the way you're headed.”

“Why not?”

“Why not? I'll tell you why not. First
off, she ain’t no gypsy, that's why not.”

“Tell me about it.”

“OK, dick, I'll give it to you straight.
She weren't no gypsy and her name
wasn't Zora. I happen to know she was
a Park Avenoo debutante.”

It took a while to get my tongue back
in gear. “Did you know her real name?”

“Whadya wke me for, a gazoonie? I
knew all about her. Her name was Mag-
gie Krusemark. Her lather owned more
boats than the British navy.”

My clongated reflection stretched like
Plastic Man across the wavy surface of
the trick mirror. “When did you sece her
Last?"" the rubber lips asked.

“Spring of 'Forty-two. One day, she
puiled a lade. Left me holding the crystal
ball, you might say.”

“Did you ever see her with a singer
named Johnny Favorite?”

“Sure, lots ol times, She was stuck on
him.”

“Did she ever say anything about him
that you can remember?’”

“Power.”

“What?”

“She said he had power.”

“And that's all?”

“Look. T never paid much attention.
To me, it was just a cuny huste, I
didn’t take it serious.” Boltz cleared his
throat and swallowed. "It was dilferent
with her. She was a believer.”

“What about Favorite” I asked.

“He was a believer, too. You could sec
it in his eyes."”

““Have you ever scen him again?”

“Never. Maybe he flew off to the moon
on his broomstick.”

“Did she ever mention a Negro piano
player named Toots Sweet?”

“"Nope."”

“Can you think of anything else?”

Boltz spit on the iloor between his feet.
“Why should I? Them days are dead
and buried.”

There wasn't much else to talk about.
Boltz walked me back outside and un-
locked the gate. 1 hesitated before giving
him one of my Crossroads cards and
asked him to call if anything came up.
He didn't say he would, but he didn't
tear up my card, either.

°

Toots Sweet made page three of the
Daily News. I read the morning paper on
the uptown IRT, |1;1\‘illg left the Chevy
in a parking lot around the corner from
the Chelsea. My first stop was the public
library, where, after several misdirec-
tions, I asked the right question and
came up with a current Paris telephone
directory. There was a listing for an M.

252 Krusemark on the Rue Notre-Dames-des-

Champs. I wrote it down in my note-
book.

It was nearly noon by the time I
unlocked the inner door to my office. 1
sorted the mail, finding a $500 check
from the firm of McIntosh, Winesap and
Spy. All the rest was junk I filed in the
wastchasket before phoning my answer-
ing service. There were no messages,
although a woman who refused to leave
a name or number had called three times
that morning.

Next, I tried to reach Margaret Kruse-
mark in Paris, but the overscas operator
could get no answer after 20 minutes of
tying. I was struggling back into my
overcoat when the phone rang. 1 grabbed
it on the third ring. It was Epiphany
Proudfoot. She sounded out of breath.
“I've got to see you right away,” she said.

“What aboutz”

“I don't want to talk on the phone.”

I said, “Take your time. I'm going out
for something to eat and will meet you
back in my office at one-filteen.”

She hung up without saying goodhye.

Before leaving, T locked Winesap’s
check in the office safe. T was kneeling
there when I heard the doorstop’s pneu-
matic wheere in the outer room. When
someone barges i without knocking, it's
cither a cop or trouble. Sometimes both
in the same package.

This time it was a plainclothes dick
wearing a wrinkled gray gabardine rain-
coat unbuttoned over a brown mohair
piperack special with cufls sufficiently
shy ol his perlorated brogans to provide
a sneak preview of his white athletic
socks.

“You Angel?” he barked.

“That's right.”

“I'm Detective Liewtenant Sterne, This
is my partner, Sergeant Deimos.”

He nodded at the open partition door,
where a barrel-chested man dressed like a
longshoreman stood scowling.

“What can I do for you gendemen?”
I said.

“Answer a couple questions.” Sternc
was tall and lantern-jawed. with a nose
like the prow ol an icebreaker. When he
spoke, his lips scarcely moved.

“Be glad to. T was just heading for a
Lite to cat. Care to join me?”

“We can talk beuter here,” Sterne said.
His partner closed the door.

“Suits me.” I walked around in back
of my desk.

“"Where were you yesterday morning
around eleven?”

“At home. Asleep.”

“Sure is great being sell-emploved,”
Sterne cracked out of the side of his
mouth to Deimos. The sergeant just
grunted. “Why is it you're snoozing when
the rest of the world is at work, Angel?”

“I was working late the night before.”

“Where might that have beenz”

“Up in Harlem. What's this all about,
Licutenant?”

Sterne got something out of his rain-

coat pocket and held it up for me to sece.
“Recognize this?”

I nodded. “One of my business cards.”

“Maybe you'd like to explain how
come it was found in the apartment of a
murder victim.”

“Toots Sweet?”

“Tell me about it.” Sterne sat on the
corner of my desk and tipped his gray
hat back on his forehead.

“OK. What I've got going is a missing
persons’ operation. The party in question
took a walk more than a dozen years ago.
One of my few leads was an old photo of
the guy posing with Toots Sweet. T went
uptown last night to ask Toots if he
could help me out. He played cagey at
first when I talked to him at the Red
Rooster, so I tailed him down to the park
alter closing time. He went to some kind
of voodoo ceremony over by the Meer.
They shulfied around and killed a chick-
en. I fele like a tourist.”

“Who all is “they'?”" asked Sterne.

“About fifteen men and women, col-
ored. I'd never seen any of them before
except Toors.”

“What did you do?”’

“Nothing. Toots left the park alone. T
tatled him home and got him to talk
straight. He said he hadn’t seen the guy
I was looking for since the picture was
taken. I gave him my card and said to
call me if he thought of anything.”

Sterne looked at his thick fingernails
with disinterest. “What did you use to
get him to talkz”

“Psychology,” I said.

Sterne raised his cyebrows and re-
garded me with the same disinterest he
lavished on his fingernails. “So who is
the famous party in question? The one
who walked="”

“I can’t give out that information with-
out the consent of my client.”

“Bullshit, Angel. You won't do your
client any good downtown, and that's
just where I'll take you if you clam up
on me.”

“Why be disagreeable, Lieutenant? I'm
working for a lawyer named Winesap.
That entitles me to the same right o
privacy as him. If you pulled me in, I'd
be out within the hour. Save the city
carfare.”

“What's this lawyer’s number?”

I wrote it out on the desk pad along
with his full name, tore the sheet loose
and handed it to Sterne. “1 told you all
I know. From what 1 read in the paper,
it sounds like some ol Toots’s chicken-
snuthng fellow parishioners put him
away. Il you make a pinch, I'll be happy
to look him over in the line-up.”

“That's white ol you, Angel,” Sterne
sneered,

“Any [urther questions, Licutenant?”
I asked.

Sterne trned his dead cop’s gaze on
me again. You could tell from his eyes
that he never smiled. Not even during a
third-degree session. He was just doing
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his job. “None. You and your ‘right to
privacy’ can go cat lunch now.”

We all wedged into the tiny elevator
together and rode down without saying
a word.

°

Gough's Chop House was across 43rd
Street from the Times Building. The
place was packed, but I squeezed into a
corner by the bar and ordered roast beel
on ryc. Walt Rigler spotted me on his
way out. “What's up, Harry?" he shouted
over the din ol newspaper shoptalk,

“Very liule. Thanks for letting me
raid the morgue. I owe you one.”

“Forget it. How goes your little mys-
tery? Digging up anv good dirtz"”

“More than I can handle. Thought I
had a strong lead vesterday. Went to see
Krusemark's fortunetelling daughter, but
I picked the wrong one.”

“What do you mean, the wrong one?”

“They're twins; Maggie and Millie, the
supernatural Krusemark girls.”

Walt rubbed the back of his neck and
frowned. "Someone’s pulling vour leg,
pal. Margaret Krusemark’s an  only
child.”

“You sure of that?”

“*Course I'm sure. I just checked it out
for you yesterday. Krusemark had a
daughter by his wife. Just one, Harry.
The Times doesn’'t make mistakes in the
vital-statistics deparunent,”

“I should have known she was playing
me for a sucker. It was oo pat.”

“Slow down, pal, you're way ahead of
me.”

“Sorry, Walt. Just thinking out loud.

COcHRAN!

My watch says five alter one; is that
rightz”

“Close enough.”

I stood up, leaving my change on the
bar. “Got to run.”

“Don’t let me stop you.”" Walt Rigler
grinned his lopsided grin.

L ]

Epiphany Proudfoot was waiting in
the outer room of my office when I got
there minutes later. She was wearing a
tartan-plaid kilt and a blue cashmere
sweater and looked like a coed.

“Sorry I'm late,” I said.

“Don’t be. T was early.” She tossed
aside a well-thumbed back issue of Sporis
Hilustrated and uncrossed her legs. On
her, even the secondhand Naugahyde
chair looked good.

I unlocked the door in the pebbled-
glass partition and held it open. “Why
did vou want 10 sece me?”

She stood by the window with the
eight-inch gold letters, staring down at
the street. “Who's paying you to look [or
Johnny Favorite:”

“I can’t tell you that. One of the things
my services include is discretion. Won't
you sit down:"”

I took her coat and hung it next to
mine as she scttled gracelully into the
padded-leather chair across [rom my
desk. It was the only comlortable seat in
the place. “You still haven't answered my
question,” [ said, leaning back in my
swivel chair, “Why are you here?”

“Edison Sweet has been murdered.”

“Uh-huh. 1 read the papers. But you
shouldn’t be too surprised: You set him
up.”

“How do you ex pect me to be popular
with girls when all the other guys can afford pastel
condoms and I have to use plastic wrapp?”

She clenched her handbag on her lap.
“You must be out of your mind.”

“Maybe. But I'm not dumb. You were
the only one who knew I was talking to
Toots. You had to be the one who tipped
oft the boys that sent him the chicken
foor.”

“You've got it all wrong.”

“Have 17"

“There was no one else. After you left
the store, 1 called my nephew. He lives
around the corner from the Red Rooster.
He hid the claw in the piano. Toots was
a blabbermouth. He needed reminding
to keep his trap shut.”

“You did a good job. It's shut for
keeps now.”

“Do you think I'd be coming to see
you il I had anything to do with that?”

“I'd say vou were a capable girl,
Epiphany. Your performance in the park
was quite convincing.”

“You have no right to spy on me,” she
said, not meeting my gaze.

“The Parks Depariment and the Hu-
mane Society would disagree. Quite a
gruesome little religion.”

Epiphany’s glance was black with fury.
“There never was an Obeah Holy War,
or an Obeah Inquisition!”

“Yeuh, sure; vou've got to kill the
chicken o make the soup, right?” I lit a
cigarette and blew a plume of smoke at
the ceiling. “But it's not dead chickens
that worry me: it's dead piano players.”

“Don’t you think I'm worried?”
Epiphany was a tall drink of water, as
they say uptown, and it was casy to
imagine quenching my thirst on her
tawny flesh. “You come around looking
for Johnny Favorite and the next day a
man gets killed. That's not just a coinci-
dence.”

“What is it, then?”

“Toots Sweet's death didn’t have any-
thing to do with obeah.”

“How do vou know that”

“Did you see the pictures in the
papers:”

I nodded.

“Then you know thev're calling those
bloody scribblings on the wall voodoo
symbols.”

Another silent nod.

“Well, the cops don’t know any more
about voodoo than they do about peas
and rice! Those marks were supposed to
look like vévé, but it just isn't so.”

“"What's véves"”

“Magic signs. All that bloody trash’s
got as much to do with the real thing as
Santa Claus has 1o do with Jesus.™

I stubbed out my butt in a Stork Club
ashtray left over from a long-dead love
affair. “You say the marks are phony?”

“Not pllmly so much as, well, wrong.
Like someone describing a baseball game
and calling a home run a touchdown.”

I folded the copy of the News 1o page
threc and pointed to the snakelike 7ig-
zags, spirals and broken crosses in the
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photo. “Are you saying these look like
voodoo drawings but they're used in-
correctly?”

“That’s right. See that serpent swallow-
ing its own tail? That's Damballa, sure
enough vévé. But no initiate would ever
draw it right next to Babako like that.”

“So whoever drew those pictures at
least knew enough about voodoo to know
what Damballa or Babako looked like
in the first place.”

“That's what I've been trying to tell
you all along,” she said. “Did you know
that Johnny Favorite was once upon a
time mixed up with obeah?”

“I know he was a hunsi-bosal,”

“Toots really did have a big mouth.
What else do you know?”

“Only that Johnny Favorite was run-
ning around with your mother at the
time.”

Epiphany made a face like tasting
something sour. “It’s true.” She shook her
head as il to deny it. “Johnny Favorite
was my father,”

I sat very still, gripping the arms of my
chair as her revelation washed over me
like a giant wave. “Who all knows about
this?”

“No one, 'cept you and me and Mom-
ma, and she's dead.”

“What about Johnny Favoriter”

“Momma never told him. He was away
in the Army long before I was a year
old.” )

“"How come )'ou'rc npcniug up to me
now:"

“I'm scared. There's something about
Toots’s death that has to do with me. I
can feel it deep down in my bones.”

“And you think Johnny Favorite is
mixed up in it somehow?”

“I don't know what to think. You're
supposed to do the thinking.”

“Il youre holding out on me, now
would be the time to tell.”

Epiphany stared at her folded hands,
“There's nothing more to tell” She
stood up then, very brisk and efficient. *1
must be going. I'm sure you have work
to do.”

“I'm doing it right now,” I said, get-
ting 1o my feer,

She collected her coat from the rack.
“1 trust you meant that stuft earlier, you
know, about diseretion.”

“Everything you told me is strictly
confidential.”

“I hope 50."” She smiled then, It was a
genuine smile and not designed to get
results. “Somehow, against all my better
judgment, I trust you.”

I stood at the corner of my desk, not
moving until T heard the door to the
outer room close behind her. In three
steps, I grabbed my attaché case, wrestled
my coat off the rack and locked the office.

I waited with my ear to the outer door,
listening for the self-service elevator
opening and closing before I left. The
hallway was empty. 1 sprinted for the fire
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Metaxa comes from Greece, where
they understand such things.
The Greeks drink Metaxa straight,
by the fisttul. Or sometimes
as a Stinger with a little
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stairs and took the steps three at a
time on my way down.
.

I beat the elevator by 15 seconds and
waited inside the stair well. Epiphany
walked past me out onto the sireet. 1
was right behind, following her around
the corner and down into the subwav.

She caught the uptown IRT local. 1
got on the next car in line. Two stops
later, she got off at Columbus Circle.
She walked east along Central Park
South and turned downtown at Seventh
Avenue. I watched her studying the en-
trance numbers as she hurried by the
Athletic Club  and the sculpture-
encrusted Alwyn Court Apartments. She
slowed her pace along the side ol Car-
negie Hall. I saw her pause at the far
end of the block and go inside the build-
ing. I already knew the address: 851
Seventh. It was where Margaret Kruse-
mark lived.

I walked along the deserted hallway to
the door wearing the brand ol Scorpio.
I unsnapped my attaché case on the
threadbare carpet. A bunch ol dummy
forms and papers in the accordion file
on top made it look official, but under-
neath a false bottom, I kept the tools of
the wrade. A laver ol polvurethane foam
held a set of case-hardened burglar’s
tools, a contact mike and miniaturized
tape recorder, ten-power Lietz binocu-
lars, a Minox camera with a siand for
photographing documents, a collection
of skeleton kevs that cost me 5500,
nickel-steel handcufls and a loaded .58
Special Smith & Wesson Centennial with
an Airweight alloy frame.

I got out the contact mike and plugged
in the carphone. It was a nice picce ol
equipment. When I held the mike to the
surlace of the door, I heard evervthing
that went on inside the apartment. I
heard Margaret Krusemark say, “We
were not the best ol friends, but I had a
great respect for your mother,” Epiph-
any’s  mumbled reply was inaudible.
The astrologer went on, “I saw quite a
good deal of her belore you were born.
She was a woman ol power. Our relation-
ship was a peculiar ong, T don’t deny it
I should hope that vou are sulhciently
sophisticated not to be swayed by bour-
geois convention. Your mother certainly
never was.” .

“What could be more bourgeois than a
ménage a lroist™”

“It was not a ménage a trois! What do
vou think we were involved in, some
hideous hitle sex clubz”

“I'm sure I have not the [aintest idea
what vou were involved in. Momma
never mentioned you to me at all.”

"Why should sher As far as she was
concerned, Jonathan was dead and bur-
ted. He was all that linked us.”

“But he’s not dead.”

“Has someone been around  asking
questions about Jonathanz”

(continued on page 263)
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The most beautiful book aboﬁt love ever!

Love Games

...the illustrated
guide to sexual
adventure!

It’s finally here! A truly beautiful
book devoted to beautiful people
doing beautiful things to each other.
A book everyone w%m likes to love
has been waiting for. All those posi-
tions, all the subtle variations we
used to think could only be per-
formed by statues on the walls of
temples in India are right here...and
they are demonstrated for you by
two of the most wonderful lookin
people you've ever seen! A beautifu
Koung couple—a blond Adonis and

is sultry Oriental partner—explore
the outer limits of lust and eroticism.
Both gentle sensuousness and
furious ecstasy play equal roles in
this “game’’. Love Games breaks
new ground and probes the virgin
areas of sensuality because it not only
tells you how to make things hap-
pen, it shows you how it can har—
pen! These two magnificently
endowed people demonstrate the
entire spectrum of sexuality for you.
In 108 of the most beautiful full-color
photographs you’ve ever seen, the
entire range of the act of love is
joyously explored for you!

A REMARKABLE GUARANTEE!
We're so convinced of the amazing
effect of this book that we’re pre-
pared to make you an astounding

Qfﬁr. If this book doesn’t change
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your sex life for the better. If it
doesn’t open you and your woman to
not only new positions but an
entirely new dimension in lovemak-
ing—wg\en simply return the book in
14 days for a tull refund—no ques-
tions asked!

How can we say this? Quite simply.
Because Love Games is not just
another manual of “‘tricks’’, it's a
detailed examination of the art of
exploring the sensual and awakening
the sexual powers in your partner.
For the first time, a book has been
published that shows you, with
exquisitely beautiful and explicit
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photographs, how to make every-
thing happen in sex!

AN ART BOOK OF LOVE
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rilliant and detailed photos you'll
find in the actual book. When you get
your copy of Love Games you’ll see
more than 80 actual “games’ of love,
all beautifully photographed while
they are being played. Send for your
copy today. You'll never be more
fascinated and aroused in your life!
But you had better order in some
food because you may not leave the
bedroom for a few weeks!
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\Kcyslone Korner and Tito Pue

CREATURE
FEATURE
With everyone flock-

ing to see flicks
about extraterres-
trial life, we thought
this Halloween you
might like to terror-
ize people by dress-
ing as something
that came from out
of the sky. Bill
Nelson and Kirk
Brady, two artists
working out of

1402 Wilmington
Avenue, Richmond,
Virginia 23227, have
created an 18" high,
full-head Ultimate
Alien mask that's
available in two col-
ors, galactic green

or Martian cream,
for $55, postpaid.
The masks, of heavy
latex, have shoulders,
chest and back
plates. Spaced out!

ALL THAT JAZIZ
Live jazz is returning to the airwaves on National Public Radio stations
across the country and the music that is being broadcast is as fine
as any you might have heard back in the Forties. For a complete list of
jazz tapings, times and the NPR station in your area, write to
Jazz Alivel, National Public Radio, 2025 M Street N.W., Washington,
D.C., 20036. During October, you'll hear Art Blakey at San Francisco’s

nte’s Latin Big Band sounds. All right!

PLAYBOY POTPOURRI

people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

IT'S IN THE BAG
Inflation being what it is, even biggies in
the business world are beginning to
brown-bag it to work. To help distinguish
the boss from his employees, Britches
of Georgetown (1247 Wisconsin Avenue,
Washington, D.C. 20007) is selling a
vinyl-lined soft-grain leather executive
lunch bag for $19.75, postpaid, that looks
just like paper but smells and feels
like a saddle. What's for lunch, J.B.?
Cowhide on white with mayo?

CHARMING BILLY
You've tasted Billy Carter’s namesake brew
and brayed at his redneck jokes; now,
for 82, you can become a lifetime member
of his club, the Plains Country Club,
P.O. Box 352, Plains, Georgia 31780, home
of the Good Ole Boys Room, where any-
body who's anybody in Plains gathers to
cat barbecue, drink beer, shoot pool and
swap Jimmy C. stories. The club is located
two miles west of Plains on U. S. 280.
No, it doesn’t have a golf course.




BRAINBUSTER 1I
MasterMind is a devilishly
tricky game in which one
code breaker tries to crack
his opponent’s secret code.
The original MasterMind—
which is still available at
most stores—called for two
players: now Invicta, Master-
Mind's manufacturer, is in-
troducing an electronic
version of the game that
will sell at Sears stores for
about $20. Electronic Master-
Mind may also be played
solitaire; the machine picks
the code and you, old sleuth,
get ten tries to break it. A
If you fail, of course, the l

machine never tells. pr— Il:]IAH

If you weep at the death of Gunga Din and like
your sundowner served by a native girl with

AS THE WORM TURNS aruby in her nose, you'll undoubtedly dig a book
Press the button on a can of Instant Worm, a new acrosol just out from St. Martin's Press called Raj: 4
fish bait [rom Chem-Source, Inc. (P.O. Box 597, Suffern, New Scrapbook of British India 1877-1947, by Charles
York 10901), and out snakes a wormlike bait that's ready for Allen. Old prints of pigsticking contests, :
the hook in about 15 minutes. Instant Worm sells for §4.95 per photos of polo played at Dacca in 1904, ancient
can, postpaid, and comes in three colors and favors; red is ads for sola helmets and pugarees—by
shellish, gold is bacon and worm-colored is cheese. You don’t gad, men, it’s all down there in bloody black
fish? Just drop a few wigglers down your best girl’s dress. and white. Look for Raj at your bookstore;

it's curl-up material for a cold winter night.

CALL TO ARMS
Every year, it seems, Wide
World of Sports covers
the national arm-wrestling
c]mmpionship, where macho
types hold hands in mortal
combat. If you'd like to train
for this sport—or just build
up your biceps and triceps—
there’s a mechanical oppo-
nent waiting for you: the
Armbuster, a rugged machine
that competes with both
righties and southpaws and
can be adjusted to 49 differ-
ent tensions. Order it [rom
Armbuster Co., P.O. Box 276,
Perry, New York 14530, for
$72.95, postpaid, and feel your
puny bod swell with pride.

READING MATTER FOR THE ROAD

Although the cover ol each issue ol Mother
Trucker News, a hip monthly tabloid that
covers the whele 18-wheeler scene from the
latest rigs to record and movie reviews, says

it's “For Professional Drivers,” we have a
sneaking hunch that there are a lot of arm-
chair gear jammers out there who dig it, too.
For a year's subscription, just send $7.50 10
Mother Trucker News, P.O. Box 6391, San
Bernardino, California 92412. Read it the

next time you come in from beaver patrol. j
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“Ballantine’s.
Damn good
scotch.”
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FALLING ANGEL

(continued from page 258)

“I tucked the folded 50 into his shirt pocket. ‘You

and Ulysses Simpson Grant go have a party.

232

“yes”

“Whaut did he look like?”

“Just a man. Ordinary.”™

“Was he on the heavy side? Slovenly?
By that 1 mean a sloppy dresser, wrin-
kled Dblue suit and shoes that need a
shine: closely cropped hair starting to go
graye”

Epiphany said, “Kind blue eves. You
notice them firse.”

“Did he say his name was Angel?”
Margaret Krusemark's voice betrayed a
strident urgency.

“Yes. Harry Angel.”

“What did he wane?”

“He's looking lor Johnny Favorite.”

“Why?'

“He didn't tell me why.
detective.”

“A policeman?”

“No, a private detective. What is this
all aboutz”

There was a [aint clinking of china
and then Margarer Krusemark said, “1'm
not exactly sure. He was here, pretending
to be a client. 1 know this is going to
seem very rude, but I must ask you to
leave now. 1 have to go out myselll It's
urgent, I'm afraid.”

“Do you think we're in danger?”
Epiphany’s voice broke on that final
word.

“I don’t know what to think. If Jona-
than's back, anything could happen.”

“There was a man killed in Harlem
yesterday,” Epiphany blurted. ~A Iriend
of mine. He knew Momma and Johnny,
too. Mr. Angel had been asking him
questions.”

A chair scraped against the parquet
floor. “I've got 10 go now,” Margaret
Krusemark said. “Come, I'll get your
coat and we'll ride down together.”

There was the sound of approaching
footsteps. I pulled the contact mike from
the door and sprinted the length of the
long hallway like a wide receiver in the
clear. I hung on to the banister lor bal-
ance and ook the five stairs four and hive
steps at a tme.

I ran down all the wayv to the empty
lobby. Gasping, I pitused to check the in-
dicators over the elevators. The one on
the lelt was going up. its partner coming
down. Lither way, they would be there
n & moment.

I ran across Seventh Avenue without
paying heed o the waffic. On the other
side, I loitered near the entrance to the
Osborn  Apartmems, wheezing like an
emphysema victim.

.

Epiphany and the Krusemark woman

came out ol the building together and

He's a

wialked half a block uptown to 57th
Street. I strolled along the other side of
the avenue, keeping abreast ol them.
When  the light changed, Epiphany
started across in my direction. Margaret
Krusemark waved frantically at passing
taxis, A new Checker cab approached
with its rool light on and 1 Hagged it
down, climbing inside belore Epiphany
had me spotted.

“Where o, mister?” a round-laced
driver asked as he dropped the Hag.

“Like to make a deuce above what it
says on the meters”

“Whatcha got in mind?”

“Tail job. Pull over for a minute in
front of the Russian Tea Room.” He did
as I asked and turned around in his seat
to check me out. I gave him a glimpse of
the honorary button pinned to my wallet
and said, “See the dame in the tweed
coat getting into the hack in front of
Carnegie Hallz Don’t lose her.”

“A piece of cake.”

The other caly made an abrupt U turn
on 57th. We stayed half a block behind
as they turned downtown on Seventh
and tailed them across town to the
Chrysler Building. I paid my driver and
started across Lexington Avenue. Mar-
garet Krusemark was nowhere in sight.
It didn’t matter. I knew where she was
headed. Passing through the revolving
doors, I checked the directory in ihe
angular  marble-and-chromium  lobby.
Krusemark Maritime, Inc., was on the
45th floor.

I stepped off the elevator and spotted
a window washer on his way 1o work. He
was bald and middle-aged, with the re-
tread nose ol a retired boxer. He ambled
down the gleaming corridor whistling
last summer’s big hit, Volare, a half tone
flat. He wore dirty green coveralls and
lis safety harness dangled like a pair of
unlastened suspenders.

“Got a minute, buddy?” T called, and
he paused midnote and rvegarded me
with lips still pursed, as il waiting for a
kiss. “Bet you can't tell me whose picture
1s on a filty-dellar bill.”

“OK, wise guy; it's Thomas Jelterson.”

“You're wrong.”

“So? Big deal. What's this all about?”

I got out my wallet and removed the
folded hall-century note 1 carry lor emer-
gencies and  occasi

sional bribes and held
it up so he could see the denomination.
“I theught maybe you'd like to hind out
who the lucky President was.”

The window washer cleared his throat
and blinked. "Are you off your rocker or
somethinge™

“Rent me your outfit for an hour and
take a walk. Go downstairs and buy your-
sell a beer.”

He rubbed the top of his head, al-
though it needed no further polishing.
“You are some kinda nut, ain‘tcha?”
There was a hint ol real admiration in
his voice.

“What dillerence does it make? All 1
want is to rent your rig, no questions
asked. You make hall a vard for sitting
on your duff for an hour. How can you
beat that?”

“OK. You got a deal, buddy. Long as
you're giving it away, I'm a guy who'll
take "

The window washer jerked his head
for me to follow and led me back down
the corridor to the custodial closet.
“Leave all my gear in here when you're
done with it,” he said, unstrapping his
safety harness and peeling off the dirty
coveralls.

I hung my overcoat and suit jacket on
top of a mop handle and pulled on the
coveralls. They were suff and smelled
l[aintly ol ammonia, like pajamas alter
an orgy.

I had the window washer show me
how to use the safety harness. It seemed
quite simple. “You ain’t planning on
going outside, are you:" he asked,

“You kidding? I just want to play a
gag on a ladviriend. She's a receptionist
on this loor.”

“Fine with me.,” the window washer
said. " Just leave the stuff in the closet.”

I wucked the folded 50 into his shirt
pocket. “You and Ulysses Simpson Grant
go have a party.” He sauntered off
whistling.

I removed my .38 belfore stashing the
attach¢ case under the concrete sink. [
slipped the litle hveshot into my cover-
alls and wansferred the contact mike to
the other pocket. Bucker and brush in
hand, 1 swolled down the corridor to-
ward the impressive bronze-and-glass en-
trance of Krusemark Maritime, Inc.

L

The receptionist looked right through
me as I crossed the carpeted lobby be-
tween  glass-cased  tanker models and
clippership prints. Beyond was a long
hillway with ofiices opening off either
side. 1 ambled along, swinging my buck-
et. At the end of the hall was a large
room where a pert blonde sliced enve-
lopes behind an Lshaped desk. OfF to
one side was a polished-mahogany door.
At eve level, raised bronze leuers said,
ETHAN KRUSEMARK.

The blonde glanced up and smiled,
the stack of mail beside her a loot high.
My hopes of bemg alone with the con-
tact mike went right out the window, an
image | would soon regret.

The blonde ignored me, husy with her
simple task. Clipping the bucket to my
belt harness, 1 pulled open a window
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and closed my eyes. My teeth were chat-
tening, but it wasn't from the rush of
cold air.

I sat backward on the sill and hooked
one strap of the safety harness to the out-
side casing. There was only the thickness
ol glass separating me from the blonde
inside, but she might as well have been a
million miles away. I switched hands and
clipped in the other strap.

There was barely room for my toes on
the narrow ledge. T pushed down the
window and the comforting sound of
the teletypes inside was lost in the gusty
wind. I told mysell not to look down.
That was the first place I looked.

The shadowed canyon of 42nd Sureet
vawned beneath me, pedestrians and
trathc reduced 10 ant specks and crawling
metallic beetles. 1 felt like a mountain
climber on an incredible first ascent.
Several floors above, radiator-cap gar-
goyles jutted from the corners ol the sky-
scraper and, beyond them, the building’s
stainless-steel spire tapered into the sun-
light, shining like the ice-clad summit of
an unconquered peak,

It was time to make my move. T un-
clipped the right-hand  harness swrap,
attaching it to the same fastening that
held the other. Then I unclipped the in-
ner strap and reached across to the casing
on the next window over and clipped
mto the [astener there.

Secured to both windows, T stepped
across with mv lelt foot. 1 looked into
the oflice of Ethan Krusemark as I [as-
tened the lef-hand safety suap to the
opposite casing of his window. His desk
was a vast, oval slab ol Pentelic marble,
bare except for an executive six-button
telephone and a patined bronze statuctie
of Neptune waving his trident above the
waves.

Krusemark and his daughter sat on a
long heige couch set against the far wall,
He looked like his pormait: a ruddy-
faced, aging pirate caowned with a mass
of well-combed silver hair. To my way of
thinking. the resemblance was more
Daddy Warbucks than Clark Gable. Mar-
garet Krusemark still wore the upside-
down gold pentacle. Occasionally, one of
them looked straight at me. T brushed
soapy water onto the glass in front of
my lace.

I got the contact mike out of my cover-
alls and plugged in the earphone. Wrap-
ping the instrument in a large rag, |
pressed it 1o the glass and pretended to
wipe the window. Their voices sounded
so clear and sharp, T could easily have
heen sitting next 1o them on the couch.

Krusemark was speaking: “You're sure
he's a detective?”

“Evangeline Proudloot’s daughter said
he was. He knows enough to have gotten
to her.”

“What about the doctor in Pough-
keepsie?”

“He's dead. Suicide. T called the clinic,



It happened earlier this week.”

“Then we'll never know if the detec-
tive spoke with him or not.”

“I don't like it, Father. Not after all
these years. Angel knows too much al-
ready. Why not get rid of him?”

“This town is crawling with two-bit
private eyes. It's not Angel we need to
worry about but the man who hired him.”

Margaret Krusemark gripped her fa-
ther's hand in both ol hers. “Angel will
be back. For the I1m'nscop(r."

“Good. Play him III(}]‘I".__‘", You're a clever
girl. Slip a drop of something in his tea.
We must know the name of his client.
We can't let Angel die until we find out
who he's working lor.” Krusemark stood
up. “I have severul important meetings
coming up this afternoon, Meg. Call me
as soon as you hear from the detective, I
picked up the art of persuasion in the
Ortent. We'll see if I've lost my touch.”

“Thank you, Father.”

“Come, I'll walk vou out. What are
your plans for the rest of the day?”

“I thought I might go over to Saks and
do some shopping. After that——" The
rest of it was lost as the heavy mahogany
door closed behind them.

I stufled the rag-wrapped contact mike
into my coveralls and opened the win-
dow. 1 unclipped the safety harness and
swung my wrembling legs inside the rela-
tive salety of Krusemark's office. The risk
had paid ofl; plaving window washer was
a picnic compared with finding out
about Krusemark’s Oriental artistry first-
hand.

I shut the window and glanced around,
As much as I wanted 10 do some snoop-
ing, I knew there wasn't time.

[ ]

On my way out, I blew a loud kiss at
the receptionist. The face she made sug-
gested a mouthful of caterpillar guts, but
two  sialesmen cnuling their  heels in
matching Barcelona  chairs thought it
was real cute.

I did a quick-change number in the
broom closet and left the coveralls and
salety harness crammed into the dented
bucket. There was no sign of Margaret
Krusemark out on the street. She had
mentioned going o Saks and I figured
she’'d caught a cab. Deciding to give her
tme o change her mind, 1 cut across
Leximgion 1o Grand Central.

I detoured down the ramp to the
Ovyster Bar and ordered a dozen bLlue
points on the half shell. Twenty minutes
later, I pushed my plate back and headed
for a pay phone. I dialed Margaret
Krusemark’s number and le it ring ten
times belore hanging up. She was sale
at Saks.

The shuttle vam hauled my mollusk-
stuffed carcass over to Times Square,
where I caught an uptown BMT local 1o
57th Street. 1 called Margarcet Kruse-
mark’s apartment from the phone booth
on the corner and again got no answer.
The lobby was empty. I went straight to

Clarion Hi-Way Fidelity, It’s like
a Concert inyour Car.

Clarion’s New Hi-Way Fidelity Series.*

You can turn your car into a concert
hall on wheels with a Clarion Hi-Way
Fidelity System. Choose from a wide
variety of high power, low distortion
matched component systems,
including AM/FM stereo cassette or
8-track, exciting new home type
3-way speaker systems, and 30 or
60 watt 5 band graphic equalizer
boosters. The EQB's let you custom
tailor the sound to the acoustics of
your car, and your taste. Complete
systems range from $300 to over
$600.

There's a whole new generation of
Hi-Way Fidelity components eager
to perform Bach, rock, blue grass, or
blues. So if you'd like to be front
row center every time you step into
your car, see a Clarion retailer, today.

Clarion

ThaCar Entartainmant Company

*SERIES INCLUDES : 751A, 838A, 684A, 453A, 300EQB, SK-102 & SK-103
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was it t"he
same.

S T i
of Italy. Not just Lambrusco, but Asti
Spumante, Valpolicella, Orvieto, Rosato, Verdicchio, Chianti Classico, Bardolino, Soave,
Marsala, and all the other fine wines from Northern and Southern Italy. Safute!

'}NoTuroI boay,
scoopdy

ottom.
5805

Our authentic pro boseball undershirt arrives
with the free nome and number of your
choice. 100% cofton, 15ribs fo the inch, feels
soft and comfortable. Slit sides, red or navy
sleeves, just like you see on Monday Nite
¥  Baseboll. Sizes 5(34-36), M(38-40), L{42-44),
XL(46-48). $8.95, two for $16.

‘/ For each shirt state size, name (8 lettermox.),
number (1 or 2 digits), and sleeve color (red
ornavy).Check, moneyorder, Visg, or Master-
- v charge (send acct. # and cord expiration
dote). Mail to: PENSIC CORP., PB8 P.O. Box
23030. 3141 Monroe Ave., Rochester, N.Y.
14692, NYS residents add sales tax.
. 8 Conodion residents add 50¢ each shirt.

L.

the fire stairs. There was no percenmage
m being recognized by elevator operators.

When I got to Margaret Krusemark’s
door, T was i}l'l‘:ilhl'llg hard and my heart
hammered like a metronome in presto.
The hallway was deserted. T opened my
attach¢ case and pulled on the rubber
surgeon's gloves. The lock was a standard
mitke and the third skeleton key 1 tried
did the trick. I stepped inside and closed
the door behind me. The smell of ether
was overpowering. It hung in the air,
volatile and aromatic, bringing back
memories of the ward. T got my .38 out
of my overcoat and cedged along the wall
ol the shadowed fover.

Margaret Krusemark hadn’t gone shop-
ping, alter all. She was Iving on her back
in the sunlit living room, spread out
across the low colfee table under all those
potted palms. The couch was pushed
over against the wall, so that she was all
alone in the center ol the rug like a
figure on an altar,

Her peasant blouse was torn open and
her tiny breasts were pale and not ac all
unpleasant to look at except for the
ragged incision that split her chest from
a point below the diaphragm to midway
up her sternum. The wound brimmed
with blood and red rivulets ran down
across her ribs and puddied on the
tabletop.

I put my gun away and touched my
finger tips to the side of her throat.
Through the thin latex, T could feel she
was still warm. Her [eatures were com-
posed, almost as if she were only sleep-
ing, and something very much like a
smile lingered on her lips.

I found the murder weapon under the
coffee table. An Aztec sacrificial knife
from Margaret Krusemark's own collec-
tion, the bright obsidian blade dulled
with drying blood. 1 didn’t touch it
There was no sign of any struggle. A
wrinkled praver rug near the entrance
showed where she'd been dragged into
the living room. Carefully, almost loving-
ly, the killer had lifted her onto the table
and moved the fuwrniture back so there'd
be lots of space to work in.

Over by the wall window, between a
philodendron and a delphinium, I made
one small discovery. Resting in the basin
ol a tall bronze Hellenic [ril)ml was a
glistening lump of bloodsoaked muscle
about the size ol a misshapen wennis ball.
It looked like something the dog might
have dragged in and I stared at it a long
time before 1 knew what it was. Valen-
tine’s Day would no longer seem the
same. [t was Margaret Krusemark’s heart.

Alter a bit of poking around, I found
an ethersaturated rag in a woven wicker
wastebasket in the fover. 1 left it there
for the homicide bovs 1o play with. Let
them take it downtown with the dead
meat and run it through the lab. There'd
be veports to file in triplicate. That was
their job, not mine.

In the bedvoom, the bed was unmade,



“Welcome, ma chérie, to a particularly disgraceful
episode in French history.”
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THE ORDINARY WAY TO
PROJECT AND STORE SLIDES HAS BEEN
ROUND LONG ENOUGH.

That's why Bell & Howell invented the improvement:
Slide Cube™ System IL It's an extraordinary way to project,
store, and enjoy your slides.

Everything to look for in a slide projector you'll find in
Slide Cube System II. Precision optics. Dependable slide
handling. Efficient slide cooling.

There are also extras to see and hear. Like handsome
projector styling, quiet operation, and an exclusive preview/
edit window that shows every slide before projection.

To organize and store slides, there are
ingenious Slide Cube™Cartridges
that hold slides in one-eighth the
space for about one-third the cost of
round slide trays. Cartridges pro-
tect slides from dust, light,
smudges, and warping. Since
there are no slots to fill, up to 40
slides can be loaded and ready
to show in seconds. y
. Anordinary slide pro-
jector won't save money,

space, and time like Slide * b
&aée System II. So ask a SNl

Bell & Howell dealer to \)
demonstrate the improvement.
SLIDE CUBE SYSTEM I

BELL - HOWELL-MAMIYA COMPANY 1978 Al Rights Reserved.
Bell & Howell and Slide Cube are Bell & Howell Company trademarks. For more information write:
Bell & Howell « Mamiya Company, Dept. PB-18, 7100 McCormick Road, Chicago, IL 60645

rumpled sheets stained with sex. The
witch was not without her warlocks. In a
small adjoining bathroom, T found the
plastic case to her diaphragm. It was
empty. IT she got laid this morning, she
must still be wearing it. The bovs from
downtown would find that. oo,

Margaret Krusemark's medicine cabi-
net overflowed. Aspirin, tooth powder,
milk ol magnesia and small vials of pre-
scription drugs competed for space with
jars of foul-smelling powders marked by
obscure alchemical symbols.

A vellow skull grinned up at me from
the top of a Kleenex box. There was a
mortar and pestle on the counter next to
the Tampax. A double-edged dagger, a
copv of Nogue, a hairbrush and four {at,
black candles crowded the lid of the
totlet tank.

There was a small alcove off the bed-
room where she did her work. A filing
cabinet crammed with customers’ horo-
scopes meant nothing to me. I looked
under the Fs for Favorite and the Ls
for Liebling without success. There was
a small row of reference texts and a
globe. The books were propped against
a sealed alabaster casket about the size
of a cigar box. Carved on the lid was a
three-headed snake.

As 1 searched among the disordered
papers on the dcsktup. a small printed
card edged in black caught my atten-
tion. The symbol of an mverted five-
pointed star inscribed within a circle was
printed at the top. Below the talisman,
it said »MIssa NIGER in ornate caps. The
text was also im Laun. At the bottom
were the numerals i, xxin senoix. It
was a date. Palm Sunday, lour days awav.
I slipped the card inside my attaché case.

Most ol the other papers on the desk
were horoscopes in progress. I glanced at
them without interest and found one
with my name written on the top.
Wouldn't Licutenant Sterne like 1o get
his hands on that? I should have set hire
to it, or Hushed it down the woilet, but,
instead, like a duminy, I tucked it into
my attach¢ case.

Finding the horoscope made me think
1o check Margaret Krusemark's desk cal
cndar. There I was on Monday. the 16th:
“H. Angel, 1:50 v.a” I ripped the page
[ree and put it with the other stulf in my
casc. Today's page on the desk calendar
showed an appomtment for 5:30. My
watch was a [ew minutes [ast, but 20
alter was close enough.

On the way out, 1 left the apartment
door slightly ajar. Somcone e¢lse could
find the body and call the police. 1
wanted no part of this mess. Fat chance!
I was i it up to my neck. -

The concluding installment of this
excerpl from William Hjorisberg's forth-
coming novel “Falling Angel” will ap-
pear i our November issue.



WHYOUROIL

SHOULD BE STANDARD

EQUIPMENT
ON ALL SMAI.I.ER CARS.

Smaller cars demand
even more of a motor oil
than big cars do. Their 4
and 6 cylinder engines run
at considerably higher
revs throughout their
entire performance range.
So there’s more heat and
friction in the engine.

All this can cause

extra wear, tear, and ‘shear’

(thinning out of the oil)—
what engineers refer to as
“viscosity breakdown!” As

the viscosity of the oil breaks down it
loses more and more of its ability to pro-
tect a smaller car’s engine from its own
self-destructive tendencies.

That’s why Castrol is so essential for

smaller cars.

Unlike ordinary oils Castrol doesn’t
break down. After an incredible expendi-
ture of time and money Castrol engineers
developed a unique motor oil formulation

using a special vis-
cosity modifier that
prevents Castrol from
thinning out under
intense heats and
pressures.

Then they added
additives and detergents
that keep sludge from
forming as the oil cools
down. Additives that give

CASTROL | l ]

QUAKER s‘rA‘i‘s
L

o

N\

To prove that Castrol is better suited
for smaller, hotter, higher-revving engines
we tested Castrol against Quaker State
and Pennzoil. As the graph above plainly
shows, only Castrol didn't break down.

Castrol the strength it
needs to keep cleaning and
lubricating the narrow
passages in smaller
engines. (And if Castrol
can do all this for smaller
engines, imagine what it
can do for bigger, less
demanding ones.)

To prove how good our
oil really is, we tested
Castrol against the two
leading brands: Quaker
State and Pennzoil.

The test was conducted in a labora-
tory by anindependent testing firm. Each
one of the oils was an SAE 10W-40.

After the equivalent of roughly 2,000 miles

they found that while Quaker State and

Pennzoil had both shown significant

at all.

breakdown, Castrol hadn’t broken down

So while there are lots of oils to
choose from, only one should be standard

equipment on smaller
cars. Castrol —the oil
that doesn’t break down.
After all, if your
motor oil breaks down,
who knows what could

6'88[[0/

THE OIL ENGINEERED FOR

SMALLER CARS.
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BIG WH EELS (continued from page 184)

“As good as your La France looks going formal at
night, it performs chores during the day.”

chrome glistening  beneath those gold
decals and the: red paintz With those blaz-
ing looks and elegant features, vour La
France will be just as comfortable going
formal. When you have this beauty in
vour stable, it will be on the go often,
formal and informal, for vou'll have to
be prepared to be the chaulffeur for large
theater parties and other get-togethers.
But chauffeuring will be a pleasure as vou
move that 25,000-pound, almost-30-[oot-
long wuck through town: lor, despite its
size, it has a wrning radius of a mere 23
feet, with the 265-hp diesel meeting all
your power demands, driving or pump
ing (as it must, 1o be approved by the
strict. Underwriters” Laboratories. How
many people can claim o have a vehicle
that is U.L. approved?). Yes, vou and
vour Iriends will be quite the envious
sight as you drive through town—gowns
and  tails blowing in the breeze—and
head for the opening of the opera season.,

As good as your La France looks going
formal at night, it performs chores dur-
ing the day, such as filling the pool in a
lunry or helping vou wash itsell, as well
as the rest of your stable or even vour
house. It will feel right at home, oo,
when vou perform certain civic duties,
such as lerching errant kites and Kittens
[rom trees. But such tasks cleave easily
to the successful, respected man.

A solid and concerned citizen of the
community should also have a vehicdle

O

that caters to that aspect of him and. at
the same time. is uselul around the
erounds. When the frost thaws and the
sars of the long winter are visible, you
may feel the need for a litde landscaping
or home improvement. What could be
better for you than an Autocar dump
truck or a Crane Carrier Company ce-
ment mixer or, il vou're not oo strapped
lor money, both? (It would be well worth
the little more than S100.000 to get the
two.) The regal Awtocar, with its classic
hood and angular three-picce fenders,
would e¢legantly grace anyone's garage.
In addition to being useful Tor porting a
new collection ol bonsai trees and top-
soil for the ront vard, or perhaps [resh
clay lor the tennis courts, that massive
Autocar dump ruck, with its just-won't-
quit work-hors¢ Cummins engine, has
multiple uses for the  sharp-thinking
. e can certainly be handy lor carting
away the trash after a party or even for
taking home a lew guests who have spent
a little too much time at your La France
pumper. And with its towering ground
clearance and low gearing, vou'll have
no trouble driving evervbody downtown
alter a two-loot snowlall.

The C.C.C. cement mixer, distinctive
with ats utilitarian offset one-man cab,
also never runs out of worth, What with
pouring concrete for the new pool or
redoing the driveway or patio, it won't
even be breathing hard. And think of

O

“Frankly, I didn't know what a veal orgasm was until
I discovered tusks!”

how casily it can mix up a batch of
cocktails, cither to serve on the spot or
be pumped from the La France: or vou
cim save time and mix them on yow
way to a BYOB partv. For a quiet,
relixang night at home, what better way
to be lulled 1o sleep than by its soothing,
rhvthmic rumble?

To round out vour stable of highly
personal vehicdes, vou will need a small
knockabout evervday vehicle for running
downtown or sloppillg at vour tobacco-
nist’s. Alter all, when the weather be-
tween you and the shopping center gets
a linle sloppy and the craving lor an
enchilada comes upon vou, there’s no
sense getting muck all over the alumi-
num wheels of vour cabover and it's
foolish 1o haul the dump truck across
town for a houle of cognac. A knock
about is therefore a necessity. Especially
one that can carry not only vou and your
purchases but also a friend or two and
theirs, And what more perfect balance
between practicality and luxury could
one hope lor than a Cadillac station
wigon?

Few people realize that America’s most
noted auwto maker has, in addition 1o its
traditional line ol personal cars. a station
wagon that bears all the elegant leatures
ol uts brothers vet has a wemendous,
sumptuously luxurious cargo area that
cin C(I.‘ii[}' (ill'l‘l\' another p:l.‘;\l:llgt,'l'. Yt)ll
should definitely order from a local sup-
plier a special rear passenger continer
(they come in an ifinite selection of
styles and colors, ranging [rom Spartan
pine to brass-handled, satin-cushioned,
double-doored solid-mahogany models) to
neatly fit into the rear of vour Cadillac.

Despite being a knockabout and light-
cargo-carrving vehicle, this wagon, which
comes in basic black, leatares all the
appomuments  (including  rear-window
curtains) and technologically advanced
features that have made the Cadillac
name synonvmous with fine motoring,
Foremost of these is the extremely quiet,
almost tomblike silence ol the ride that
can best be flled with vour [avorite
organ recitals or Gregorian chants plaved
on Cadillac’s supertor tape deck.

This is the vehicle for those restlul,
solitary afternoon drives in the rain, And
when you decide vou no longer want to
be alone, all you need do is turn on vour
headlights. Suddenly, you will have a
following.

The Cadillac station wagon has the
kind ol swength and durability 1o last
vou a lifetime and a week. After all, you
must remember, a hearse—as the hro-
chures insist on calling it—is everyone’s
most Lavored last vehicle.

With this collection of diversified yet
highly swriking and  practical vehicles,
cach one bearing the stamp of a well-o
do, successtul man, you should be fully
cquipped to handle all situations—auto-
motively, at least.
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GIRLS OF THE PAC 10

(continued from page 163)

“T'he Mallin the center of the Arizona campus draws
scantily clad undergrads all year long.”

bozo—we decided to divide this pictorial
into two installments, because there were
just too many lovely Iadies to leature
adequately in one issue—20 is about all
anybody can be expected to handle in
one sitting.

Anyhow, in case all this motivates you
to abandon colder climes, pack a bag,
rent a Conestoga and head for the Santa
Fe Trail or the Oregon Trail to further
vour education, so to speak, here's the
poop on the five colleges:

= The University of Southern Cali-
fornia (Los Angeles): During the first few
weeks at USC, cach entering freshman is
usually asked whether he/she has bought
a daily Trojan. “Daily, huh?” the frosh
incvitably asks, assaying the reasons for
needing protection that often. Turns out
Daily Trojan is the name of the campus
newspaper. Great litle joke, huh? As a
matter of fact, members of USC’s athletic

teams are called Trojans, too, but that's
a horse of another color. What can you
expect from a school that schedules vir-
tually no classes on Triday? As a result of
this three-day-weekend situation, Thurs-
day night is bust-out eve for USC under-
grads. If they aren’t joining their UCLA
brethren in Westwood, you'll probably
find them closer to home, usually at The
901 Club (two pinball machines and lots
of suds). The well-trodden Thursday-
night path will lead you to Tommy’s on
Beverly Boulevard for a Tommyburger—
that's with chili (it beats swallowing gold-
fish). For surf and sun, the USC crowd
generally heads for the beach at Santa
Monica. While the student population is
roughly three men to every woman, don't
despair—that figure includes the largely
mile medical-school enrollment, which
isn’t even on the same campus. Students

n%\ /‘:Ec‘:f@?b U A ‘JﬁSe
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“We’ll cash in on the current sci-fi craze! You’ll
get gang-banged by a bunch of Martians!”’

live in university residence halls, in pri-
vate apartments or in universitv-owned
apartments in the Student Community.

= Stanford University (Palo Alwo, Cali-
fornia): Stanford has one of the most

autilul campuses in the country. Its
on-campus woods and greenswards arc
surpassed only by its bikini-clad coeds,
who gather around Lake Lagunitas to
sail and sun-bathe. (Take your binocu-
lars, fellas.) In recent years, California’s
drought has drained the lake, bur last
spring the water returned in time for the
annual Aqua TFollies Festival, a water-
SI)UFIS ('.‘le’fl\'ilgiln?il that turned out to
be a weat for campus photographers
majoring in anatomy. The most popular
bar is The Oasis (known as The 0), in
nearby Menlo Park. Another informal
beer bar is The Dutch Goose, also in
Menlo Park., For a more genteel, biz-
student atmo, try The British Bankers
Club—for future bank presidents only.
For those with a tastc for the rustic and
a sense of history, The Alpine Beer Gar-
den is one of the oldest hangouts. Tt used
to be called Rimotti's and, lor that rea-
son, is still known as Zot's. Zot's is oft in
the country a way; sometimes horses are
tethered out [ront. Stanford’s current

student population is 41 percent female,

but we hear that percentage is rising.
Most of the female undergrads live in
dorms, most of which are coed. Weekend
getaways take Stantordites to Squaw Val-
ley, Yosemite National Park, Reno and
San  Francisco. The two biggest on-
campus activities seem to be Frisbee
tossing and going to the flicks—there are
lots of theaters and film-society offerings.

= The University of Arizona (Tucson):
With Tucson'’s sunny desert climate, it’s
no manrvel that the University of Arizona
excels in astronomy and environmental
research. Its proximity to the Indian
ruins of the Hohokam, Mogollon and
Anasazi cultures has contributed to its
excellent anthropology department. The
sunny clime has also created a modern
subculture of sun worshipers worthy of
study; the Mall in the center of the
cimpus draws scantily clad undergrads
all year long. Rituals, beyond basic sun-
bathing, include the Ancient Rite of the
Frisbee and guitar playing, not to men-
tion elementary pair bonding. The stu-
dent population is about half male, half
[emale (we don't mean androgynous) and
Is scattered among  university  dorms,
[rats, sororities and apartments. Students
are generally very outdoors oriented and
frequently drive 1o Sabino Canyon,
which is about 15 miles northeast of cam-
pus, if they are not swimming in one of
the three umiversity pools. We're not
sure what it means, but one of the most
crowded camipus bars is Dooley’s, former-
Iy a Baptist church. It's the staid, Vic
torian-looking chapel at the corner of
University and Euclid—you can't miss
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A tape deck that thinks, a turntable slea_d;r-as arock, a receiver that protects itself, and more.

In your dream you hear
beautitul music coming from
a hugh fidelity system. All the
components have the same
name on them.

Impossible? Only if you
believe there's one “best”
maker for each type of
componenl. Once, perhaps
But today no one has a
monopoly on technological
excellence. You'll find the
Optonica® name on entire
systems of the world’s most
acdvanced components,
wilh innovations—our own

new circuils and features—
you might expect lo find
only in a dream.

In a dream you might
own the amazing Oplonica
cassette deck that contains
a small computer You can
program it 1o control endless
recording and playback
iunctions. It would be a
tantastic deck even without
its own computer

In the same dream you
could have the Optonica
turntable with a beautitul
base that looks and ieels

just like granite. It s, in fact,
mikage granite, which will
transmil exaclly the correct
amount of vibration Lo the
lone arm: none.

You might furnish your
dream with a new Oplonica
receiver or separates, the
only ones in the world built
with aircheck calibration,
Opto-lock tuning, triple
power supply designs, and
three protection circuils,

Now the same source also
produces some of the most
accurate speaker systems in

history. Optonica CP-5151s
incorporate a unique new
tweeter It weighs just
about 1/50th as much as a
comparable “dome”-type
tweeter, and its sound is
ncomparable.

Listen o a system with
one name: a dream system,
only at an Optonica dealer,

TONICA

THE OPTIMUM.

s Mace, Paramws, ™ ). 07532




it. Other favorite watcring holes are
Gentle Ben's and The Bum Steer.

» Oregon State University (Corvallis):
Ofhcials of Oregon State like to call their
school “the friendly and scholarly cam-
pus.” The local icon of friendliness is the
mattress that is suspended [rom the ceil-
ing of Mother's Matwress Factory, a fa-
vorite undergrad tippling spot. Other
hangowts are the Oregon Museum Pub
and Wes's Lounge, a disco. To be a suc-
cess with the college crowd. a bar has to
have a Foosball game. Aside from bar-
hopping, the most popular alter-class
pastime invelves Oregon State’s Experi-
memtal College Program, a loose amal-
gam of noncredit. uition-free lilestyle
courses including belly dancing, voga,
dog obedience, the fine art of wine and
your basic North Woods arts and craflts.
I'he studene population numbers almost
11000 undergrads, 40 percent lemale.
The Willamette River, on the ecast side
ol the campus, brings voung romancers
together lor boating and sparking, not
necessarily im that order. The campus has
a lecling ol isolation and. hecause of that,
students lurve a sense ol mutual reliance.
They also leave town a lot—a trip 10 the
beach at Newport (one hour away) is re-
quently followed by clam chowder at
Mo’s, background lor one of the scenes in
the Henry Fonda—-Paul Newman movie
Sometime a Greal Nolion, Winter calls
for skiing in the Cascade Range—Hoo-
doo Bowl or Mount Bachelor.

» Washington State Umiversity (Pull-
man): Some students at WSU  claim
that their school is the number-one per-
c;lpit:i drinking school in the nation. We
haven't seen the alleged study, but we've
heard that WSU students are inclined 1o
make [requent excursions down to Boyer
Purk on the Snake River with kegs of
beer. Certainly, social life seems to re
volve around the suds, Most of the public
imbibing takes place in Moscow, Idaho,
cight miles away, where the drinking age
is 19 In Moscow, the place to be Satur-
dav night is Rathskellers Inn—it’s got a
Live band and a dance floor and is usually
packed to the rafters alter ten rar For
those over 21, closer-to-campus high spots
include Rico’s Smokehouse, The Cougar
Cottage (a [rat hangout) and The Ram,
good [or beer, dinner and watching its
projection TV, Most students (WSU is
13 percent female) live in dorms, but
there 15 a big push to get off campus
into apartments. For a number ol years,
students at WSU have observed a rite
called National Outdoor Intercourse Day
(May cighth). Sleeping bags turn up al-
most everywhere on campus and resound-
ing through the hills is the pagan chant:

“Hoaray, hoovay for the eighth of
r'lh!}'
National Outdoor Inlercourse Day!”

The year-round dark beer.

Glass after glass—there is only one dark beer that gives you
this consistently wholehearted character and great taste, any
and every time. It's Heineken Special Dark Beer. Brewed and
bottled in Holland. Heineken tastes tremendous. No wonder
its America’s #| imported beer. Exclusive U.S. Importers:
Van Munching & Co., N.Y.. N.Y.
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INNER GAME OF SEX

(continued from page 152)

““We'll just be lying there after the first time,

and all of a sudden, I'll be ready again.

3

himsell worrymng about whether or not
he'll be able 1o get her mto bed in an
hour or two. What he should do is bring
his thoughts gently back 1o the food and
the wine and the conversation of here
and now. If he doesn’t keep his mind
on now, there may not be anything
happening later.

A [riend had an experience that illus-
trates the rewards of being unconcerned
about the future. In his early 205, he'd
had only four bed parmners in his life
and he had learned that, except on rare
occasions, he was capable, at most. of
two orgasms a night. Then he started an
affair with a woman who, for most of
her married life, had had sex about once
a month. She thought anything her part-
ner might do would be prodigious. The
man didn't care whether or not he im-
pressed her in bed.

He found himsell making love with
his friend three times a night just about
cvery time they went to bed. His low-key
atitude relieved him of the pressure 1o
perform, and that put him in touch with
feelings he hadn't been aware ol. He
never planned or even expected his im-
proved perlormance. [t simply happened,
like inspiration. "We'll just be lving
there alter the first time,” he told me,
“maybe talking or just petting a litde bit
And all ol a sudden, I'll be ready again.
And even then, I'm not sure I'm going
to come. But I always do. Again and
again.”

Masters and Johnson call our habit of
focusing on cimax the “end-point re-
lease orientation.” As an antidote, they
recommend “sensate focus.” You should
direct vour awareness toward the pleas-
ant sensations vou're experiencing now,
without having a goal in mind. Sensate
{ocus has cured impotent men and non-
orgasmic women. Told by the therapist
to let the partner stroke and massage
him or her—not touching the genitals
and not trving to have sex—many a man,
no longer wondering whether he will or
won't get a hard-on, and many a woman,
no longer anxious about whether or not
she will come, finds new life in a body
that hasn’t felt anvthing in vears. The
chill becomes a tingle again. I's almost
as good as high school back in the greasy
Filvies, when the height ol a Sarurday
night's pleasure was 10 spend hours neck-
mg in a parked cr ull our lips were
lacerated and swollen. Those were in-
hibited times, bur concenurated. One
squeeze of a breast, one finger-tip contact
with a nipple under a partly unbuttoned

276 Dblouse was emeotional capital that could

be invested i a week of fantasies. Screw-
ing was out of the question. We were
thus spared the blight of goal-oriented
sex. There were some men, Masters and
Johnson have observed, who did their
sexual basic training in whorehouses,
where the ladies were always telling them
to hurry it up. It they wok the lesson too
much to heart, they became premature
ejaculators, another mallunction arising
from worrying about what's going 1o
happen instead ol appreciating what is
happening.
L ]

A man who tries o retard his orgasm
is thiking too much about the future.
Holding back, by doing mental arith-
metie, thinking about business worries
or simply stopping all movement when
orgasm {eels near, has long been consid-
cred the height of male sexual sophisti-
cation, But sometimes the result isn't as
satislying 1o either party as it is sup-
posed to be. Going with the flow often
works better; sometimes the man's vig-
orous, uninhibited thrusting will bring
on the woman’s orgasm. Sometimes he
will have a second or third erection and
will take longer to reach his second or
third orgasm, thereby greatlv extending
his partner’s pleasure. Nature has a way
ol taking care of us when we don't wry
to lool her.

Plaving this kind of inner game in
which the obstacles 10 be overcome are
onc’s own mental siates. Gallwey ex-
plains, “Irees the plaver from the fruits
of victory; he becomes devoted only to
the goal ol self-knowledge, to the explo-
ration of his true nature as it reveals
itself on level alter level.” In the Orient,
the idea of sex as a means ol sell-aware-
ness is not as strange as it might seem in
our own culture, in which sex is olien
scen as a manifestation ol our animal
side, which is thought 1o be lower than
our mental stde—as if the mind were not
as much a product of animal evolution
as the hand or the stomach, One ol the
sacred stories of Tndia tells how the god
Krishna made love to 16,000 givls in one
night. Hindu and Buddhist holy pictures
Irequently show the gods and goddesses
i sexual union.

Janwillem van de Wetering, a Dutch-
man who went to Japan to study Zen,
tells of a Zen monk called Bobo Roshi—
a ttle that translates literally as Master
Fuck. Unable o achieve satori alter years
of meditating on his koan, he cdimbed
over a wall of his monasterv and wan
dered through the streets of Kyoto. A
prostitute in the Willow Quarter took

him in. Having lived as a monk for so
long, he didn’t realize what was happen-
ing ll she started 1o undress him:

Then she took him to her bath,
that's the custom here. Your shoul-
ders are massaged and vou are dried
with a clean towel and they talk 10
vou. Slowly vou become very excited
and when she feels vou are ready,
she takes vou to the bedroom. He
must have been quite excited alter
so many vears ol abstaining, At the
moment he went into her. he solved
his koan. He had an enormous sa-
tory, one ol those very rare saloris
which are described in our books,
not a littde understanding which can
be deepened later but the lot at
once, an explosion which tears you
to picces and vou think the world
has come 1o an end, that vou can
hil the emptiness of the universe in
every possible sphere. When he lelt
the woman, he was a master.

Sex for the sake of ilumination may
make it sound like a sort of spiritual
masturbation, Actually, the view ol sex
we're exploring makes it impossible to
be sell-cenmered. The stage right that
spoils sex comes [rom too much concern
about one’s own standing in the game.
With the Zen approach, vou stop asking
“How am I doing?” And when a man
stops secing his lover as his judge or
competitor, he can enjoy sex all out.
That will make him a better lover, be-
cause a person who thoroughly enjoys
doing something 1s good at it. He is [ree
ol the feeling that he has to conuol or
impress his partner; he is playing with
her, not against or upon her.

We already have the capacity 10 enjoy
sex fully right now. We don’t need any
improvement: we need only to get out of
our own way. Toward the end ol The
Inner Game of Tennis, Gallwey explains
that the book should not he waken as a
manual for sell-improvement: “Admitted-
Iy, much of this book may seem to read
that way, but speaking as a man who was
once a compulsive sell-improver, 1 wang
10 make it clear that the Tast thing I wish
to do is encourage any notion that vou
should be any different [rom what you
are right now.” From this point of view,
we are already perfect just as we are,
H sex seems 1o lack something, the solu-
tion is not to v harder but to remove
whatever is blocking it. Many people
complain that their sexual experiences
seem unrerl w them.. They've pushed
their thinking, worrving Spectator  be-
tween  themselves and  the  wordless,
thoughtless realm of the Player. Thae is
sad, because sex should be enjoved in all
its here-and-now glory, fun, plaviulness
and profundity. A change in attitude can
help restore delight.




AND WiLL ELDER

THE JOKE'S ON YOU, BABES!' ['M REAL.
HE'S THE ROBOT. BUILT FOR THE
BILLION -DOLL AR-MAN SHOW... A
ONE-MILLION-DOLLAR FACE, A THREE-
MILLION-DOLLAR HEART AND A FIVE-
MILLION-DOLLAR SCHLONG.

HE WORD [S OUT TN TINSELTOWN. SPECIAL

EFFECTS [S THE NAME oF THE GAME.
ACTING [S OUT. SCIENCE FICTION... SPACE
THINGIES...ARE IN., THE NEXT ACADEMY AWARD
WILL PROBABLY GO TO A ROBOT'...50 HERE'S
ANNIE IN A HOLLYWOOD SPECIAL-EFFECTS
DEPARTMENT, BEING ACCOSTED BY A
MECHANICAL MAN. OR IS IT A MECHANICAL
WOMAN? ...AH, WELL, EITHER WAY—

LOOK! REMEMBER KAK-E poo-T
FROM “SPACE WARS"? THESE ARE
ALL THE SAME KAK-E DOO-T,..ONE
FOR TALKING, ONE FOR WALKING. ..
THEY STUFF STAN THE MIDGET

— AND STILL
A THIRP ONE
FOR KICKING

AROUND.

Do
NOT BE
AFRAID.
- IT 15 JUST

d 1S MISTER
PORTNOY HERE?
{ HE'S WRITING
FOR"SPACE WARS IT”
AND ASKED ME
To MEET HIM

IT 1S JUST
A ROBOT.

BELIEVE

UH, OH! 'SCUSE ME, STANLEY!

PORTNOY!
I MUST GET BACK
TO MY AGENT, SOLLY,
INMAKE-UP, THEY'RE
TRYING A SPECTACULAR
“SPACE WARS IT Co5-




RIGHT UNDER
YOUR MNOSE, BABES. THEY'RE MINIATURE

- ' THROUGH
MODELS, MADE TO LODK HUGE BY SPECIAL - SPECIAL EFFECT
o : ECIAL EFFECTS, THIS

7 MODEL SPACESHIP WiLL BE
SPECIAL e g COMBINED IN BATTLE WITH

EFFECTS FOR SUPERBLY THIS MODEL LASER
"SPACE WARS," DETAILED MODELS, ‘
WHERE ARE TAKING YEARS TO BUILD,

THOSE ARE CRAFTED BY THE

GIGANTIC ot 93 FINEST MODEL-

L ¥ MAKERS,

MODEL. IT's
NOT A
MODEL !

LET ME SHOW YOU A SPECIAL EFFECT IN THE NEXT sTopRIO
THAT'LL BLOW YOUR MIND... THEY' RE DOING IT FOR " GROSS COME
ENCOUNTERS,” THE FIRST HIGH-BUDGET, X-RATED ) N, BABES
SCI-FI FILM. A IT's ONLY A
4 HOLOGRAM

HOLOGRAM™ IS THAT SOME
NEW KIND OF KINKY ORGY? ) ANNIE
) : ; DON'T LOOK NOW, THEY'RE
ITs iy : PORTNOY, BUT THE HOLOGRAM IS WAITING
SORT OF A THREE- ¢

. . FOLLOWING US. e
PIMENSIONAL PHOTOGRAPH. e : P MEASURE
YO0 CAN HARDLY TELL T =4 =) ' : 7 ['M NOT Dy el wa.

FROM THE REAL THING. + a . - = / A HOLOGRAM -~ ’

IT HAS COLOR, IT HAS 7 ‘M MEL.

WHEN [ SWEEP
UP AROUNG THE

HOLOGRAM,

I GO
BONKERS !




THE BUST 1S
VERY CRITICAL TO

THIS COSTUME .

JUST LEAN
BACK. YOU'LL FEEL T
iN A MINDTE !

WHAT POES
THIS HAVE TO PO

TWITH “9PACE

PERFECTD!
OUR LITTLE GIRL

WAS MAPE FOR
THIS PART!

ANNIE-

WHAT A BREAK!
A PART THAT
SHOWS OFF YOUR
BOOBS! YOU'LL

COCKAROACH!
COCKAROACH !

> 'T .. ,
BUT TELL ME
uT 2
i) THE RE A
BETTER SPECIAL
EFFECT?

GOES OUR
LEADPING
MAN.

—HOW
Do YOoU LIKE

SHE'S
THE
|N5ECTE
QUEEN. WHEN
1S WHY You THEY'RE
NEEDED A FITTED INTO

" THE FALSE
GENE.‘I.EOO PAIR OF ARMS,
8usT HER BREASTS,
BY FLEXING,
GIVE THE ARMS
LIFELIKE
MOVEMENTS .
THEY'LL LOOK
VERY CONVINCING
RFTER WE
mix HER WiITH
THE REAL
INGECTS THROUGH
SPECIAL EFFECTS.
... 0IP YOU SEE
THE BLG
WE TRAINED
FOR Two
YEARS TD
BE OUR
INSECT
KING?

P5ST. ANMIE Y
WHILE EVERYONE'S BUSY, COME STEP

IN HERE AND LET ME SHOW YOU THE MOST

SPECTACULAR SPECIAL EFFECT
OF ALL !

OH, BABY...

IT's BETTER THAN [ EVER
PREA

~ LEAPIN' LIZARDS,

MED

WHAT NOW? ANOTHER
SPECIAL EFFECT/?

~ WwWouLDe You - p
PLEASE HAVE YOUR Y -r:ﬁ-,-”;'
SPECIAL EF:‘EE‘:T = SR i
o BABES. EITHER
WAY —
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BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY

WILLIAM LOWGMORE & COMPANT, LESTED
KEITH. SCOTLAND

®
ooty ESLIS  ppnr

R - = e o
e Y

Lucky Americans.
You pay less to go first class.

Here in Athens, Passport costs as much as other  whiskies. but bottle Passport in the U.S. —and pass
premium scotches. Infact.it’s expensiveeverywhere on the tax and shipping savings to you. So to lucky
but in America. We use Scotland’s most expensive  Americans, this superb scotch only tastes expensive.
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Passport Scotch



Pl.AYBOY

GEAR
BODYWORK

ave you heard the old joke about the muscular guy at the beach who was showing off his build by lifting a girl

with each arm? A 97-pound weakling delivers the punch line, “Did you see the dolls on that boob?” Nobody is
laughing these days at men with good bods: Being in shape gives them more self-confidence; and when they're

in bed—well, what girl was ever turned on by a paunch? Shaping up, however, requires effort. But the good

news is that there are some contraptions available to help make the procedure relatively painless. Press on, Arnold!

Above: Dynavit Computer Exerciser that’s distributed by Haden is designed to be programmed with info about your age, sex and
weight; it will then calculate the amount of exercise you need and monitor your pulse rate as you pedal, from Neiman-Marcus, $2000.

Above: Wall-mounted SportsMate Rotary Exerciser that's a great tennis
conditioner, by Nautilus Sports/Medical Industries, $29.95. Right: Uni-
versal Centurion II/DVR Chest Press provides up to 390 pounds of lift-
ing resistance, from Swartz, $995, including a bench and instructions.
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FASHION
SERVED UP WITH STYLE

wenty-three-year-old tennis pro Vitas Gerulaitis can play in just about any clothes he wants—thank you very much—and still
beat the pants off most opponents. What he wears here are fresh from the drawing board of a bright new British talent, Paul
Smith. The styles combine classic British fabrics and patterns with au courant tailoring. The layered look, you'll notice, also
continues to score big points. Game, set, match. —DAVID PLATT
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BRUCE LAURANCE

y/
Above: Gerulaitis comes on looking smashing in two Paul Smith outiits. The one featured in the inset photo includes a wool/polyester flannel jacket

with a shawl collar, $180, a nubby rayon pullover shirt, $54, wool double-pleated slacks, $80, and a canvas belt, $8. The other is a double-breasted
282 wool herringbone suit, $270, worn over a knit cardigan, $54, matching vest, $42, check-plaid flannel shirt, $50, and iridescent wool knit tie, $8.




HABITAT.

REAL CORKERS!

ow you choose to separate a cork from a wine bottle barman’s cork puller, perhaps, that clamps to a table and
is a matter of personal aesthetics. Some oenophiles can pull the corks from a case of wine faster than you can
prefer the simple approach: a single-lever corkscrew say André Simon. The Corky is a fun gadget that pumps air
that lifts the cork (you hope) in one swift motion. into a bottle, eventually popping the cork. But enough. With
Others opt for something more elaborate: the professional all these bottles open, who'd like a drink? —HOLLIS WAYNE
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Below left: This contraption is called a champagne
lever and once it's clamped to a bottle of bubbly,
there’s no more effervescent pop or dented ceil-
ings, from Bazaar De La Cuisine, $4.50. Below
right: Champagne pliers, from La Cuisiniere, $12.50.

MICHAEL WAINE

Far left to right: Corky is an easy-to-
clean hypodermic instrument that
doesn’t damage cork ‘or wine, from
Bloomingdale’s, $8, with needle cover.

The Gitano corkscrew (ak.a. thiev-
ing butler) features two blades that
slip around cork, leaving it undam-
aged, from Bazaar De La Cuisine, $2.95.

France’s zigzag corkscrew is the lazy
man’s model; its curious design pro-
vides excellent leverage to lift the
cork easily, from La Cuisiniere, $7.50.

The single-lever corkscrew is a favor-
ite of sommeliers; this model has a
small knife to cut foil. 1t folds for stor-
age, from Bazaar De La Cuisine, $2.95.

The boxwood (also known as the
counter screw) is, indeed, wood; one
lever screws into the cork, the other
one lifts it, from La Cuisiniere, $6.50.

Above: The barman’s corkscrew is a heavy-duty professional tool that fastens to a
countertop or table and then stands ready to lend a helping hand when it's party
time and you’ve a number of bottles to open, from The Professional Kitchen, $62.95.
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Bunny, Bunny, Where
Have You Been?

I’ve Been to Epsom

to Visit the Queen!

On the left, we have QUEEN ELIZABETH,
dressed in a yellow suit and matching
hat, arriving at Epsom Downs for Derby
day; she’s there to watch one of her
thoroughbreds run in England’s biggest
race. On the right, in a scarlet Bunny cos-
tume with white ears and tail, we have
LOUISE PALMER, a 24-year-old thor-
oughbred, there to promote Playboy's
British bookmaking operations. “I had this
huge white daisy in my hand,” said Louise,
explaining how she crossed paths with Liz.
“We were allowed to stay on the same side
of the railing as the queen, and so | handed
the daisy to her. She looked a bit surprised,
but she smiled and said, ‘Thank you.” She
was lovely.” Twenty-four hours later,
Louise was something of a national celeb-
rity. One interviewer titled his piece, “‘The
Face in Front of Those Legs.” But, as you
can see from our off-track photo, Louise is
lovely all over. Oh, yes: Liz's horse
finished out of the money. Bad show.

BRIAN HENNESSEY




LYNM GOLDSMITH

RON GALELLA

On the Road Again

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN was locked in the studio for 11 months putting down tracks for the
long-awaited Darkness on the Edge of Town. Now he’s out on parole, with the semilegendary E
Street band, touring far and wide and forever. There’s no stopping or standing on Easy Street.

She’s Only a Bird
in a Gilda Cage

What you see here is a high-level political-
campaign strategy session between New Jersey
senatorial candidate BILL BRADLEY and his
consumer-policy advisor, ROSEANN ROSE-
ANNADANNA. Miss Roseannadanna, nationally
known for her consumer reports on NBC’s
Saturday Night Live, is considered to be one of
the key aides to the young Democrat, nationally
known as a former forward with the New York
Knicks. If Bradley wins in November against his
equally young and untested Republican oppo-
nent, Jeffrey Bell, there are unconfirmed re-
ports that he will nominate Miss Roseannadanna
for the post of Secretary of the U.S. Depart-
ment of Health, Education and Coneheads.

Street Fighter

No, this is not a rubble-strewn street scene from
some old World War Two picture. This is New York
restaurateur ELAINE KAUFMAN defending her
Manhattan saloon, Elaine’s, from a determined as-
sault by prying paparazzo RON GALELLA. While the
social butterflies are known to flit around Elaine’s
with nocturnal regularity, on this particular night the
place was dizzy with celebrity monarchs: Woody
Allen, Cheryl Tiegs, Richard Dreyfuss. This being
Galella’s photographic métier, he staked out the
street. That did not set well with Elaine, who likes to
protect her clients. You don’t have to be a lip reader
to understand the gist of Elaine’s feelings on the
matter. Who took the photo? Galella, of course.
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PLAYBOY'S ROVING EYE

Die Sexte Dimension or
Is This Any Way to Run
a Playboy Pad?

We have to keep a close eye on the foreign
editions of pLaveov. Things are always gelting
lost in translation. When we first saw these
pictures in the August issue of the German
rLaveoy, we wondered if our friends across the
sea had somehow gotten the notion of the
Playboy Pad mixed up with A Layman’s Guide
to Surrealism. We hired an interpreter, who
discovered that the feature was called Die
Sexte Dimension. Photographer Gerhard
Vormwald had created these crazy rooms for
his own amusement. The caption to one of the
pictures made everything clear: “The fallen
angel dials the secret number. ‘Hello, | can
procure for you an apocalypse wrapped in
silver or in blue. Are you interested?’ The per-
son on the other side breathes deep and heavy.
Connections have been established. ‘When can
we see each other?” ‘Tonight or never,’ is the
answer. ‘Where are you?” ‘Behind the brightest
star in seventh heaven.” The wire grows hot and
there is a white noise in the receiver. ‘I'll be
there,’ she screams and ascends. The fiery rod
seems to know the way. She discounts her sis-
ter’s dire warning.” Or another: “To record
those wet dreams, photographer Gerhard
Vormwald built a shower cabin in his Munich
studio, suspended the girl from the handles and
poured the water over her with a sprinkler can.
All he did then was to turn the photo for 90
degrees. Simple, wasn't it?” As we said. We
have to keep an eye on our foreign editions.
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SEX NEWS

WHY DON'T WE
GET DRUNK AND SCREW?

We finally have an answer to Jimmy
Buffett’s musical question. Psychologists
Gary Farkas and Ray Rosen at the Uni-
versity of Hawaii have confirmed that
too much booze can retard sexual per-
formance. The researchers gave 16 col-
lege men various drinks equivalent to
zero, one, two or three cocktails mixed
with one ounce each of 100-proof
liquor. Then the men viewed porno
movies while the researchers moni-
tored their heartbeats with polygraphs
and their erections with a form of peter
meter. The turned-on collegians expe-
ricnced a nine-millimeler increase in
the diameter of their penises with no
alcohol, an average of ten millimeters’
increase with one drink. Let’s hear it
for one for the road. However, before
you gel your spirits up, read this: With
three drinks, the erections shrank to an
average of just under seven and a half
millimeters,

ROLL YOUR OWN
While American condoms may be
top quality, their film and foil packets
have befuddled bedroom eyes for

years. It's sometimes a struggle to main-
tain any ¢lan, not to mention an erec-

ripping

tion, without the condom

itself. But now the Swedes (perhaps
because of their long, dark winter) have
introduced “consumer friendly” pack-
aging. The condoms are packed in
easy-lo-open, transparent fi'm without
the little paper oval commonly found
on American condoms. By opening it
with the transparent side away from
himself, the user is assured the condom
will be in the right position to roll on.
In the same mode, Swedish manufac-
turers have introduced such friendly
graphic motifs as flowers and bees and
the pictured tohacco pouch. So when
you see a Swedish gentleman gingerly
tapping that tobacco pouch against his

pipe while eying the Nordic blonde
nearby, belter check that tobacco
pouch again.

BROWN SUGAR

We've always been partial to choc-
olate bunnies, but we'll have to admit
that the Edible Sculpture Contest al The

Art Institute of Chicago educated our
palate. Sculptor chefs concocted every-
thing from hamburger people to choc-
olate apples and breasts. Our favorite,
pictured here amid tropical fruit a la
Gauguin, is a 100-pound milk-choco-
late nude mold. The artist, Brian Gar-
rick, fashioned a cast from the real
Vicki Haines of pLavsoy's Art Depart-
ment. If you think you could develop
an appetite for this sort of thing,
sorry—the entire exhibit was consumed
after the show by participants and visi
tors. Haines reports that her 75-cents-
per-pound likeness was eaten in five
minutes, which raised certain questions
we thought we'd better not ask,

LESS IS MORE

America’s plastic surgeons have
bad news for breast men. The hot
subject at this year's meeting of the
American Society for Aesthetic Plastic
Surgery was the growing number of re-
quests for breast reduction. Surgeons
ascribe the new taste for tiny tits 10 a
number oi things, including the no-bra
look, skinny fashion models and the
women’s movement. One surgeon al-
lowed that perhaps small breasts are
beginning to turn men on.

WHIFF-HOLDING EVIDENCE

The question of whether or not a
rape victim should resist has never
been resolved. Now there's a form of
passive resistance that makes sense, er,
a scent. Canadian Paul LeBlond has
invented an antirape device consisting

of a small capsule filled with synthetic
skunk odor. The capsule, called Rapel,
is broken casily in one hand by the
user, who will be surrounded imme-
diately by a strong skunk odor, it's
hoped deterring the assailant, who
won't be too hard to sniff out later.

KATHY FISKE

NEW HOPE FOR HERPES

The good word is: bioflavonoids. A
team of Navy dentists at the National
Naval Center in Bethesda, Maryland,
have revealed that patients suffering
from Herpes Simplex 1, the oral type,
respond rapidly to treatments with
a water-soluble bioflavonoid-ascorbic-
acid complex. Lesions on the lips healed
completely within four days when
treated with the supplement, as op-
posed to the ten days it took a control
group to heal. The study did not test
the potion on Herpes Simplex 11, the

GARRICK MADISON

Speaking of V.D., here’s something for
the person who has everything. A Case
of Clap from Et Tu Enterprises. You can
get it anywhere. And, as we know so
well, it's the gift that keeps on giving.

genital variation, but some experts
think there may be hope in that area.
Beutlich, Inc,, the producer of a bio-
flavonoid-ascorbic-acid  tablet called
Peridin-C (which is available over the
counter), has been approached to test
it on the genital virus, but no work

has been done 10 date. B



TEST
LANCIA
VALUE.

Lancia has value unique among handling and roadability with brakes combine to give preci-
automobiles in its class. Value  more than a taste of luxury. A sion control for a great driving
inherent in every aspect of this World Rally Champion in 1972, experience. And you can enjoy
beautiful car — in structure, in 1974, 1975 and 1976, Lancia  the comfort typical of far more
appointments, in performance.  responds to the touch of experi- expensive automobiles. You'll

A 70-year history of engineering enced drivers. Rack and pinion find Lanciais the intelligent alter-
innovation plus classic ltalian ~  steering, front wheel drive, fully native to overpriced and over-
design has created an automo- g independent suspen- rated luxury imports. Test Lancia
bile that combines superior % sion and 4-wheel disc value. Then test drive Lancia.

The intelligent alternative
to luxury

Lancia HPE Estate Coupe. Coupe. Sedan. Lancia of Amenca. Division of FM.N A 155 Chestnul Ridge Road. Montvale, N_J. 07645 1978 Lancia of Amenca. Ing. 289
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Classic English Leather”. The fresh,
clean, masculine scent a woman
loves her man to wear. .. or nothing at
all. Wind Drift®. A clear, crisp call to
adventure . ..refreshing as the wind
from the sea. Timberling®. Brisk and
woodsy, exhilarating as the great
outdoors. In After Shave, Cologne,
Gift Sets, and men's grooming gear.
Atfine toiletry counters.

English Leather.

Northvale, New Jersey 07647 © 1978
Available in Canada

NEXT MONTH:

CURRENT BUNMIES

MOWVIE SEX PERFECT MATCH

“THE HOFFA WARS"—WHO KILLED JIMMY HOFFA AND WHY:
A MAJOR INVESTIGATIOI' INTO THE TEAMSTER LEADER'S IN-
VOLVEMENT WITH ASSASSINATION PLOTS, ORGANIZED CRIME
AND RICHARD NIXON—BY DAN E. MOLDEA

“FALLING ANGEL"”—THE STUNNING CONCLUSION OF OUR NEW
DETECTIVE NOVEL ABOUT THE SEARCH FOR A MISSING VOCAL-
IST—BY WILLIAM HJORTSBERG

GERALDO RIVERADISCUSSES THE RUMORS THAT HAVE CIRCU-
LATED ABOUT HIM, THE NATURE OF TV NEWS AND HIS BAR
MITZVAH IN A FRANK, OUTSPOKEN PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“SEX IN CINEMA—1978""—HERE IT COMES AGAIN, THE YEAR'S
ROUNDUP OF STEAMY FILM FARE, PLUS AN ANALYSIS OF HOLLY-
WOOD'S CURRENT MOOD—BY ARTHUR KNIGHT

“HIGH ON THE HILL”—AN EXCLUSIVE POLL OF MEMBERS OF
CONGRESS ON THEIR USE OF “*CONTROLLED SUBSTANCES"—BY
LOIS ROMANO AND KEN CUMMINS

“PERFECT MATCH”—REJECTED BY HER LOVER, A YOUNG
WOMAN GETS TOGETHER WITH AN ARSONIST AND BEGINS A
FLAMING AFFAIR—-BY BARBARA ROCHELLE

“THE GREAT SIXTIES QUIZ"”-YES, THOSE WERE THE DAYS—
FREE LOVE, FREE SEX, FREE TEAR GAS....BUT HOW MUCH DO
YOU REALLY REMEMBER?—BY DAN CARLINSKY

“PLAYBOY'S COLLEGE BASKETBALL PREVIEW’’ —OUR
MAN'S WELL-EDUCATED GUESSES ABOUT THE FORTHCOMING
COLLEGIATE HOOP SEASON (PLUS A SNEAK PEEK AT THE PROS-
PECTS OF THE PRO TEAMS)—BY ANSON MOUNT

“LEARNING TO BE POOR”-COLLEGE MAY TEACH YOU TO
THINK YOU'RE SMART, BUT IT SURE DOESN'T TEACH YOU HOW
TO GET RICH—BY BEN STEIN

“BUNNIES OF '78""—A PHOTOGRAPHIC TRIBUTE TO AN INTER-
NATIONAL ARRAY OF HUTCH LOVELIES



JUSTERINI & BROOKS Founded 1749

In aworld where fame is fleeting,
there’s a reason it$ been in the limelight
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86 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky © 1978 Paddingron Corp., N.Y.




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

tar nicotine
mg./cig mg. ‘cig
Winston Lights 12 09
Vantage 11 ar
Salem Lights 1 08
Kent Golden Lights 8 0.6
Merit A 8 06
Tue 5 04
Carlton Soft Pack 1 0.1
Carlton Menthol less than 1 0.1
Carlton Box less than *1 0.9

“Av. per cigarette by FTC method

Of all brands, lowest. .. Carlton Box: 1 mg. tar,
0.1 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.

' Carlton.

Filter & Menthol

Only
> mg.
tar.

: : Soft Pack and Menthol- 1 mg. “tar”, 0.1 mg. nicotine
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined av. per cigarette, FTC Report Aug. 77. Box: 1mg. “tar”, 0.1 mg. nicotine;

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 100 mm. Soft Pack and Menthol: 5 mg. “tar”, 0.5 mg. nicotine
av. per cigarette by FTC method,
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