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Bobby Boker started as a Senate page in the early Forties and
rose to become the confidant and “fixer” for the men who
wielded power in Washington through 1963. He went to jail
in 1971 on a variety of charges without revealing where the
bodies were buried. He does so this month, in a dramatic
excerpt from Wheeling and Dealing (illustrated by Ignacio
Gomez), written with Texas author larry L King and to be
published by W. W. Norton.

Following Telly Savalas around, writer Mark Goodman discov-
ered in the course of gathering material for Telly Loves Ya!,
can be expensive. Says he ruefully, “Anybody who'll drop
$300 at a Tijuana horse race has really got it bad.” That ter-
rific painting of Telly was done by Chicago artist Herb Davidson.

This month’s Playboy Interview subject is one of Amcrica’s
best-loved entertainers, George Bums. We dispatched [ree-lance
writer Arthur Cooper, [ormer executive editor of Penthouse, to
talk with Burns about his more than half century in showbiz.
Since. finishing the Burns conversation, Cooper tells us, he has
been busy developing a TV situation comedy—"based [ast and
loosely on my Penthouse experiences.” We can hardly wait.

Debra Jo Fondren, our Playmate of the Year, is somebody
pretty special, so, we've given her some special photographic
treatment at the hands of one of Europe’s top fashion lens-
men, Francis Giacobetti—who directed Emmanuelle, the Joys of
a Woman, the second in that series of erotic films. Speaking
of crotic adventures, are you Gelting Any? We sent Out
Associate Editor Sharon O'Hara on the rounds of the country's
singles bars to learn whether girls are more inclined to make
beautiful music with lawvers than with accountants. Possibly,
but there are other lactors to be considered, O'Hara reports
in her piece—illustrated by Kim Whitesides.

The distinguished author Isaac Bashevis Singer, whose A4 Parly
in Miami Beach leads off our fiction this month, has several
other projects in work, including the third segment of his
autobiography (the second part, A4 Young Man in Scarch of
Love, was recently published by Doubleday) and (with Eve
Friedman) a play, Teibele and Her Demon, 1o be performed
at The Gutlwie Theater in Minneapolis. Singer's work fre-
quently graces rLAaYBOY's pages, but Hokey Pokey, our other
fiction this month, is the conwribuuon of a newcomer, Daniel
Curley, who's a prolessor ol English at the University of [llinois.

We threw owr heretolore fearless daredevil Craig Vetter a
real curve this month, sending him to Acapulco for Pushed
lo the Edge: Parvt Five, The Cliff Dive. Chiff diving makes auto
racing, a sport that keeps Brock Yates hard at work as a
CBS-TV commeniator, look pasitively sedate. For prLaveoy,
Yates has penned Last of the Raglops, a somewhat wistful
look at the few remaining convertibles on America’s roads.

Some of our best-known sex symbols these days are [ashion
models, and we feature two of them: Apollonic Van Ravenstein,
photographed by Ara Gallant in The Dreams of Apollonia,
and Margaux Hemingway—star of Lipstick and granddaughter
of Erncst Hemingway, who made a nostalgic pilgrimage to
Cuba on our behall o jog her memories of life with Grand-
papa and write about the experience. While Margaux was
in Castroland, she and the latest look in men's resortwear
were shot by onetime White House photographer David
Kennerly—an mteresting amalgam, we thmk you'll agree.
Then there's The Baseball Managers’ Cash-on-the-Line,
Clutch-Player All-Star Poll, wheremn the skippers of major-
league reams tell us the nine guys they'd really like playing
on their side when the chips are down and the pennant’s at
stake; Moons in June, a loving backward glmlcc at a clutch of
Playmates; and Southern Exposure, our compu Ler-programmer
Memphis belle and June Playmate, Gail Stanten. There's lots
morc in this issue, of course, but we just ran out ol space.

GIACOBETTI

YATES

KRENNERLY
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- This prize Duesenberg Phaeton has

NELE

- Harrahy

en polished with Excalibur:

We asked the craftsmen at Harrah's in
Reno if we could demonstrate the unparalleled
shine and protective qualities of Excalibur.

From the world's largest collection, Harrah's

chose this prize 1929 Duesenberg.

Of course, Excalibur is not exclusively for
rare Duesenbergs. But if your car means
something special to you, nsist on Excalibur.

€ 1978
Turtle Wax, fnc.

the bulge is over.

Only the Body Billfold fits you and
your body-hugging styles like no
other billfold. The leather is soft

and supple. And our special nylon
stitching and unique construction
give and stretch right along with you.

the ke
body billfold

TRI-FOLD Body Billlold in Bandito Cowhide Suggested retail: $12.00 Other fine
leathers from $7 00 Call toll free BO0-447-4700 for your nearest Amily dealer. In Hlinois,
B00-322-4400 Or write Amity, West Bend, Wisconsin 53095,
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WITH WHAT MINOLTA KNOWS ABOUT CAMERAS
AND WHAT YOU KNOWABOUT YOURSELE,
WE CAN MAKE BEAUTIFUL PICTURES TOGETHER.

If you've considered buying a 35mm
single lens reflex camera, you may have
wondered how to find the right one
out of the bewildering array of models
and features available.

And with good reason, since the
camera you choose will have a lot to
do with how creative and rewarding
your photography will be.

What you pay for your camera
shouldn't be your only consideration,
especially since there are some very
expensive cameras that won't give you
some of the features you really need.
So ask yourself how you'll be using the
camera and what kind of picrures
you'll be taking. Your answers could
save a lot of money.

How automatic

should your camera be?
Basically, there are two kinds of auto-
matic 35mm SLR's. Both use advanced
electronics to give you perfectly
exposed pictures with point, focus and
shoot simplicity. The difference is in
creative control.

For landscapes, still lifes, portraits
and the like, you'll want an aperture-
priority camera. It lets you set the lens
opening, while it sets the

shutter speed automatically.

This way, you control depth-of-field.
That's the area of sharpness in front of
and behind your subject. Many pro
photographers believe that depth-of-
field is the most important factor in
creative photography.

At times you may want to control
the motion of your subject. You can do
this with an aperture-priority camera
by changing the lens opening until the
camera sets the shutter speed necessary
to freeze or blur a moving subject. Or
you can use a shutter-priority camera, on
which you set the shutter speed first
and the camera sets the lens automati-
cally.

Minolta makes both rypes of auto-
matic camera. The Minolta XG-7 is
moderately priced and offers aperrure-
priority automation, plus fully manual
control. The Minolta XD-11 is some-
what more expensive, but it's the
world’s only 35mm SLR with both
aperture and shutter-priority automa-
tion, plus full manual control.

The XD-11 is so advanced that during

shutter-priority operation it will acru-
ally make exposure corrections you fail
to make.

Do you really need an

automatic camera’

Automation makes fine photography
easier. But if you do some of the work
yourself, you can save a lot of money
and get pictures every bit as good.

In this case, you might consider a
Minolta SR-T. These are semi-auto-
matic cameras. They have built-in,
through-the-lens metering systems that
tell you exactly how to set the lens and
shutter for perfect exposure. You just
align two indicators in the viewfinder.

What to expect when you look

into the camera’s viewfinder.
The finder should give you a clear,
bright view of your subject. Not just in
the center, but even along the edges
and in the corners. Minolta SLR’s have
bright finders, so that composing and
focusing are effortless, even in dim
light. And focusing aids in Minolta

Minolta makes all kinds of 35mm SLR’s,
s0 our mam comeern is that you get
exuctly the right camera for yoer needs.
Whether that means the Minolta XD-11,
the most advanced camera in the world.
O the easy-to-use and moderately priced
Minolta XG-7. Or the very ecomomical
Minolta SR-T cameras.




Automatic sequence
photography is easy
when you combine a
Minolta XI)-11 or
XG-7 with optional
Auto Winder and Electroflash 200X,

viewfinders make it casy to take criti-
cally sharp pictures.

Information is another thing you
can expect to find in a well-designed
finder. Everything you need ro know
for a perfect picture is right there in a
Minolea finder.

In the Minolca XD-11 and XG-7,
red light emicting diodes tell you what
lens opening or shutter speed is being
set automarically and warn against
under or overexposure. In Minolta
SR-T cameras, two pointers come
together as you adjust the lens and
shutter for correct exposure.

Do you need an auto winder!
You do if you like the idea of sequence
photography, or simply want the lux-
ury of power assisted film advancing.
Minolta auto winders will advance one
picture at a time, or continuously at
about two per second. With advan-
tages not found in others, like up to
50% more pictures with a set of batter-
ies and easy attachment to the camera
without removing any caps. Optional
auto winders are available for both the
Minola XD-11 and XG-7, but nor for
Minolta SR-T cameras.

How about electronic flash?
An automatic electronic flash can be
added to any Minolta SLR for casy,
just about foolproof indoor photog-

For the XD-11 and XG-7, Minolta
makes the Auto Electroflash 200X. It
sets itself automatically for flash expo-
sure, and it sets the camera
automatically for use with
flash. An LED in the view-
finder signals when the

200X is ready to fire. Most

S

raphy without the bother of flashbulkbs.

unusual: the Auto Electroflash 200X
can fire continuously in perfect
synchronization with Minolta auto
winders. Imagine being able 1o take a
sequence of 36 flash pictures without
ever taking your finger off the button.
You should be comfortable
with your camera.
The way a camera feels in your hands
can make a big difference in the way
you take pictures.

The Minolta XD-11 and XG-7, for
instance, are compact, but not
cramped. Lightweight, but with a solid
fecling of quality. Oversized controls
are positioned so that your fingers fall
naturally into place. And their elec-
tronically controlled shutters are
incredibly smooth and quiet.

Minolta SR-T's give you the heft
and weight of a slightly larger camera,
but with no sacrifice in handling con-
venience. As in all Minolta SLR's,
“human engineering”
insures smooth,
effordtffs.‘c =] >
operation.
Are extra
features
important? §
If you use
them, there
area lotof %
extras that can make your
photography more creative and
convenient. Depending on the Minolta

model you choose, you can get: multiple

exposures with pushbutton ease

AATTINE P RyAY

WE WANT YOU TO HAVE THE RIGHT CAMERA.

(even with an auto winder). A window
to show that film is advancing prop-
erly. A handy memo
holder that holds the
end of a film box to
remind you of whar
film you're using. And
a self-timer.
What about the lens
systemn?
The SLR you buy
should have a system
of lenses big enough
to satisfy your needs,
not only today, but
five years from today.
The patented Minolta bayonet mount
lets you change lenses with less than a
quarter turn. There are almost 40
Minolra lenses available, ranging from
7.5mm fisheye to 1600mm super-tele-
photo, including macro and zoom
lenses and the world's smallest

500mm lens.
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The electronic viewfinder: LED's tell
you what the camera is doing automati-
cally to give you correct exposure.

The match-needle viewfinder: just
align two mdicators for comect ex-

.: Posure. Because _wm'ﬂ.‘ tfnirl,l{ SOTIC ﬂf
the work, you can save some money.

What's next?

Think about how you'll use your
camera and ask your photo dealer
to let you try a Minolw. Compare

it with other cameras in its price
range. You'll soon see why more Ameri-
cans buy Minolta than any other
brand of SLR. For literature, write
Minolta Corp., 101 Williams Drive,
Ramsey, New Jersey 07446.
In Canada: Minolta Camera

(Canada) Inc., Ontario.
Specihications subject fo change
without nofice.




Take a look at the down-sized Grand Prix, Monte Carlo and Cutlass. Then take a look at this
new size Chrysler LeBaron coupe. If the others seem less than you expected this year, LeBaron
presents more than you expected.

You won't find power steering or power front disc brakes standard on Monte Carlo. (You
won't find full-size, 15-inch radial tires and wheels, either.)

You won't find a lot of instrument panel gauges standard on Grand Prix. (And Grand Prix’'s
standard transmission is a basic 3-speed manual. Ours has an overdrive.)

You won't find genuine leather seating available on even the most expensive Cutlass. (Surprised?)

++]  Where you'll find all this and much more (along with two more surprises: the
25 17 mileage shown here, and the price down below) is on the new size &
A 2’?'{9 Chrysler LeBaron. =
There is no other car quite like LeBaron. Don't settle for anything less. CHRYSLER
“Manufacturers Suggested Retail Price, excluding taxes and destination charges. Whitewall tires $48, wire wheel covers $99 extra. Py
“*EPA estimates for 6-cylinder engine with manual overdrive transmission. Your actual mileage may differ, depending
on your driving habits, the condition of your car and its optional equipment. Mileage lower, optional automatic T
transmission mandatory in California. A E‘L‘?%&I[é[%’k

CORPORATION

THE NEW SIZE CHRYSLER Le BARON.
DON'T SPEND ANYTHING MORE.
DONT SETTLE FOR ANYTHING LESS.

$5251° AS SHOWN




THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY

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

WHAT A SWELL
PARTY IT WAS

One guest called it “the publishing party of
the year!” Well, half the year remains, but,
no question about it, the party PLAYBOY
gave to celebrate the opening of its New
York editorial offices was quite a bash. More
than 1500 guests from the worlds of show-
biz, literature, art, photography, sporls,
advertising and  publishing jammed the
superfashionable confines of Studio 54, the
Manhattan disco where the Beautiful
People congregate. Staffing the new offices,
at 747 Third Avenue, are Executive Editor
G. Barry Golson, Associate Editor John
Rezek and Rescarch Editor Tom Passavant.

rrAYBoy Exccutive Editor G. Barry Golson,
who heads the new Manhattan office, greets
Erica Jong, the author of Fear of Flying and
How to Save Your Oun Life—and the subject
of a Playboy Interview in September 1975.

rayroy  Editorial  Director
Arthur Kretchmer (below left)
gets the (index) finger from
party guest Al Goldstein, who
is the editor-publisher of Screw.

Above, actor Jon Voight {lcfr), who co-
stars with Jane Fonda in Coming Home,
in a comvivial moment with Jerry
Rubin, author of Growing (Up) at 7.

Another Playboy Interview subject, journalist /talk-

Tennis star Vitas Gerulaitis {at show host David Frost (above left), featured in our
left below), world's sixth-ranking April 1978 issue, has more (o say to Golson—whose
player by U.S. Tennis Association duties include, you guessed if, editing interviews.

reckoning, enjoys mixed singles.

Photographer Pete Turner (above
left), who has been a frequent con-
tributor to rLAYEoY since 1960, talks
shop with the magazine’s Art Direc-
tor (and Playboy Enterprises Veep),
Arthur Paul, at the Studio 54 gala.

Author Norman Mailer arrives at the Studio 54
bash with Norris Church (above)—who was about,
il appeins, o make him a daddy for the cighth time.
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THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY

PLAYMATE UPDATE

KAREN HAFTER
HAS IT COVERED

Playmate Karen Haf-
ter has had nothing
but good luck since
appearing in  our
December 1976 cen-
terfold. Now a new
disco album, Don't
Let Me Be Misunder-
stood  (Casablanca),
by Santa Esmeralda,
featuring Leroy Go-
mez, also  double-
features Karen. Her
back’s on the front
and her front’s on
the back, thereby
censuring  that  this
record will be a two-
sided hit regardless
of what's on the
vinyl. Though we
hear il's nice, too.

PATTI HAS A PINBALL AND DEBRA SOLVES A WIDE-PART PROBLEM

When 1978 Playmate of the Year Debra Jo Fondren appeared on To Tell the Truth(right).

host Joc Garagiola couldn’t help pondering the possibilities of a plusher pate. Above, Bill
Mwrray and Gilda Radner of NBC's Saturday Night join 1977 Playmate of the Year Pati
McGuire for a day of flipper flipping at the First National Pinball Tournament finals,
sponsored by Bally at Chicago’s Playboy Towers., Twenty regional winners were finalists in
the tourney, which drew 61,504 cntrants over a six-month period (sce Playboy After Hours).

RACQUETBALL FINALS
FEATURE NICKI

A peek into the locker
room at A.M.F. Voit's
Racquetball Classic in
Minneapolis reveals trim
March 1977 Playmate
Nicki Thomas suiting
up: she would, you'll
agree, make a very dis-
tracting oppunent. Nicki
was on hand to make
prize presentations at
the event, in which 220
contestants  vied  for
awards and the chance
to meet Nicki, who, by
the way, locks just. as
good on the court as off.

SONDRA BOOGIES ON
"FANTASY ISLAND™

It looked like a scene from one of
Randy Newman'’s nightmares when
July 1977 Playmate Sondra Theo-
dore beoogied with actor Herve
Villechaize in a recent episode
(titled “Mr. Irresistible”) of ABC-
TV's newest sevies, Fantasy Island.
Villechaize's minuscule stature be-
lies his talent, as cvidenced by the
praise he has wveceived for his
recent role in the movie The One
and Only, starving Henvy Winkler,
Sondra’s talents, of course, have
long been cvident to PLAYBOY
rcaders, Now she's caught the
eye of casting directors, too.
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HELP US FIND
THE GIRL OF

OUR DREAMS

T_he
|Great 25th

Anniversary

Playmate
) ! Hunt

Is On!

i

PLAYBOY is conducting a na-
tionwide search for the girl;
the one who will appearin our
January 1979 issue as our
28th Anniversary Playmate.
Over the years, the pLAYBOY
centerfold has featured the
most beautiful women in the
world. But for our Silver An-
niversary, were looking for
someone superspecial. You
may know her or you may be
her. Find out now by sending
us a full-length photograph,
nude or seminude. (It will be
returned if you include a
self-addressed, stamped en-
velope.) The girl who is cho-
sen will receive $25,000 and
will represent pLAYBOY
throughout our year-long
25th Anniversary celebration.
If you've always wantedto be
a Playmate, or a Playmate
talent scout, here’s your
chance. The winning talent
scout will receive a $2500
finder's fee. Time is very short,
but the green is very long, so
send your entry now fo:
PLAYBOY
25th Anniversary
Playmate Hunt
919 N. Michigan Avenue
Chicago, lllinois 60611

J

DEAR PLAYBOY

ADDRESS DEAR PLAYEDY
PLAYEOY BUILDING
915 N. MICHIGAN AVE.
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

DYLAN DISSECTED
The March Playboy Interview with
Bob Dylan is tremendously intriguing.
He gives us readers an in-depth study of
himsell—his feelings, emotions and anxi
eties. From the interview, Bob seems to
be resolving some conflicts within him-
self. I think his ilm Renaldo & Clara is
aimed at doing just that!
J. Patrick Callery
Lawrence, Massachusetts

Your interview with Dvlan is a mon-
umental success. It blows away some of
the many distortions and myths that
surround this great genius.

Kenny Rosaler
New York, New York

Bob Dylan should change his name to
Robert Zimmerman, because the Bobs
they are achangin’.

Ed Gallagher
Clinton, Arkansas

At long last, the real Dylan emerges,
wearing no disguises. Just a superb in-
terview that answers so many questions
that a generation has had for so long.
Thank you, rravsoy, for an astonishing-
ly revealing talk with rock's most reclu-
sive hero.

Thomas Hof
St. Louts, Missouri

Ron Rosenbaum is a hopeless groupie,
but I owe him my thanks for the Bob
Dylan interview. It took more than ten
years for me to admit that I don’t know
what the hell he's talking about.

David L. Williams
Sacramento, California

Dylan himself was quoted by some-
body somewhere as saying that he didn't
like giving interviews because anything
he had to say could be said in his music.
Too bad he didn’t stick to those words.

And yet he might have fared better if
vour interviewer hadn’t groveled at his
feet with that may-I-kiss-your-hand atti-
tude and asked a bunch of silly and
inane questions.
Donald Sommerfield
Santa Monica, California

What an annoying outpouring of pre-
sumably philosophical garbage! It is to
Rosenbaum’s credit that he was able to
endure days of interviews with such
an evasive, indirect and camouflaging
person.

Jay Parnes
New York, New York

I've been looking for a concrete reason
for the past ten years to put Dylan down;
but he’s too much like the Bible—you
can neither disprove it nor put it down.

Timothy R. Mount
South Plainfield, New Jersey

1 have never read a more comprehen-
sive and revealing interview with such a
multifaceted personality as Dylan. In
terms of depth, Ron Rosenbaum's en-
deavor is far superior to any of its
predecessors, including its pLAYBOY an-
cestor 12 years ago.

Anthony F. Canora
Ozone Park, New York

COSMIC NEWS
Thanks for the excellent article What's
New in the Universe? by Richard
Rhodes (rravsoy, March). Peter Lloyd
also deserves recognition for his fine
illustration.
Kent Griflith
Lincoln, Nebraska

Just finished reading Richard Rhodes’s
article. My congratulations to writer and
publisher alike! The research was au-
thoritative, the facts were concrete and
the ending was magnificent. But it's still
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no exception in a magazine of your
caliber.
Daniel Alfred Spatz
Vancouver, Washington

Recently, T got a good refractor tele-
scope and started clw(:king out basic
astronomy books at the public library. In
Rhodes’s article, I learned more about
astronomy than I learned in all those
books combined. Now I'll be able to go
back through those books and read them
with much more comprehension. 1 hope
pLAYBoY publishes more articles like this.
And 1 hope Rhodes writes them,

David White
Miami, Florida

What's New in the Universe? is one of
the most interesting and well-written
articles I've read in a long time. If you
continue to publish articles like this, T
might just buy a three-year subscription.

Darrel 5. Grove
Mt. Prospect, Illinois

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
Your March cover, with Plavmate
Debra Jensen, is stunning. The last time
I saw such a perfect pair of legs was on
the wonder horse Secretariat.
Steve Meyer
South Roxana, Illinois

That Ferrari that you barely mention
is a Ferrari Daytona 365 coupe, one of
the fastest, most spinechilling two-
seaters that ever hit the road. Driving
that car is a thousand times more exhil-
arating than the likes of Miss Jensen.
How many women can you think of who
will deliver that same rush every time
you stick your key into them to turn
them on? Please, next time, give credit
where credit is due.

David Thompson
Middletown, Connecticut

Sorry, David, but when we got the

Ferrari pictures back and saw our Debra

sitting there fondling that, uh, shift
lever, we just lost our head. Besides, she
never overheats.

FANS’ RIGHTS

Ralph Nader and Peter Gruenstein
have scored a touchdown with their
article Fans: The Sorry Majorily in your
March issue. An apathetic patron of pro-
fessional sports, I was amazed at the

profit potential of professional team
ownership, and how that potential 1s
abused, and how the Government en-
courages that abuse. It is sad to realize
that the symbol of competitive sports in
this country, once an American tradition,
has become the dollar sign—an extremely
large dollar sign.

Michael Smith

State College, Pennsylvania

Once again, R:slph Nader has shown
himself to be an elitist snob with a
messiah  complex; a completely sell-
appointed public guardian with little
but contempt for the basic intelligence
of the American public. So now he wants
to save us from sports. And he starts out
to get us into the right frame of mind to
believe the rest of his baloney by de-
crying how sports ownership is becoming
“corporatized”—the current consumerist-
liberal buzz word that is supposed to con-
jure up visions of all that is wrong with
America. It i1s convenient for Nader to
forget that corporations, with all their
faults, provide the pay checks and the
stock dividends with which most of his
supposedly helpless consumers finance
their lives.

Rufus F. Jones I1I
Lewiston, New York

One point in the article did cause me
to see red. To learn the extent of gov-
ernment support for professional sports
really made my blood boil. I resent being
forced to pay for things I don't approve
of, and sports and government foolish-
ness arc both right at the top of my list.
If others enjoy sports, fine. Let them do
what they please, but don’t saddle me
with paying for their fun.

Thomas C. Anderson
Kirksville, Missouri

FREEWHEELING
While enjoying your March feature
Sex on Wheels, 1 found an item that
you might have overlooked. The couple
in the back ol the Chevy LUV seems to
have attracted a very interested observer;
namely, the driver of the blue van. No-
tice the brake lights appearing in three
out of four photos. I thoroughly en-
joyed the feature and wished to share
this amusing discovery with you.
Wayne Heideman
Rapid City, South Dakota

The Government should thank you for
making small cars so attractive. You have
done us all a great favor.

Oliver McNichol
Medina, Ohio

Are those folks on page 146 of your
March issue actually on the hood of that
car? If so, didn’t you find a few dents
after everybody was “spent”? I shudder
when I think of how negligent you're
being with that beautiful car. I'm sure

the owner would feel the same way. That
shot really bothers me, as all I can think
of is the car. Well, I have to go. They
say it's time for my nap.

Torrey ]. Heeb

San Rafael, California

The girl on page 150 in the Bugatti
looks vaguely familiar. Any information
on her, and preferably a closer look,
would be greatly appreciated.

Alan Larson
Decatur, Illinois

Glad to fill you in, Alan. She’s April

1977 Playmale Lisa Sohm and, as you can

claim that he ran out of gas.

KALKI KUDOS
Hats off to the editors of rLAYBoOY for
publishing Gore Vidal's fine story Kalki
(March) and reaffirming the magazine's
reputation as a showcase for fiction! Hats
off to Vidal, too, for his stubborn re-
sistance to that wrend in literature to-
ward what he so tellingly christened
“plastic fiction.”
T. K. Atherton
Chicago, Illinois

VOTES FOR VETTER
More, more, more Craig Vetter and
Pushed to the Edge! I love him—don't
kill him, please.
Deb Tucker
Tulsa, Oklahoma

Vetter is too much! That nature boy
can write up a storm. Not taking any-
thing away from his brave feats, he could
probably make a trip down to the corner
store sound like an epic adventure. And
you know, that's not such a bad idea for
his next story. Hasn't he risked enough
alrcady? Why don’t you pay him to
write about something not quite so
death-defying, like trying to live a “nor-
mal” life with a nine-to-five job? Now,
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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.

PI“AYBOY .
CASINOB)

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.

that would be a challenge to him. Plus,
we would be assured of hearing from him
again. Thanks for the great series.

Bill Kossen

Central Washington Skydivers Club

Ellensburg, Washington

GROSSED OUT
How could you do this to me? I finally
hit the big time and get a letter to the
editor published and you spell my name
wrong. There it is, right on page 14 of
the March issue, for all the world to see;
you have me as Peter C. Gross, whereas
my name is veally Peter C. Goss. No R in
Goss! I even bought extra copies to show
my friends and all they said was that you
guys must have found out about me to
call me that,
Peter C. Goss
Red Hook, New York
You have our apologies, Pete. Now
yow'll just have to go out and buy more
copies, heh, heh.

DISARMED ROBBERY
“Keystone Crooks” in the March

Playboy After Hours reminds me of a
story 1 read a couple of months ago
about a man who attempted to rob a
liquor store with a double-barreled shot-
gun. To show the store’s owner and cus-
tomers he meant business, he blasted a
warning shot into a display case and
another one into the ceiling. A double-
barreled shotgun has only two shells and
he was chased off the premises by the
gun-wielding store owner.

Ken Maluchnik

Lincoln Park, Michigan

CHRISTINA'S CLASS
Congratulations. I think your March
Playmate, Christina Smith, is the classiest
lady you've had for a while.
Jeft Smith
Gunnison, Colorado

Christina Smith has got to be the best
girl I've seen In your magazine.

Anthony Gracia, Jr.

Brownsville, Texas

In my opinion, you have found the
world’s most beautiful woman in your
March Playmate.

Richard Hinds
McLean, Virginia

PLAYBOY, you've done it again! The
March centerfold, by Arny Freytag, is
outstanding. Design, color, lighting and
texture contrast are perfect. As a practic-
ing artist in the Chicagoland area, 1
appreciate fine art and this is truly a
beautilul piece of art.

Lydia Segler
Hinsdale, Illinois

When I first saw Christina Smith, I
thought she was one of the most beauti-
ful women ever to grace PLAYBOY, and

then I saw the centerfold. It is brilliantly
composed by photographer Arny Freytag.
The color is perfect. This work of art
should hang in a museum with a name
like Variations on Tan and Brown.
Henry Lalouche
Gastonia, North Carolina

She’s the tvpe every man should be on
the lookout for; I know I am. She's be-
yond improvement of any kind,

Charles Wells
Jackson, North Carolina

I must compliment you on your March
Playmate, Christina Smith, I hope God
didn’t break the mold when He made
her. She has a super body.

Jon Mark Fulton
Abernathy, Texas

For once, I'd like to see a centerfold
who can smilel

Don Schwartz
Mt. Pleasant, Michigan
There are smiles and there are smiles,
Don. Christina’s centerfold smile s a
little more sublle than the one shown

- i Cm—————
here, but we'd be hard pressed lo decide
which is more enlicing. It probably
depends on your mood.

THE CAT'S OUT
If you will send me the name of the
insensitive, completely nonthinking mo-
ron who divulged the fate of Anna in
Masterpiece Theater's ten-week drama-
tization of Anna Karenina (Playboy After
Hours, March), I will be most happy to
pay transportation just for the privilege
of Kicking his /her inconsiderate ass every
Sunday for the next ten weeks!
Jess Johinson
Salem, Oregon
While we're on a mean streak, Jess,
Cal Coolidge won!



Our Rollei 35: A camera
you can wear anywhere.

Cup our Rollei 35S in the palm of your hand.
Wonder how Rollei could pack such a high-
performance optical system into such a
‘ compact space. Experiment with the extra-
g\ ordinary match-needle metering. Listen to
: \, the smooth, quiet operation of our shutter.
| Notice how the 35S accepts today's new
35mm, high-speed films. Then discover
the big, beautiful photos produced by this
beautiful, little camera. The Rollei 35S:
See your Rollei dealer or write Rollei, Dept.
106~101 Box 1010, Littleton, CO 80160.
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$34,000"

824
$11,325*

*Suggesied 1978 retall prices, RO E., ransporiation, local laxes, and dealer de-
livery charges, additional. Metallic paint and special wheels on 924 optional.




For the past thity years, Porsche
has created an automotive en-
gineering dynasty that has made
its name synonymous with unpar-
dlleled performance. t has com-
bined a legend of racing cham-
pionships and a reputation of true
Grand Touring cars.

lt's difficult fo expiain or dupli-
B Cate the feeling you get
e from owning a
Porsche. Some
. call it pride.
Others say
_-its pres-

. fige.

#

Porsche PHMSC The first 91l model
was introduced in1964. For the past
13 years Porsche has continually in-
creased its overall performance.

it has a larger 3.0-lifre engine that
provides more forque and power
than ever before. Plus, the chassis
now has wider rear rims and tires,
torsion anti-roll bars at both front
and rear, and. again, a 5-speed
transmission — all as standard
equipment. The Porsche 91ISC. An
improved classic delivering what
you would expect from a sports car
pbom out of racing championships.

Porsche Turbo The Turbo is the
fastest production Porsche ever.
Tested to exceed 155 mph on
German autobahns, this ver-
“satile automobile:.can
also whisper along at

55m

Only Porsche
[ == can achievg .
SR\ such a bal-
ance ‘oft lux-
ury and
- ecomfort
=~ - ,with stand-
. ard equip-
_ment that most
< cars don't even offer

$26,000"

But whatever the emotion, it's a
driving experience unlike any
other car in the world. And for
1978, the achievements of Porsche
confinue.

Porsche 924 The 924 gives you
the opportunity o experience a
perfect blend of Porsche perform-
ance and comfort, And with one

reat extra: it's the most affordable
orsche of all.

One of the innovative features is
a unique transaxle system that
positions the engine and clutch up
front with the transmission in the
rear for almost perfect-weight dis-
fribution and balanced handling.
Plus, there’s enough room in the
924 to store up to 81 cubic feet of
1ug?cge. And an optional auto-
matic fransmission to give you an
easy way o experience the joys of
driving a Porsche.

HIITI”

G EVEN COMES GLOSE.

as options. Features like
orthopedically designed, leather
upholstered seats. Two-stage
heated redr window with wiper.
Automatic heating control. Plus, a
side-view mimor'which de-ices and
adjusts electrically. The Porsche
Tubo. Totally responsive. Totally
luxurious.

Porsche 928 If there were evera
car that approached perfection,
the 928 is it llxcombines l[:(i?h per-
formance, engineering and luxury
like no other car before, "With the
unveiling of the 928, Porsche sud-
denly plunges into the 2kt Century
.. ROAD & TRACK, June 1977,

... it (the 928) will become the
standard by which other sports
cars are judged for at least the
next decade.” CAR AND DRIVER,
Junei1977.

Porsche 1978. Four beautifully
hand-crafted automobiles.

You'll find that driving a Porsche
is like driving no other car in the
world. Simply because It Is like no
other car in the world,
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Some things in life are too precious for every day. Lochan Ora is one. An imborted golden liqueur
with a unique taste all its own, it's to be lingered over —sipped slowly, savored fully.
You'll be proud to share it—but not with just anybody.

Lochan Ora. The Golden Liqueur.

*PRICE MAY VARY ACCORDING TO STATE & LOCAL TAXES. LOCHAN ORA LIQUEUR « 70 PROOF » IMPDRTEb BY GENERAL WINE & SPIRITS CO., NEW YORK, N.Y.
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THE PSYCHOBABBLE MAN

Corporations that devise catchy new
words—hke Xerox or Coke—can hire a
squadron of lawyers to protect and pre-
serve those names, or else risk seeing
them—Iike cellophane and yo-vo—pass
into the public domain. But what 1s an
individual to do when he or she devises
a catchy new word that is not associated
with any material product and that oth-
erwise eludes the parameters of the co py-
right laws?

Such is the quandary currently [aced
by R. D. Rosen, a Boston writer who
recently published a hook on pop psy-
chology titled Psychobabble. Now, the
word psychobabble is clearly Rosen's in-
vention, first used by him in a book
review to describe the 1'cn(lcri11g ol Psy-
chological phrases into an empty patter,
“In my review, I wrote that we are living
in a therapeutic age. The sign in every
storelront reads: PSYCHOBABBLE SPOKEN
HERE."

Trouble was, Rosen's new word was
such a brilliant neologism that it quick-
ly passed into public currency and, ever
since publication of his book, Rosen has
found himself reading articles on psy-
chobabble in various publications—as if
the word had sprung full grown into the
culture. The New York Times Magazine,
for example, ran an article on the pop-
psychology phenomenon  that, Rosen
feels, invoked the term psychobahble
like any common everyday noun.

"I [eel that T invented an excuse for
[rec-lance journalists to do picces that
they wouldn't have done otherwise,”

Rosen laments. "1 mvented a small in-
dus.tr)', It's a Frankenstein monster [
can't control. I feel as though my child
has been adopted without my consent.”
Some writers and periodicals, such as
Time and Newsweek, have begun refer-
ring to psychobabble as yet
rendy word—a cloying trendiness that
the word was originally intended to

another

criticize. Consequently, says Rosen, “false
coinage i1s turning the word psychobab-
ble into part of the lexicon of psycho-
babblers."”

Perhaps the unkindest cut of all,
though, was a review of Rosen’s book in
the Grand Rapids, Michigan, Press. The
reviewer, in attacking Rosen for being
“shallow,”" advised readers to *“wait for
a serious analysis of psychobabble,” with-
out mcnlioniug that it was author Rosen
who was responsible for the word in the
hirst place.

“That’s the last word I ever invent,”
says Rosen.

[ ]

SOMETHING WORTH WAITING FOR: A re-
cent Johns Hopkins University survey of
the sexual behavior of women between
the ages ol 15 and 19 disclosed that
these women, on the average, lost their
virginity at an age four months younger
than did a similar group of women sur-
veved in 1971. Now, by our reading of

these figures, the survey indicates that
women tend to begin having sex four
months earlier every five years—or a [ull
year earlier every 15 years; furthermore,
iIf we take the age of 17 to be the me-
dian of this subject group, our calcu-
lations indicate that women will be
having sex in infancy sometime around
the year 2235,

IN A FLASH

One of our favorite periodicals is The
British Journal of Psychiatry, and one
of the reasons why it is one of our fa-
vorite periodicals is that it carries arti-
cles such as *‘Provoked Anxiety as a
Treatment of Exhibitionism,” by Ivor H.
Jones and Dorothy Fret, in the October
1977 number. Jones and Frei begin their
little picce like this:

SUMMARY. A treatment for male
genital exposure (exhibitionism) has
been given successfully to 15 persons
who have previously been resistant
to change. The procedure involves
the subject undressing  hefore a
mixed-sex audience, lollowed by
video-taping and subsequent replay
to the patient. During the period
of nakedness, the subject cdescribes
m detail the events, his expecta-
tions and attitudes and those atirib-
uted to his victim during exposure.

The success of the treatment ap-
pears to depend on the profound
anxiety induced. During the phase
of greatly increased anxiecty, cogni-
tive previously
seem o be made possible.

changes resisted

What this all means, it turns out, is
that these Jones and Frei people (who
are Australian, it also turns out) get a
known flasher up on a stage in [ront of
a bunch of strangers and have him drop
trou; then this guy is supposed to tell

the assembled bozos what's going through
his mind while he gives them a gander
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at the family jewels. Meanwhile, the
whole episode is being video-taped, so
Mr. Jack Flash will be able later to
analyze his swing and follow-through in
the privacy of his own home.

It's all very therapeutic, Jones and
Trei write, and “effective in reducing
drastically the frequency of genital ex-
posure” among the subjects.

Meanwhile, this travel tip for the
Australia bound: Keep your overcoat
buttoned and your axillae dry.

2

IT'S ENOUGH TQ MARE JOHN DENVER
CHANGE HIS NAME BACK TO DEUTSCHEN-
vorr: The Colorado Burcau of Investi-
gation recently sent out this directive
to the state’s law-enforcement agencies:
“Fortunately, the message we asked you
to disregard was not sent. Thus, we ask
that you disregard the message we sent
asking you to disregard the last message.”

THE BATHHOUSE GANG

A West Coast correspondent wriles:

San Francisco's infamous Sutro Bath
House, a pioncer in the nation’s bur-
geoning public-scx scene [PLAYBOY, July
1977], has moved to a new and plusher
location and, in the process, has solved
one of the more perplexing institutional
problems common to these come-one,
come-all passion parlors. The problem:
how to tactfully keep lone females and
loving couples from becoming immedi-
ately inundated with a horde of horny,
unattached males.

The solution devised by Sutro owner-
manager Bill Jones involves a system of
color-coded keys that admit patrons to
selected private areas in the spacious,
rambling fantasyland at 1015 Folsom.
There are three such areas and they are
labeled couPLES ONLY, LADIES oNLY and
MEN ONLY,

Keys to the couples-only area are giv-
en to all lady patrons—even those with-
out dates—so that the women can select
their favorite males and retire with them
to a chamber where they are guaranteed
that the sex is balanced and heterosexu-
al. Meanwhile, male patrons—even those
with a date—are not given a couples-only
key, and so have to depend
upon a lady’s favor to gain ad-
mittance to that area; not a
few guys have scen their dates
go oft to the bathroom, only to
disappear into the inaccessi-
ble reaches with another man.

Every Sutro patron gets a
key to either the men- or the
women-only area, and there
the action is strictly homoerot-
ic. Host Jones even gives these
keys to conspicuous heterosex-
uals, just in case they may be
curious but too embarrassed to
ask for one. b

i e

g 8 et T

Otherwise, the new Sutro is different
from the old Sutro mostly in its atten-
tion to promotion. Most nights of the
week have been given a promotional
designation by Jones, and the result
reads like the lineup of bat days
and helmet nights at the local ball park:
Monday is Party Nite and features live
amateur entertainment (“I think of it
as a bathhouse Gong Show,” says Jones);
Tuesday is Gay Men's Nite, with cut
rates for men; Wednesday is given over
to Wednesday Nite Fever, an amateur
fashion show that resembles an ani-
mated Frederick’s of Hollywood catalog;
Thursday is Ménage a Trois Nite (cut
rates for threesomes); Triday is reserved
for tea dancing; and on Sunday, the
Sutro hosts musical jam sessions featur-
ing bathhouse regulars.

“Right now, in fact,” Jones says, “I
could use a good nude tuba player.”

AND IF YOU GET STUCK, DON'T CALL THE
Aara.: Perceptive readers of the Avalon,
New Jersey, Cape May County Herald
were no doubt fascinated to learn re-
cently that “two brides were opened for
traffic in upper New Jersey yesterday,
guaranteed to stand the largest crowds.”

TILT

The First National Pinball Tourna-
ment (ak.a. The Super-Shooter Battle of
the Pinball Wizards) was held in Chicago
recently, and we could hardly resist at-
tending: The tournament was held next
door to our Chicago offices, in the
Playboy Towers Hotel, and was hosted
by this magazine. The sponsor was the
Bally pinball manufacturing company.
The reason for our corporate involve-
ment is that pinball happens to be a
favorite pastime of one Hugh M. Hef-
ner and of about 99 percent of our
editorial staft.

When we arrived at the daylong fete,
we found 19 men and one woman attired
in official Super-Shooter T-shirts, stand-
ing behind a yellow plastic chain barrier
and taking turns at eight spanking-new
Bally machines—two each of Mata Hari,
Black Jack, Bobby Orr Power Play and
the ever-popular Eight Ball. Judges at-
tended each machine—keeping score,
passing towels to players, wiping off the
glass—and a hall-dozen Playboy Bunnies,
wearing expurgated daytime sweater-and-
shorts costumes, ran numbers to the
scorer’s table.

After the first of three rounds, we
spoke with Joe Allen Ross, a lanky Tex-
an who has played pinball for 20 of his
26 years. “My daddy would take me to a
bowling alley, drag in a couple of Coke
cases for me to stand on and give me
a roll of nickels to play all day.” Ross
thinks that the rising price of pinball—
new machines charge a quarter for a
three-ball game—outpaces inflation but
knows why today's kids can pay to play:
“Arcades like Aladdin's Castle, where
they held the regionals for this tourna-
ment, are located in shopping malls;
parents give the kids a couple of bucks
to stay out of their way while they shop.”

In hopes of sharpening our own game,
we consulted oldest finalist Michael Clay
Heflin, 32, of Cincinnati, who not only
plays pinball machines as obscssion but
repairs them as profession. “You have
to know something about the tilt mech-
anisms—what they are, where they are,”
he suggested. “The one that gets most
people is a pendulum hanging in a metal
ring; when the pendulum
touches the ring, the machine
tilts. It's almost always located
in the left-hand [vont corner.”

In a Celebrity Match pre-
ceding the final round, we got
to watch Walter Payton nar-
rowly upset Bobby Orr—on
Orr's own Power Play ma-
chine—before  Payton  was
bumped off by Roger C.
Sharpe, pinball maven and
author of Pinball!. Sharpe's
sharpness was particularly im-
pressive for overcoming the
biased, off-color commentary
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of Saturday Night's Bill Murray, a
flipped-out Celebrity Match also-ran
("Maybe if I disturb you, Walter will
have a better chance™ and “Let's make
Roger play on his knees™).

While Jeff Cohen of Peoria, Illinois,
an ll-year-old with only two years’ expe-
rience, was clearly the most popular of
the five finalists, it was Ken Lunceford,
a 19-vear-old employee at Piggly Wiggly
in Columbus, Georgia, who played the
meanest pinball. Lunceford's first-prize
booty included a Datsun 280Z and the
Eight Ball machine on which he won.

The tournament ended with the un-
veiling of the Bally Playboy, a new ma-
chine featuring back-glass artwork of a
pipesmoking gent with an uncanny re-
semblance to Hugh M. Hefner surround-
ed by some close friends with uncanny
resemblances to gorgeous blondes, bru-
nettes and redheads. We came away [rom
our long day of watching other kids'
crazy flipper fingers enriched by two con-
tributions to our collection of conven-
tional wisdom: Pinball as spectator sport
ranks up there with bridge and bingo;
pinball wizards are teenagers with great
reflexes and lots of quarters who have
learned how not to tilt,

™

YES, BUT WE STILL CAN'T PICTURE MEAN
JOE GREENE IN A PEIGNOIR: A sharp-eyed
reader spotted a sign in a Salt Lake City,
Utah, yard-goods swore that read: we
HAVE A GREAT VARIETY OF BEAUTIFUL
FABRICS IDEALLY SUITED FOR MAKING SWIA-
SUITS, SKI TOGS, NIGHTGOWNS AND APPAREL
FOR OTHER COMPETITIVE SPORTS.

SPUD OF THE MOMENT

We always ury to keep up with new
twends in the last-lood-lranchise business,
since this seems to be the central dining
experience of our time, even for pcuplt
whose tastes otherwise run to goose livers
and little fungi that pigs root out of the
ground. So when we heard about a new
operation that featured not burgers or
obscure chicken parts but large sicamy
baked potatoes, our interest, if not our
appetite, was aroused; and since one of
these spud parlors, as thr:) are called,
was located up the road in Milwaukee,
and since we didn’t have anything on for
lunch that day, we decided to drive up
and check it out.

This spud parlor’s proper name is ‘The
Irish Baker and we found it occupying
a downtown storelront in the shadow
of the Milwaukee Public Library, the
Milwaukee Public Museumn and the
Milwaukee County Courthouse. Many
customers—students, city ofhcials, busi-
nessmen—uwere already lined up when
we arrived, ordering baked potatoes the
size and shape of Nerf footballs, split
open and flled with the daily-special
toppings: that day they included beel
Stroganoff, chop suey, shrimp Creole,
Bralwurst and pepper steak.

The potatoes and toppings were served
up {rom an open kitchen by co-owners
Ken Malone, the Irish Baker himsell,
and Arlene Koshollek, a non-Irish order
taker and cashier. During a lunchtime

lull, Malone told us that they had
opened their place in early 1977, that
business was booming and that the ap-
peal of the spud p;n‘im‘s was that pota-
toes have fewer calories, more vitamins
and are cheaper than such fast [oods as
hamburgers, tacos and pizzas.

So how come Milwaukee was chosen as
the pilot city for this latest evolution
in Amecrican cuisine? “People think of
Milwaukee as a backward place,” Ma-
lone answered, “but in the restaurant
business, they say that il you can’'t make
it in Milwaukee, you can’'t make it any-
where else.” Now that he has made it in
Milwaukee, Malone says that he is open-
ing another place in the city and is
Imtting together a franchise package so
that others can open sPud parlors around
the country.

We wish him well. The baked potato
with goulash was terrific,

o

GOODBYE, MOM; FARFWELL, FLAG; SEE
YOU AROUND, APPLE PIE: At the recent
gala dedication ceremonies for a new
lerryboat service in his home state of
North Carolina, U.S. Representative
Walter jones came up with a whole new
pantheon of American values, when he
wold the crowd that “it's boy scouts,
beauty queens, high school bands and
ferries that make this country great.”

OFF THE WALL

1 HAVE A GIRL IN INDIANAZ

SHE LIKES TO PLAY WITH MY BANANA.
SHE CAN SING AND SHE CAN DANCE,
AND SHE HAS WHISKERS IN HER PANTS.

Now, that's an example of what Allen
Walker Read calls classy graffiti. And
Read should know, given that he wrote

the definitive book on the subject—Clas-
sic American Graffiti. The book, pub-
lished in 1935, was considered too bawdy
by American publishers and Read was
forced to have it printed in Paris.

Now that the book has been reissued
by the decidedly unstuffy Maledicta
Press of Waukesha, Wisconsin, this
seemed occasion enough to visit Read,
currently professor emeritus of English
at New York’s Columbia University, at
his sunlit apartment overlooking the uni-
versity library.

“Back in those days, dictionaries did
not define fuck or any other so-called ob-
scene words,” the balding, soft-spoken
academic recalls. I knew the gap had to
be filled. I also knew that a thorough
study of English vocabulary had to be
based on a large body of quotations, so
I turned to the only source available.”

That source, of course, men's-
room walls, and during the summer of
1928, Read, aspiring lexicographer and
Rhodes scholar, traveled the Western
United States and Canada, transcrib-
ing what he found (the lines quoted
above were found in a tourist camp
in Brady, Nebraska). “I was the first,”
Read says, with a scholar's empirical
immodesty. 1 dealing with a
verbal tradition—sayings, rhymes, what
have you—that had been handed down
from generation to generation, as part
ol an underground folk culture, No one
really knows what men'stoom gratht
looked like belore I came along; there
were only chance references in literature
and historical works.”

Read 1s now convinced that the Twen-
ties and Thirties were a “golden age of
graffiti.” This would be back in the good
old days, when a wip to a men’'s room in
Yosemite National Park would reveal a
gem like:

Wils

was

HICKORY IS THE HARDEST WOOD;
FUCKRING DOLS A WOMAN GOOD:
IT OPEN5S HER EYES,

MARES HER WISE

AND GIVES HER ASS EXERCISE.

On a recent held trip around Man-
hattan, meanwhile, the best Read could
turn up were such timid declarations as
I'M A FORMER VIRGIN and antreligious
slogans ranging from Gop 1s bEAD 1O
HY MAN GLOTZ FOR MESSIAH.

“Washroom grafliti survive today, but
the tradition is dying out,” Read con-
cludes. “It's been diluted by television
and the spread of various ethnic cultures,
Grafhiti today are less virulent, because
Americans don’t need that outlet any-
more—they can act out their [eelings,
rather than write about them.”

Not that this dearth is anything to be
ashamed of, Read is quick to add. Afler
all, one of history’s earliest known gral-
fito is this uninspired thought lound on
the walls of Pompeii: HIC EGO PUELLAS
AULTAS FUTUIL, OF, HERE 1 HAVE FUCKED
MANY GIRLS.
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TELEVISION

ack in 1936, MGM's musical extrava-

ganza The Greal Ziegfeld won an
Academy Award as Best Picture and cost
a mere 52,000,000, Columbia Pictures
Television must have spent a good deal
more making Ziegfeld: The Mon ond His
Women, a spectacular special of the same
length, to be telecast by NBCTV Sun-
day, May 14 (8-11 p.a., Eastern time).

“Entertainment is not reality . . . if
people wanted the truth, they'd stay at
home,” says Paul Shenar as Florenz Zieg-
feld, Jr., the role plaved by William
Powell in the original film version. True
or [alse, Ziggfeld ought to keep people
home in droves, though it's a much
tougher, less romanticized biography
than any showbiz saga ever dreamed up
during the good old days at MGAM. In
Joanna Lee's script, directed with work
manlike efficiency by Buzz Kulik, the
Women are the whole show, and their
individual testimonials for and against
Ziegleld give the drama its form. Said
form 1s fanly loose, something between
a Tom Snyder imnterview and the old
living-history TV series You Are There.
Overall, it’s a splashy piece of pop en-
tertainment that has grit, glamor and
girls, girls, girls,

Shenar's performance as the brilliant,
unscrupulous master showman is solid,
though hardly an incisive portrait of a
chronic womanizer who made and lost
millions while creating a world-famous
sorority of sex symbols. “No woman who
hecame involved with him came out un-
scarred,” declares Barbara Parkins as
Anna Held, Ziegfeld's first wile. After
making her a legend, he treated her like
a leftover. Parkins scintillates, however,
in a singing-dancing-suffering role that
must [ulfill her thwarted ambition to do
musical comedy (as expressed by Barbara
in Parkins’ Place, rrLavsoy's pictorial/
interview in our May 1976 issue). Sa-
mantha Eggar is equally winsome as
actress Billie Burke, who loved Ziegfeld
and stayed married to him—despite
his sexploits—until his death in 1932,

Flo's other major conquests are played
by Pamela Peadon as dancing star Mari-
lyn Miller (a twinkly-toed fairy princess
onstage, a mean little bitch the minute
she got off, according to this dramatiza-
tion) and Valerie Perrine as Lillian Lor-
raine, a fabled Zicgleld beauty who
couldn’t sing, dance nor act, but who
insisted he make her a star. “I[ the girl
can't carry the show, we'll have o design
the show to carry the girl,” declares
Ziegleld. That's the philosophy that
made the Follies what they were, and
Valerie's big number—in  which  she
walks tall and smiles a lot through a
barrage of airborne bubbles—provides
onc ol the showstopping highlights of
Ziegfeld. Some two dozen production

Perrine as Ziegfeld's girl.

A Ziegfeld bio with,
natch, girls, girls, girls;
brilliant Norman Conquests.

numbers [eature other performers pre-

tending to be Fanny Brice, LEddie Can-

tor, Nora Bayes, Bert Williams and Will

Rogers. Most ol them look good enough

to satisfy Zicgfeld himsell, and that

ought to be worth prime time anywhere.
L]

God only knows what Exxon may be
doing behind our backs in regard to oil
and the energy crisis, but the corpora-
tion certainly saves face by abetting PBS
outlets in bringing over Alan Ayck-
bourn's hilarious trilogy of English com-
edies, The Norman Conquests, a three-part
presentation in the Greal Performances
series. Jot down the dates—]June I4,
June 21 and June 28, 9-11 p.ar., Eastern
time (also check local listings, as usual,
for schedule changes)—then cancel any
plans that might pre-empt those three
Wednesday evenings. Ayckbourn, whose

works include Absurd Person Singular

and How the Other Half Loves, has heen
gradually butlding an international rep-
utation as a great comic playwright, with
separate-but-equal status in the Noel
Coward tradition, though no one would

have guessed it from the soso produc-
tuon of Conquests (starring
Richard Benjamin and Paula Prentiss)
that was brought to Broadway in 1976.
Now the casting is perfect, the timing
impeccable and the TV medium seems
exactly the right size for this trio of wry
domestic comedies about sex, marriage,
manners and the disruptive influence of
a romantic, wild-eved nonconformist
named Norman (Tom Conti). who works
as an assistant. librarian when he isn’t
busily trving to seduce every woman who
crosses his path.

“I'm just magnetic or something. . . .
I'm strangely engaging. . .. I'm a three-
a-day man,” says Norman at various
times (as a matter of fact, in scparate
plays) during a long country weekend
with his wife's [amily. Norman has gone
there to sneak off with his sister-in-
law Annie (Penelope Wilton) for what
she skittishly describes as “a really dirty
weekend” in some grim resort town a
safe distance away. Their plot is dis-
covered by brother Reg and his wife,
Sarah, Norman's wife, Ruth (who finds
the rendezvous more ridiculous than im-
moral), and the local veterinarian, Tom,
who is Annie's slow-witted admirer. All
three plays cover roughly the same time
span, from late Saturday afternoon until
Monday morning, and offer the same sex-
tet of characters sorting things out
from every conceivable vantage point. In
the first play, Table Manners, lor exam-
ple. everyone gathers at mealtimes to
bicker about Norman and Annie and
what's to be done. In the second, Living
Together, we discover what was being
schemed about offstage when people
made exits into the parlor in play num-
ber one. Play number three, Round and
Round the Garden, is still another run
through of the action, shot from the ex-
terior, so to speak. I you happen to miss
one segment, the others il the gaps,
because Ayckbourn's repetitive triple-
threat farce is a kind oI filmic showpicce
(or what Lawrence Durrell, in literature,
called “sliding panels of reality™) that
moves [orward, backward and from side
1o side with increasing comuc elfect. How
he does it is difficult to describe but
often achingly funny to witness. In a
uniformly superb cast divected by Her-
bert Wise, Penclope Keith as Sarah and
Fiona Walker as Ruth are consistently
brilliant. Conti as Norman is even bet-
ter than that—his bawdyv, eccentric, vir-

Norman

LUOsSo I)L‘rlurumn(c must be one for the
books and would merit a best-actor
prize in any medium. Those allegedhy
adult soap operas on network TV,
which mistake tacky gags and sniggery
innuendo for sophisticated humor, are
innocuous kid stuff compared with The
Norman Conquesis.
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The company that made trucks
fun now makes them even more
fun for 1978. Here are some
brand-new reasons to get your
kicks in a Dodge Street Van.
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the new luxury sedan. And it's easier intend to keep on selling more

seatsallow  to service. The combined starter = vans and wagons than anyone.
a higher and ignition switch is now on Buy or lease one or a fleet . .. at
position for the locking steering column. your Dodge Dealer’s.

the shorter v 4 g

driver and ﬁjf’”//—/—

more headroom D e e W e g >

for the taller driver.
And we've made

the engine cover smaller to make
the people compartment bigger.

SOME NEW OPTIONS.

Sky Lite sun roofs, air
conditioning, and more. Six
different kinds of radios
including two units
with 40-channel CB.
Those road wheels
are standard on
Street Van. And so
is a kit with

dozens of ideas

for customizing.

237 increase from 1966 lo 1976

FORL | CHEVY

CMC

o THE
FASTEST
< GROWING
1Optional equipment, paint, and trim shown are TRUCK COMPANY
ovailable through Dealer or customizing shop. ) T IN AMERICA.

NO.1Awvacors:

* Passenger van-lype vehicles
known in the industry as wagons.
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Bonnie and Clyde ledus L

on awild chase to the site of ——
their last known hideout. —— ——

Nearby we hid a case .
of Canadian Club.

Bonnie and Clyde cut up for a gang member’s camera.

It had been 44 years since Bonnie
Parker and Clyde Barrow sped
through this northern Louisiana
wilderness on their last run from
the law. Tracking their legend
even now is a wild and wooly
chase over lonesome red clay
roads which run deep in tangled
pine forests.

We met folks who'd seen them.
Finally our search led to where an
old squatter’s cabin had once
stood. Bonnie and Clyde were
known to have holed up here in
their last days, and local folks told
us they'd seen the two lurking
hereabout back in ‘34. So having
found the long-lost hideout, we
trekked into the brush and buried
a case of Canadian Club.

Start at “the end of the trail.”
To find that C.C., pack maps,
compass and shovel, and start

your trail exactly where Bonnie
and Clyde’s ended. (Ask someone
in Gibsland, La. where that is.)
Find the road they took to their
fateful rendezvous with the law—
and head in the opposite direc-
tion, all the way to the next parish.
Go past the “three R's” place, and
where David’s lad abides, turn
onto a red dirt road. At the black
gold storage place, head north.

5

Members of the original Bonnie and Clyde posse.




Look for a warning.

Two hard left turns and a short
drive will bring you to an old
sawmill. Continue till you are
warned about digging and stop (if
you're warned more than once,
you’ve gone too far). On your
right is an overgrown trail. Follow
it to two former money-makers.
From one of them, take a bearing

of 160 degrees, and take a pace for
each of the 120 years people have
been enjoying Canadian Club.
Now take 44 more in any direc-
tion but the one you’'ve come
from to where three stumps form a
triangle.

We hope you brought some
ice and glasses, for within that
triangle, just a foot down, lie 12
bottles of the world’s finest tasting
whisky. When you reach the C.C.,
raise a glass to Texas Ranger Frank
Hamer who cleared these woods
of the likes of Bonnie and Clyde.
And if the rigors of the hunt seem
too great, you can find the mak-
ings for the toast at your favorite
tavern or package store by simply
saying, “C.C., pFease.”

Comadion Gt

“The Best In The House””" in 87 lands.
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ules Massenet’s Thais isn't just another
J naughty French opera, it's a wet
dream set to music. Repressed sexuality
energizes it; perfumed religiosity adds
another sensuous dimension; and it’s all
set back in the ancient Egypt of Cecil B.
De Mille, where anything goes. Athan-
a¢l, a desert-dwelling, superchaste monk,
journeys to the sinful city of Alexandria
in order to preach godliness to Thais,
a high-priced courtesan/actress/priestess
whose example, he’s convinced, has
helped plunge the town into its present
decadent state. Truth to tell, Athanaél
himself is gradually succumbing to her
magnetic allure; he sees her in his
dreams, dancing lewdly. When they
meet, their confrontation results in a
neat moral reversal: he winning her
away from the fleshpots, she breaking
down his puritanical defenses, Ultimate-
ly, she dies in a convent, her soul borne
aloft by angels; he, his soul overwhelmed
by physical passion, laments bitterly at
her feet.

Recognize the plot? Yep, we're into an
carlier version of the Miss Sadie Thomp-
son story—the shady lady who goes
straight; the holy man who's blown off
his pedestal of rectitude. Silly stuff, but
it makes for marvelous, old-timy, fun
theater and an excuse to bring out lots
of dancing girls. There's an all-night
orgy, an invocation to a pagan goddess
and a scene on the burning desert; Mas-
senet rises to all these occasions with
music of utmost voluptuousness.

Nobody takes Tais very seriously any-
more. It's not a standard repertory
opera; arias come and go, often without
making much of an impact. But it has
many stretches ol genuinely stirring mu-
sical drama and, given a cast of power-
hitting singers, it can still rack up points
in the theater. The Mcetropolitan Opera
recently revived it as a vehicle for the
remarkable talents of soprano Beverly
Sills and baritone Sherrill Milnes, and
the company is currently touring with it
The pmduclion. we're sorry to report,
is tacky, gimmicky and wrongheaded.
Though narcissism isn't exactly Thais’
problem, the Met has her dancing in a
hall of mirrors that offer phantasmagoric
“lving” reflections, & la Dorian Gray, of
the morally corrupt “real” Thais. We're
hoping somebody, early in the Met tour,
pilters the set and installs it in some
San Luis Obispo disco, where it should
serve handsomely. While he's at it, he
miglit also abscond with such other trap-
pings as the floating bed boat with a
serpent  figurehead—this  contraption,
which never stops swaying once Thais
climbs onto it, threatens continually to
plummet her into the orchestra pit.

We also question the advisability of

Thais: operatic wet dream.

The latest waxings from
Emmylou Harris and
Jimmie Rowles and, for opera
buffs, a randy touring Thais.

Rowles moves into the spotlight.

having Thais dance during the famous
Meditation number, which Massenet
meant merely as an orchestral interlude;
this grafted-on choreography seems dou-
bly out of place in an opera that already
has a lengthy and delightful ballet se-
quence—half of which the Met leaves on
the cutting-room floor. With these and
other blemishes, are there any reasons
for seeing this road show? Well, chances
are you'll never get a chance to see an-
other. The Met is still our leading show-
case for supervoices; Massenet's nusic,

on a warm evening, can have a delicious-
ly aphrodisiac effect: and where else is
there a wet dream that lasts over two
hours?

L]

The Peacocks (Columbia) has producer—
tenor man Stan Getz generously yielding
the spotlight to his pianist friend Jimmie
Rowles, to give him the vinyl exposure
he deserves after long vears of laboring
in those jazz nether regions where every-
body knows you but the public. The
time has certainly come for Rowles to
come out from under the bushel. Not
that he has the LP all to himself; Getz
is on hand much of the way and the rap-
port hetween the two is narvelous. Lend-
ing support [rom time to time are those
estimable sidemen bassist Buster Wil-
liams and drummer Elvin Jones, and
one track, The Chess Players, has a vocal
overdubbing by Jon Hendricks, his wife
and daughter and Getz's daughter, which
moves right along, folks. Rowles himself
does some singing on several tunes. His
voice, it must be admitted, is an ac-
quired taste—Ray Charles he ain't. He's
more like a male Blossom Dearie, and,
come to think of it, what's so bad about
that? In any case, it's Rowles’s piano
playing that's primarily on display, and
that vou'll know is first-rate as soon as
tonearm touches LP.

)

After eight years off the shore line
with the beach in sight, Jimmy Bultett's
ship came in. To Margaritaville, the
song that took his last album, Changes
in Latiludes, Changes in Alliludes, be-
yond platinum. Financial temptation
might dictate a follow-up album of Mar-
garttaville sound-alikes, but A Son of o Son
of a Sailor (ABC) shows more allegiance
to the progression of Bulffett’s carcer
than to reprint hit singles. The songs—
all original but for two Keith Sykes
ballads—celebrate the ocean and sailing,
being foolish late at night, checseburgers,
C&W saloons and optimism. It's great
Buffett, full of his feelings for humor and
Caribbean geography. His voice has im-
proved anc the Coral Reeler Band,
sparked by Kenny Buttrey's drums and
Harry Dailey's bass guitar, is just plain
hot. If you live in a cold climate and
work a 40-hour week, Bullett makes you
wonder why; if vou live near the ocean
and have a lot of partics, he makes you
feel like a hero for doing so. With his
hit-single exposure, Jimmy Buffett’s go-
ing somewhere—not to escape but to
check out what's new. He's letting us in
on a fine voyage.

.

One cut into the new album from
Emmylou Harris and we were in love.
Here's the bad news: It was a short-
lived affair. Now for the good news: We



MAKE BEAUTIFUL MUSIC WITH THIS

FISHER HIGH FIDELITY SYSTEM.
Record onboth 8-track and cassette tapes.

This Fisher ACS1535
matched performance audio
component system delivers su-
perb sound from AM, FM stereo,
and discs, and lets you record
and play both cassettes and
8-track cartridges!

Heart of the system is Fisher's
famous RS1022 Studio Standard
receiver, with an ample 22 watts
RMS per channel (8 chms,
20-20,000Hz, with no more than
0.5% harmonic distortion).
Great specs, and great sound.

Our new ER8150 dual
Dolby? recording tape deck
lets you make great tape record-

ings off the air or from discs
while listening. You can even
record B-track and cassette
simultaneously or from one to
the other.

A Fisher 225X A record
changer handles up to 6 records
and includes a high quality
magnetic cartridge for better
reproduction.

It all comes out of two superb
sounding Fisher MS125 speak-
ers that feature computer-tuned
passive bass radiators for real
disco-like bass.

See your Fisher dealer and
start making your own beautiful

music. The limited production
Fisher ACS1535 is priced at
about $650* (other Fisher audio
component systems are avail-
able from $400* to $25007).

For the name of your nearest
dealer, call toll-free 1-800-
528-6050, ext. 871 from any-
where in the U.S. (in Arizona,
call toll-free 1-955-9710, ext.871).

*Manufacturer's suggested retail value. Actual
selling price is determined solely by the
individual Fisher dealer,

**TM Dolby Labs.

# FISHER

The first name in high fidelity.

€1 1978 Fisher Corp., Chatsworth, Calif. 91311

Compoenents also available separately,
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may have lound a flame, Susanna
Clark. Harris™ LP, Quarter Moon in @ Ten
Cent Town (Warner Bros.), begins with an
cerie, haunting tune, Fasy [rom Now
On, co-authored by Clark, one of the
most promising songwriters in the coun-
try scene. (She also supplied the cover
pamting for the album. Maybe next
time she’ll do the whole thing) From
there the album degenerates into a col-
lection of counury clichés. There's a song
about homesickness and the comlort al-
lorded by two bottles of wine (somehow
we can't picture Harris on skid row).
There's song, To Daddy, by

new

another

Dollv Parton that should hang in needle
point on your cabin wall; it doesn't s¢em

Emmylou: pure, passionless.

to helong on o contemporary pop album.
The most successful numbers are two
musical mvstical tours de force by Jesse
Winchester. It's nice 1o hear Defying
Graitty agam. but not all that nice.
Hawris didn’t take any chances on this
it shows. Her voice is pure
bt passionless. The Hot Band is com-
petent but bored. We'll give Harris one
Meanwhile,

album, and

chance. how about

more Clark?

more

-

Willie Alexander and the Boorn Boom Band
(MCA), a new group out ol Boston, sug-
gests o distinction between punk and
New Wave, not that anyone really needs
one. But il vou think about punk as truc
hostile blue-collar noise—hormonal as-
saults from below on everything above
by tough street Kids. dropouts who
ather [uck a book than read one,
whose Tutures will dead-end bencath a
lube rack or in jail unless they can blast
another sort ol lile out of solid rock
with thewr music—il that's pure theoreti-
cal punk, then Willie Alexander and the
near-pure New Wave. They
almost like punks on the front
their [aces looming out ol sinister
but a second glance reveals
hair and new leather
ol them are wearing

would r

bovs are
look

Cover,
darkness:
squeaky-clean

jackets, and two

striped broadcloth shirts. On the back
cover, you [ind that the album is dedi-
cated to Jack Ke 1c. One cut is even
called Keronac ("You're on the top of my
shell /| Kerouac, up there with nobody
else”). Jesus Christ, these people can
read! They've probably even gone
to college. Delinitely New Wave. The
material, all originals except lor You've
Lost Thal Lovin’ Feelin’, is shot through
with influences, musical allusions, quotes
from past rock classics. Looking Like a
Bimbe has imagist lyrics 4 la Kerouac
and Tom Waits, with a musical (uote
from Link Wrav's Rumble as the main
guitar line: Radio Heart could almost be
an outtake Irom The Velver Under-
Loaded album: and Rock &
Roll 78, our lavorite on the album,
evocation of Fifties rock wsing chielly
current styles and sounds. and lvrics such
as: "Rock-"n"-roll made the kids
all vell / Jungle music in the bunker [
Chuck Berry rings the bell . . . [ Clel
tones in the hallway gonna |1llL'1|1urr 1o
class.” The album is uneven, and in
spots it sounds as il there’s something a
hitle rouen in the rhvihm section, but
this is casily the most intel ('h[illg and, in

ground’s
IS an

music

its own way, ambitious album by a new
group that we've come across in a while.

SHORT CUTS
Garnett Mimms / Has 1 All (,\1'1_\I;I)Z His
classic hits—Cry Baby and all—had a

unique Gospel sound.
other disco record.

Dee Dee Bridgewater / Just Family (Llek-
tra): When vour musical Fumily includes
Stanlev Clarke and an all-star cast ol
[J-I.:\Ll\ 1i's hard to go wrong.

Darts (Lnited .\1l|'al.n). This wibute o

Filues could be Sha
the lamé suits and
which is to say it
sounds more authentic.

Walter Jackson / Good to See You ((;hi-
Sound): The veteran soul balladeer
changes his tempo and sings for the
disco set: surprise—it’s good.

This is just an-

the good ole greasy
Na Na

(Ju‘;i]):) clowning,

without

Fenton Robinson / | Hear Some Blues Down-
stairs (Alligator): Well-recorded Chicago
biues that float like leathers and cut like
knives.

George Benson / Weekend in LA, (Warner
Bros.): Four sides” worth ol sizzling gui-
tar, with a few rousing vocals, captured
live: a dehnitive performance.

Kongas / Africanism (PPolydor):
much ol kick-ass disco,
drenched in Afvican rhyvthms. The treat-
ment of the Steve Winwood-Mufl Win-
wood-Spencer Davis classic Gimme Some

delieve it

or not, this is

Lovin’ will rip you right out of your
chair—whether o go Saturday Nighl

fevering or to saub the kitchen lloor
1S Up Lo you.

Alice Cooper / The Alice Cooper Show (Wan-
ner Bros): Live nostalgia from the good
old days when our rock stars had some-
thing significant to say and knew how to

say it—while dancing with a giant molar.
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A pasion for

need never again come at the expense
of traditional Swiss craftsmanship.
Within each is a crystalline Quartz
n [ . y i - I
heart"and a tiny computer “brain

accuracy, an insistence on beauty.
It could only be Longines Quartz.

The watches before you are living
proof that advanced Quartz technology

programmed for second-to-second
accuracy. Yet for all their technical
sophistication, these watches are
painstakingly hand-finished, the
Longines way, and possessed of all
the quiet elegance befitting the

world's most honored watch®

For your free brochure, write the
Longines-Wittnauer Watch Company,
New Rochelle, N.Y. 10810.

LONGINES
WITTNAUER

Time can be beautiful,
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A!aym? Yates's book Sex Without Shame:
Encouraging the Child’s Healthy Sexual
Development (Morrow) couldn’t come at a
better time. Last vear, the Puritan press
generated a national burst of pious out-
rage over child pornography, the abuse
ol minors at the hands of callous X-rated
hlm makers, pimps and worse. Behind
the campaign was the notion that chil-
dren need to be protected {rom all forms
ol sexuality until they reach an age when
they can fully appreciate the subtle
nuances of guilt and shame that make
sex such a for many adults.
Yates—a practicing pediatrician and con-
cerned parent—makes a telling point
in the first few paragraphs: Children
come into the world tully equipped to
cnjoy sex. Most male babies are born
with erections. Female babies lubricate

bummer

vagmally in the first four to six hours
ol life. Masturbation culminating in
cdimax mayv occur as early as the first
month of life. Children are sensuous
beings (it is no mistake that Cupid—
the god of love—is depicted as a child).
Yates then builds an impressive and ol-
ten horrifying case against society—the
myriad ways that parents can confuse a
child’s sense ol sexuality. She draws on
anthropological studies to show other
cultures and other, healthier, styles of
parenting. The second hall of her book
is an intelligent, compassionate plan for
child rearing that is a cross between Dr.
Spock and The Joy of Sex. If enough
people read this book, we might actually
make the world sale for croticism.
.

Have vou been warung for a Jimmy
Carter book that can r(’ﬂ!!y be read,
not studieds Dasher: The Roots and Rising

Sex Without Shame: never too young.

In the bookstores this month:
sex, adventure
and a pot shot at Jimmy Carter.

of Jimmy Carter (Summit), by New York
Times White House correspondent
James Wooten, is it: a poetic tracing of
Carter’s singular emergence [rom a South
that did not know whether to be new or
not. Dasher was Carter’s Secret Service
code name during the 1976 campaign;

the candidate allowed that it was “a

darn sight better than Peanuts.” Wooten
and Carter both grew up in the South,
overshadowed by George Wallace and
Martin Luther King, Jr.; both strugeled
to professional maturity in the Atlanta
crucible; and both now work at the
White House, Carter in the Oval Ofhce,
Wooten in the press room. We learn
from this book many things about Car-
ter's [amily history—of slave-holding and
the three successive generations ol Car-
ters, (‘nding‘ with Jimmy's grandfather,
who “had killed and been killed over
what they considered to be their prop-
erty—a human being, a merry-goround
and a desk.” The book is slightly marred
by Wooten’s ambivalence toward Carter:
he deseribes the President's smile as “set
m a spacious mouth with lips that

scemed, like a clown's, to react beyond
their actual dimensions.” Yet
clearly the best biography that has come
from the surprise of '76.

this 15

N
Axel Wintergrin is a postwar German
ready to stand up to Stalin. Stalin

won't have it, so he leans on the U.S.
Dean Acheson and Allen Dulles decide
that Wintergrin and his nascent move-
ment must be stopped, even il it comes
down to murder. The CIA has just the
man for the job: Blacklord Oakes, who,
on his last assignment, lound himself in
bed with the queen ol England. This
isn't exactly the world ot John le Cairé
or of Eric Ambler. Nor, thank God, that
of Howard Hunt, either. It 15 the second
novel of Hunt's friend William . Buck-
ley, Jr., Stained Gloss (Doubleday), and it
shows that while Buckley is not a natural
novelist, he brings such gifts of wit and
energy to the project that it succeeds

Dallas Nude is a stunning photographic
essay by Charles R. Collum (Collum Stu-
dios, Inc., 101 Howell Street, Dallas, Texas
75207). He has pholographed the citizenry
of Dallas—men, women and children, well-
known and unknown—uvith great warmth.
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Soft Whiskey goes

5= great in orange juice. Or in
grapefruit juice. (f we can
invent them, 50 can you!)

= And how about
agh Soft Whiskey

¢ and pineapple

¥ juice?

1

It's time you tried whiskey with something
besides rocks and bubbles. Remember,
though: Soft drinks for adults always start with

Whiskey.

Soft
" Calvert Extra.

AMERICAN WHISKEY—A BLEND - 80 PROOF © 1976 CALVERT DIST. CO., LOUISVILLE, KY,
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Smile. Blink. Click. Whoops. It happens in a flash. If
you took this picture, would you want to keep it?

Fotomat gives you a choice. Keep it if you want, bring
it back if you dontt.

WETl develop every printable picture on your roll of
film. Then you decide. If you're not tickled with any print,
come on into the Fotomat Store and we'll buy it back.

In cash.Take up to a month to mull it over and dont
forget your receipt. The Fotomat No Fault Foto Guarantee.

What you take is what you get. But what .
you keep 1s up to you. T s
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most in spite of its author. The im-
ned scenes between Acheson and Dul-
les are richly comic. Harry Truman is
sharply drawn. There are three dozen,

at least, perlect asides—throwaways, al- The ﬁa nce
most. True, the book is a little long on

Cold War polemics and some of Buck-

of formal debate any time there is a | §

point to be argued. But it neve = o
for oo long. Buckley wants the reader to
enjoy himsell even at the author's ex- lsweanng.
pense. He even introduces a cer in Raz- ’
zrr, “whose mannerisms were widely
known, and widely caricatured, hecause
of his depressing ubiquity; he was a
syndicated colummist, a television host,
an author, editor of his own magazine,
and now announced he would also write
novels.” Ubiquity? Indeed. Depressing?
Not yet, Mr. Buckley. Not yet.
.

In the first 16 pages of Robert Lud-
lum’s The Holeroft Covenant (Ricliard
Marek), protagonist Noel Holearolt, an
unassuming American architect, meets
witlh a Swiss banker in ¢ Iroad car in
Geneva; is promised partial custody of a
S780,000,000 Nazi lortune, prO\'i(lcd he
can get the cooperation ol two designat-
ed co-executors (an effort that consumes
the rest of the book's 542 pages); is

group ol 1 g
almost killed by a man who may be an

Nazi, a neo-Nazi or an anti-Nazi; and
is rescued by another man who is what-
ever the Killer is not ybe.

So now vou have an idea as to why
Ludlum’s novels (the previous one was
The Chancellor Manuscript) are so
sweepingly popular. He writes what
might be called peripatetic fiction—not
only because it appeals to travelers (Lud-
lum paperbacks are as common on air-
planes as boarding pa but because
his plots emble one of those whirl
wind tours. His characters arve lorever
boarding pl;mt‘:‘s, renting cars and check
ing into hotels, while Hitting—as here—
[rom Geneva to New York, to Rio, to
England.

This quick pace, of course, is one
ingredient of Ludlum’s appeal; you can
always count on reading his novels in
five-minute snatches, il you must. An-
other ingredient is Ludlum’s ability to

ave bizarre, ornate conspiratorial fan-

s that would make Mark Lane blush.
ers susceptible to this appeal will
go gaga over Ludium’s latest.

QUICK READ

Charlotte Chandler / Hello, 1 Must Be Going: piel're Cardin Man’s COlogne

Groucho and His Friends (Doubleday):
The idea for this book—Groucho on
Groucho—grew out  of  Chandler's
Playboy Interview with Marx in March
1974, It’s the Kind ol book you can open
anywhere, read a few lines and get a few
laughs. The best way 1o remember
Groucho is through his own words. Accessories courtesy of Titany & Co.
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C(Jmparcd with
conventional
film comedy, Robert
Altman’s A Wedding is
something clse. But
then, practically any
Altman movie is.
This time out, the
wild man Irom West-
wood took an allstar
company, augmented
by local talent, to the
Armour mansion in
Lake Forest, lllinois,
and sorted out the
bullshit surrounding
one of the most cherished American in-
stitutions: marriage. Virtually all the
action occurs during the wedding cere-
mony and the reception following at
the home of the groom’s parents. The
groom, Dino (Desi Arnaz, |r.), takes
the bride, Mulfin (movie newcomer Amy
Strvker, with braces on her tecth), to be
his lawful wedded wife, and most of their
kith and kin assemble for a horrendous
day of booze, sex, drugs and unwel-
come [amily skeletons, Practically none
of the invited guests show up, but never-
theless, the reception gets under way.
The groom’s grandmother (Lillian Gish),
a cantankerous matriarch, thoughtlessly
dies in her upstairs room before the first
champagne is poured. The mother of the
groom (plaved elegantly by Nina Van
Pallandt) can’t get through the festivities
without a fix Irom her family doctor
(Howard Duft) and the bride’s mom (a
tragicomic tour de force by TV prima
donna Carol Burnett) begins negotiating
an illicit affair with the groom’s uncle
(Pat McCormick). Meanwhile, the bride’s
seemingly retarded but sexually preco-
cious sister (Mia Farrow) reveals that
she’s pregnant and lavs the blame on her
new brother-indaw, the hapless groom,
who is presently being ogled by a homo-
sexual usher. Heard enough? There's a
lot more in this slice-ol-lite social comedy
carved from the heartland of middle
America with mercy toward none. A
Wedding is so outrageous, irreverent, off
the wall and shot from the hip that some
plain folk out there in the hinterlands
arc sure to hate i, though Alunan ad-
dicts—especially those who have grown
accustomed to the master’s ebullient
excesses—ought to have a field day. Dina
Merrill, Virginia Vestoff, Paul Dooley,
Lauren Hutton, Viveca Lindlors and
Vittorio Gassman round out the party,
with an especially strong stint by Gass-
man as F.O.G. (for lather of the groom,
in the verbal stenography spouted by
Ceraldine Chaplin as an overbearing
wedding coordinator), an Italian im-
migrant who married money, bought the
American Dream and finally discovers

S R\

Amy Stryker as the bride.

A wacky Wedding,
muddled Fury,
s0s0 Big Sleep.

P | NS

Kirk Douglas, Amy Irving in Fury.

that he has sold his soul in the bargain.
Beneath its giddy surface, that's what
A Wedding is really all about—moral
devaluation in our consumer society,
which conducts its sacred nuptial rites as
it marriages were made in a shopping
mall.
.

Two psychic young people (Amy Irv-
ing and Andrew Stevens, Stella’s son)
who communicate telepathically are held
hostage in The Fury, a muddled shocker
by divector Brian DePalma, whose scary
Carrie—which also {eatured the gifted
Miss Irving, as one ol the hand[ul of
survivors—was onc of the best B movies
of the decade. Again in Fury, moved by
ISP and telekinesis, blood flows copi-
ously and things keep flying apart. So

A Wedding's receiving line.

does the plot, which
could pass for a
glossy sequel titled
Carrie Mects Dr.
Strangelove. Assist-
ed by Carrie Snod-
gress, Kirk Douglas
staunchly plays Mr.
Right vs. John Cassa-
vetes (wearing black,
with his arm in a
sling), Charles Dur-
ning and Fiona Lew-
is as wrongdoers on
behalfl of a secret
Government agency
that hopes to harness all that mysterious
energy to no good end.

y .

L.

There are no values worth weighing in
House Calls, a harmless [arce with Walter
Matthau and Glenda Jackson oddly
coupled—he as a horny, recently wid-
owed surgeon, she as a determined
divorcee who insists that he limit his
bed-hopping to just one bed. Hers. With
@ California hospital run by hopeless
incompetents (notably, Art Carney as the
senile chief ol surgery) for a backdrop,
director Howard (Slither) Zieff manages
a lew [resh comic flourishes. Matthau
and Jackson, ol course, are performers
hard to beat, vet House Calls almost
manages to subdue them with a screen-
play of dogged mediocrity, obviously
straining to match Glenda's A Touch of
Class. Not even close.

®

French director Louis Alalle’s first
American eflort, Pretty Boby, somewlat
resembles a foreign import with all the
language barriers removed. Exotic as well
as erotic (sec pLAYBOY's March pictorial
essay), it could still anger those presump-
tuous moralisis who have condemned
the movie sight unseen. They should
open their minds a crack belore passing
judgment upon a film that is startling,
sensuous, tolerant, poctic and [ar too
beautilul to be offensive. True, young
Brooke Shields—the most provocative
child star in screen history—plavs a
“trick baby,” born and raised in a New
Orleans brothel, auctioned ofl to the
highest bidder at the age ol 12, shortly
helore she becomes the mistress, then the
bride of an eccentric Storyville photog-
rapher (Keith Caurradine) who is hooked
on whores. Everything about it sounds
dangerous, yet Prelty Baby works for the
most piart as a compelling study ol deca-
dence in which the child heroine, Violet,
seems less a victim than a resilient and
incredibly resourceful survivor,

If they'll give an inch, Malle's critics
will be disarmed by his good taste and
lus sympathetic awareness that although
adult corruption engulis Violet, teaching
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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 every 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 10 the general public at
unbelievably low prices.

SAVE UP TO 95%!

Considering that a few years of delinguent taxes is
only a small fraction of the real market value of most
property, many Tax Sales amount 1o savings of up 10

500,

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, lakefront
Jots. mountain sites. even commercial and residential
properties. Opportunities abound in almost every
Stute.

We publish a unique monthly review of carefully
researched listings detailing the very best in both
Federal Public Land. and the amazing Tax Land Sales
now occurring 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 a 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 thal 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 to 95% of what
you would normally expect to pay. or your money will
be quickly refunded. That's right. We guarantee up to
95% savings or you can gel your money back IN
FULL!

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-slep 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-
tion. Act now! © 1978
I GOVERNMENT LAND ADVISORY SERVICE
| DEPT PL-678 * 150 East S8th Street

New York, N.Y, 10022 U.S.A.

Subscribe Now and get 2 12 issue, one year subscription
| 10 some of the hottest land bargains in the country plus

your FREE BONUS REPORT. My check or money
| order for $14.95 is enclosed. No C.0.D.'s please.

==t

Name —
| Address
I City — I

-

State “ jpE

I L] SPECIAL BONUS OFFER — Enck-ﬁc an additicnal l
$5.00 (2 total of $19.95) and get the one year subscrip-
tion, the FREE BONUS REPORT and a copy of the

I confidential executive report on “Buying Owverseas |
Land At Bargain Prices.” Find out how you can take

| advamage of bargain land in Latin America. Europe. I
Asia, Africa and Australia.

|_ ___10 DA‘lMOEJB’ BACK GUARANIE_E _]

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 updating five. And out of those five, he
ended up sleeping with three. (Pretty damn
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 to give you a rather *“*dare-
devil’” type of guarantee.

And here it 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
going 1o ask you 1o send us.

Then, if you haven’t met enough girls to
last you the rest of your normal lifetime, 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 pockel.

hy 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 chooses 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
girls. 1f one doesn’t want 1o sleep with him,
he simply moves on to another. There’s al-
ways plenty to choose from.

And we'll show you exact/y 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 feeling 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
for the nich.

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

What dees it require?

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

If you do just that much — no more, no
less — the results will be hard 10 believe.

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 it
won't matter the least bit anymore.

We gave Don a little wooden sign to hang
in his apartment. [t 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 15 —
by far — also the easiesr way. And we’ll
prove it to you, if you'll just send in the
coupon now.

We're not asking you 1o “‘believe™ us.
Just give it a try.

If we "re wrong, vou’ll get your money back
plus an additional five dollars trom us. If
were right, you'll soon have enough girls to
last you the next 50 years. Either way, you
come up a winner!

Dept. PL-678
g VE.

| 964 Third A

| New York, N.Y. 10022

| 1 don't know if you're crazy or not, but you can i

| count me in for sure, Send me the Shy Man’s Way

| Te Meet Girls. Here's my $9.95. |

| 1 will try out vour material for a vear, then if 1 |
haven't met enough girls 1o last me a lifetime, 1 may |

| rewm it for vour special refund. If | do return vour I
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|

|

|

!

!

1 understand my material will be sent in a plan |
WrApper.

Name.

Address

Ciry

e it



That's exactly what you have when you're a
Playboy Club keyholder. “Your place:” Your kind
of place where you can entertain friends,
business associates or just yourself with equal
confidence and ecse.

When you're a keyholder, you're the boss.

And if you want great food, we see that you get
it. In the Living Room with its award-winning
salad bar and outstanding Continental menu—
or double-billed with star entertainment in
Lainie’s Room West. Speaking of
Lainie’s Room West, by itself it's
more than enough reason to be a
Playboy Club keyholder.
You'll see the best of show
business, Lainie Kazan
herself, or her handpicked
entertainer friends, in this
star-bright showroom.
If you want to make
some motions, we'll
give you the floor—our
new Disco dance floor.

And when you want 1o

dance all night, come
back in after the Club is
closed on Friday or
Saturday nights and fly
with the Dawn Patrol, our new after-hours Disco.
(There's an admission charge for everyone, but
keyholders get a discount on admission during
these special hours.)

What you do is up to you. And if it's just as
simple as watching the big game on TV and
enjoying a drink and the instant replay around
the bar, fine.

We go out of our way o make our keyholders
happy. And when they have something to

Yosr O
e Aayboy Club of Los

D

celebrate, we
celebrate with them
with a cake, sparklers. )
even songs fromthe Bunnies. % Q

We sponsor exciting events,
offer Keyholders' Specialslike
contests and discounts, andwe'lleven host
keyholders’ private parties at the Club. At rates
which are surprisingly low, and with results that
are not so surprisingly impressive.

And, of course, we keep a
full complement of
beautiful Bunnies on
hand, whose chief job

is to please the bosses
—each and every
Playboy Club keyholder.

Come fo the Playboy
f Club tonight. The Good
Life is waiting for you at
“your” place.

Not yet a keyholder? Now's the time o make
our place “your’ place. Come fo the Playboy
Club and see the Customer Senvice
Representative. She'll issue you a Key onthe spot.
Just $25 for the first year, and the Playboy Club
accepts American Express, Carte Blanche, Diners
Club, Master Charge or VISA/BankAmericard.

The Playboy Club
. .of Los Angeles

At Century City

ABC Entertainment Center

2020 Avenue of the Stars, Los Angeles

For reservations or private party information,
call (213) 277-2777.

ws



ple KnowYou _
By The PlacesYou Keep.

Discover this exciting way to light up
and captivate conversations!

Twenty-four assorted matchbooks
from the most famous hotels around the
world . . . the Hotel Mirabeau, Monte
Carlo—Dolder Grand, Zurich—The
Savoy, London—The Hotel Ritz,
Madrid and more exotic places.

Brings fun to every occasion,
makes your coffee and bedside tables
complete, a truly unique gift.

Put this beautiful collection in
your hands now, the complete
assortment of 24 is only $9.95, postage
and handling is included. Supply is
limited, act now! Your order will be
processed within 24 hours.

Huolel|

W—CALL TOLIL FREE 1-800-854-0499
(In California dial “*O’" and call collect (714) 83 TE
OUROPERATOR...""PI sets. | want to put
this on my (Master Charge) SA) card. My credit card no.
is . Its expiration date is—______ The Match Collection,
23011 Moulton Pkwy., Suite D-11, Laguna Hills, Calif. 92653

Money back guarantee call now or send your check or money order.




her too much too soon, it cannot destroy
her. Day by day, from morning to night,
Preily Baby catches the gaudy color and
quality of life in a New Orleans cathouse
circa 1916 without patronizing or con-
demning the lost women and men who
traffic in pleasure. The film, a rich period
canvas (stunningly shot by Sven Nykvist,
whose genius has enhanced many of
Ingmar Bergman’s masterworks), is Mal-
le's own vintage Americana set to bluesy
old tunes and ragtime piano—with a
grateful acknowledgment in the screen
credits to Jelly Roll Morton., Against
this picturesque backdrop, all the [aces
are either sad, cynical or defiantly uncar-
ing. As the house madam, veteran night-
club entertainer Frances Faye 1s a limited
actress with a powerful personality to
take up the slack. As Violet's mother
Hattie—a top whore who finds security
in marriage.to a John from St. Louis and
leaves her daughter behind—Susan
Sarandon fills a relatively secondary role
with the juice of life, making Hattie's
irresponsible, even callous behavior secem
altogether natural for a well-worn trol-
lop whose chances are tew. Pretly Baby's
major weakness lies in the treatment of
Bellocq the photographer, interpreted
by Carradine as a shy, passive observer
whose obsession with Violet is never
totally believable, Perhaps Cmradine's
part was underdeveloped in Polly Platt’s
original screenplay or was purposely
played down by Malle and his editors
to deflect criticisn of a delicate relation-
ship between man and child. Malle
counters even this handicap through his
sensitive handling of Brooke. He forces
us, the audience, to view her as Bellocq
does, without prejudice, and to deal with
our own responses to a prematurely wise
nymphet whose seductive beauty and
screen presence may very well disturb
the peace.
.

Bogart and Bacall in Raymond Chan-
dler's The Big Sleep, directed by Howard
Hawks in 1946. is one of moviedom's
golden oldies. Robert Mitchum, paired
with Sarah Miles in British-born director
Michael Winner's remake, is the only
actor to have two shots at playing pri-
vate eye Philip Marlowe. Mitchum also
starred a couple of years ago in the mod-
crately successful Farewell, My Lovely;
when Dick Powell did the same story in
1944, it was called Murder, My Sweel.
The Mitchum-Winner Big Sleep proves
only that Bogart is a much tougher act
to follow than Powell. Besides switching
the action to London [rom L.A., Winner
takes a literal approach to the jazzy,
wicked melodrama that Hawks treated
with biting humor and his own inimi-
tably ballsy style. Miles and Candy Clark
play the two flipped-out daughters of
General Stermwood (James Stewart) like
certifiable nut cases, while Richard
Boone, Joan Collins, Edward Fox, Oliver

Cybill harvests Caine.

Reed and John Mills bring their own
solid conviction to a deeply tangled tale
of sex, drugs and blackmail. Solid con-
viction is OK, though in this case some-
thing a shade lighter might have given
Chandler a better deal. The one im-
provement over the black-and-white
original is Robert Paynter's elegant color
photography, which makes Sleep look
dreamy even when it tends to bog down.
.

As a caimesyndicate capo who has
bought a Swiss bank of his very own,
Martin Balsam lounges on his Las Vegas
patio, waiting for Michael Caine, the
crook in charge of the bank. While he
waits, Balsam thumbs idly through a
sheaf of photographs of a bullet-riddied
body in the wunk of a car—much like
any businessman checking oft his settled
accounts. That's typical of the oftbeat
humor slipped sideways, with little com-
ment, into Silver Bears. In top form, Caine
(“He's no fag, he's just English,” says
Balsam) handles the banking, assisted
by the Mobster's son (Jay Leno) and
a combination counterfeiter-masseur
(Tony Mascia). By the time their nefari-
ous schemes in Switzerland escalate to
include ownership of an lranian silver
mine, Caine acquires quite a few adroit
accomplices and/or adversaries among a
mix-and-match international cast headed
by Stephane Audran, David Warner,
Louis Jourdan, Tom Smothers and

Cybill Shepherd. Some globe-trotting is
obligatory for such capers, and this
crooks’ tour moves from Vegas and Lu-
gano to Marrakesh and London. Peter
Stone’s facile, sophisticated screenplay
states the film's basic premise in a few
words: “Next to Big Business, the rackets
are just nickels and dimes!” Czech
director Ivan Passer (who wrote Milos
Forman’s Loves of a Blonde over there
before settling down to work in the West
in 1971) finally lets his leprechaun spirit
soar, and this may be Passer’s break-
through movie after a number of U.S.
flops and near misses. Especially notable
are the surprising performances he gets
from Smothers, as an idiotic young Cali-
fornia bank executive, and from Shep-
herd, as Tomn’s thoroughly madcap wife.
Shepherd has a field day playing screw-
loose comedy vis-a-vis Caine, Dblithely
shedding the icy veneer that has become
her virtual trademark since The Heart-
break Kid. Cybill may pick up some new
fans who were skeptics before Silver
Bears, a completely amoral, blatantly
commercial comedy with suspense, sex
appeal and style.
°

In Operation Thunderbolt, an “authorized™
dramatization, producer-director Mena-
hem Golan deploys some of Israel’s best
actors (Ychoram Gaon, Gila Almagor and
Assaf Dayan, son of Foreign Minister
Moshe Dayan), plus Israeli army and air-
force facilities, 1o re-create the historic
Entebbe raid of July 4, 1976—when a
daring special unit rescued 103 hostages
from a hijacked Air France jet held in
Idi Amin's Uganda. Golan’s account 1s
factual, powerful, wary of self-congratula-
tion and sizzling with conviction. A medi-
ocre job of moviemaking that nevertheless
carries you away by sheer force—heroism
vs. terrorism on an epic scale that no
screenwriter would have dared invent.

L ]

The emotionally barren lives of fa-
mous actresses have been played out, as
well as overplayed, in more movies than
anyone wants to remember. Best of
breed in such superstar sweepstakes is
All About Eve, of course. Opening Night,
by writer-director John Cassavetes—who
also acts in it with his wile, Gena Row-
lands—cannot compete with the classics.
Still, Gena's smashing finale as a
40ish, neurotic prima donna, falling-
down drunk and giving the performance
of her life, will be remembered when all
the rest of her hushand’s self-indulgent
showbiz drama is forgotten. At least a
half-dozen scenes [rom a play being tried
out in New Haven—an obvious wurkey
tiled The Second Woman—are per-
formed onstage in {ront of live audi-
ences. That's part of the drama and
certainly a first lor which Cassavetes
deserves credit as a man with the obsti-
nate courage to try anything once, or
maybe countless times. As a writer, he is

43
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far too literal when he has his aging
star hallucinate about a pretty teenaged
fan, killed in an accident, who becomes
the walking, talking embodiment of her
own lost youth and innocence. Before
the show can go on, the actress has to
get rid of her ghosts, see? So she can
grow old gracefully and graduate to
character parts. Joan Blondell as the
already-aged playwright, Cassavetes him-
self as leading man, Ben Gazzara as the
director and Zohra Lampert as his wife
appear to be awash in a flood of hasty
improvisation, waiting for somebody up
there to throw them a line.
L ]

The outstanding virtue of A Little Night
Musie, Stephen Sondheim’s musical com-
edy of manners (inspired by Ingmar
Bergman's brilliant original film Swmiles
of a Summer Night), is that every syllable
of those witty Sondheim lyrics becomes
easy to hear. While listening, though,
your eyes may have a hard time of it,
because director Harold Prince—a big
man on Broadway but obviously a
midget in cinema—shoots every num-
ber as if he were covering a tennis match
at Forest Hills, his camera always on the
bounce to follow whichever actor is
supposed to carry the ball. Night Music’s
period costumes and scenery are exqui-
site, its women arc clever and fantasti-
cally beautiful, the men who pursue

them are as dashing and handsome as
hussars—but put them all together, in
waltz tempo, and they add up to a
stylish, thudding bore with a handful of
redeeming [eatures. Lesley-Ann Down
and Diana Rigg, to name two, are just
about flawless as a couple of betrayed
wives who spend a country weeckend
plotting how to retrieve their husbands
from a famous, faded actress named
Desirece. Elizabeth Taylor plays the
femme [atale well enough, and even
manages to talksing her way through
the show’s hit ballad, Send in the
Clowns. Liz reportedly was aching to
snag this role, and, Gawd knows, she
ought to be right for it. But being right
must seem cold comfort when a movie
goes so far wrong.
L ]

Shortly after her return from Italy,
where she’d been filming writer-director
Lina Wertmuller's first English-language
feature, The End of the World in Our Usual
Bed in a Night Full of Rain, actress Candice
Bergen described the experience to this
reporter: “It was the hardest thing I've
ever done. Grueling would be an apt
word. I went over to Rome still sort of
hanging on to a vestige of girlhood. I
came back a middle-aged woman. Lina’s
much tougher than any man I ever
worked for. She can be very soft and

feminine or like a squadron of Israeli
commandos, with the energy of ten
Green Berets. We'd have barely a half
hour for lunch. If I was lucky, I could
steal five minutes to pee. Your metabo-
lism speeds up when you work for
Lina . . . I didn't even yawn for five
months."”

Alas, poor Candy. The time for yawn-
ing has come, with the release of a movie
as weighted down with words as its long-
winded title. After the U.S. success of
Swept Away . . . and Seven Beaulies,
the wonder woman of TItalian cinema
was wooed and won by Warner Bros.
What she has given them in exchange
for their good American dollars is an
overripe lemon. Wertmuller's home-
grown star, Giancarlo Giannini, squares
off opposite Bergen, he as an [talian
journalist, a dedicated Communist, she
as a long-stemmed American beauty who
used to he a photo journalist. All the
inaction occurs during one endless night
(full of rain, yeah) in the tenth year of
their marriage, with frequent flashbacks
to fill in the past, plus a pseudo Greek
chorus of friends who appear to be
fugitives from a mock Fellini movie.
‘The friends (one of them played by Anne
Byrne, Dustin Hoffman's wife) supply a
turgid running commentary on every
conceivable subject that mnight put strain
on a relationship: politics, sexism,

The Good News!
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women's lib. ecology. Matter of fact, the
entire planct appears, on television, to be
cnduring some dire geological upheavals,
and things aren’t much better at home.
“He doesn’t think, he fucks,” notes a
member of the chorus as all gather
round the marriage bed. What's wrong is
never quite clear, except that she can’t
find hersell as a I}:I.\Si\'(‘ wile and mother
and he talks incessantly about his Marx-
ist ideals and “the pipple.”

Perhaps the worst aspect ol 4 Night
Full of Rain is that Wertmuller becomes
so tangled up in her own role as a proph-
ctess of doom that she wreats her two
stars more like message bearers than like
flesh-and-blood pipple. Either she lets
her camera dwell interminably upon
Giannini's cloquent shecp-dog eyes or
she feasts upon Bergen's fashion-
able heauty, always gorgeously back-
lit as il she were appearing in a TV
cosmetics commercial. Giuseppe Ro-
tunno, usually Fellini's cinematogra-
pher, tries so many stunning camera
angles that the message gets lost in
the medium very early. Call it a
night full of tedium.

[ ]

The renaissance of interest in for-
eign films probably dates back to the
SUPErsuecess of Cousin Cousine in
1976-1977. Now subtitled movies
that used to be written off as tax-

shelter losses are flooding in—Ffull of
high hopes, old and new faces, ma-
ture sex appeal and a relatively re-
laxed pace—I[rom France, Ialy, Spain,
Sweden and Brazil, with numerous other
countries eagzer to be heard from. or of.
Blue Country, another beguiling French
comedy by Cousin Cousine's
Jean-Charles Tacchella, has no stars, no
plot and a very lackadaisical sense of di-
rection. Beautiful blonde Brigitte Fossey
(former child star of that postwar French
classic Forbidden Games) and Jacques
Serres are the loving couple, shacking up
as the spirit moves them and consorting
with some marvelously amiable cccen-
trics who live in or near a tiny village in
the south of France, where joie de vivre
must have been invented. If you have a

creator,

Giannini, Bergen: The headline says it all.

taste for warm, bubbling trifles, Blue
Couniry is delectable.

Produced by Ingmar Bergman, Summer
Paradise marks the directorial debut of
actress Gunnel Lindblom, star of such
Bergman classics as Winter Light and

The Silence. Not surprisingly, Lind-
blom’s initial work is a rather Berg-

manesque  portrait ol a  family—four
generations deep—on its annual vaca-
tion in an idyllic summer home where
everyone's delusions are shattered, every-
one's selfish materialistic values laid
bare. Plenty ol serious work went into
this. What comes out is humane, percep-
tive and arctically cool.

Bountiful, exotic Sonta Braga, report-
edly known as the Marilyn Monroe of
Brazil, is reason enough to sec Dona Flor
and Her Two Husbands, Sonia plays a
passtonate young widow who grieves
for her ne'er-do-well first hushand,
a gambler and inveterate woman-
izer, even after she makes a sensible
second marriage with a pharmacist.
True happiness is hers when the
ghost of number one—stark naked
and horny as ever—suddenly reap-
pears to rekindle the pleasure of
the flesh posthumously. Although
the pace ol this Brazilian sex come-
dy is slower than were used to, it
outgrossed

That's

Jaws in 1its homeland.

probably  because Sonia
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For color reproduction of Wild Turkey painting by Ken Davies, 15" by 217" send $2 to Box 929- PB, Wall S1. Stz , NY. 10005

Wild Turkey Lore:

In 1776 Benjamin Franklin
proposed that the Wild  {{§}
Turkey be adopted as the [H{
symbol of our country.

The eagle was chosen
instead.

The Wild Turkey
later went on to
become the symbol of
our country’s finest
Bourbon.

WILD TURKEY/101 PROOF/8 YEARS OLD.

& 1977 Austin, Nichola Distilling Co., Lawrenceburg. Kentucky.

quickens pulses and because everything
15 done to hip-swaving South American
music while writer-director Bruno Barre-
to catches the languid, sensuous rhythm
ol life in Bahia perfectly,

Towering above all the new mports
1s Italian director Franco Brusati's Bread
and Chocolate. The great early films of
De Sica and Rossellini come to mind
while watching this unsentimental black
comedy about one luckless, impoverished
peasant—and there are thousands like
him—who travels north 1o work in
Switzerland so that his Lamily can sur-
vive. It's no exaggeration to add that
Nino Manfredi's performance in the
centtal role has a depth and richness
and comic pathos that truly deserve to be
called Chaplinesque. Manfredi plays a
vulnerable but indomitable “little man”
whose resilicnce is heroic. Everything
happens to him, and he keeps coming
back for more. He loses job after job,
seldom through any fault of his own.
Like Chaplin in City Lights, whose
drunken benefactor never recognizes him
when he's sober, Manlredi meets a high-
living Italian tycoon who magnanimous-
ly hires him as a valet, then plunges into
suicidal despair and bankruptcy early the
next morning. When he is arrested for
pissing in public, Manfbredi doesn’t quite
understand how gravely he has offended
the tidy Swiss. “You're Italian,” some-
one observes. And he responds humbly,
“Nobody's perfect.” Scarcely an accom-
plished Latin lover, he has a briel affair
with a charming unmaried mother
(Anna Karina) who laughs at his incpti-
tude. Manfredi’s moments of poignant
wuth are frequent and unforgettable.
He's beautiful, and director Brusati
places him within a dramatic framework
that is beautiful, too—urapped with his
paesani like a flock of bright, noisy
southern birds who lustily sing out the
right songs in the wrong cultural climate.

—REVIEWS BY BRUCE WILLIAMSON
[ ]

Bearded, blond and blueeved Jon
Voight, at the age of 39, still looks like a
clean-cut all-American dropout in search
ol a little inspired madness. According
to Voight, who hadn’t made a movie lor
nearly four years until his triumphant
return opposite Jane Fonda i Hal Ash-
by's Coming Home, that's exactly what
he is searching for. He appears to have
found it as the paraplegic Vietnam vet-
eran who woos and wins a captain’s wile
in one of 1978's first S.R.O. hits, and he's
suddenly hotter than he has been since
Midnight Cowboy boosted him up the
stairway to superstardom in 1969,

Actually, Voight almost didn’t get the
role of joe Buck, the would-be male
hustler [riend to Dustin Hoffman's Ratso



Think of them as accurate, full-range speakers
that just happen to weigh 9.2 oz.

Panasonic Duo-Cone" headphones.

It's a scientific fact: You don't
hear music through headphones

than others. By recreating both
of those peaks, our Duo-Cone

the same way you hear it through headphones sound more like

speakers. Panasonic knows that
and we've done something
about it: Panasonic Duo-Cone
headphones. The headphones
with high-velocity Duo-Cone
speakers designed to match the
acoustic characteristics of the
human ear.

As the sound travels
through the air either “live” or
from a free-standing speaker,
the contours and canals of the
ear create two major frequency
peaks which cause certain
musical tones to sound louder

accurate, full-range speakers.
Rich, full and natural. With just
the right tonal balance between
lows, midrange and highs.

And since Panasonic
Duo-Cone headphones actually
consist of a small speaker within
a larger speaker, they have a
frequency response that's not
matched by even the best
records and FM stations. They
also respond quickly to musical
transients for a well-defined
sound. And require only small
amounts of power to achieve

Panasonic.

just slightly ahead of our time.

rock-concert velume levels.

But whatever kind of music
you're into, Panasonic Duo-Cone
headphones are designed
for easy listening. Light weight
combined with an adjustable
headband does wonders for
your head. While soft, non-
isolating foam-cushioned pads
do the same for your ears. And
the prices? They'l do wonders
for your budget.

The EAH-510 and the
EAH-520 Duo-Cone headphones
by Panasonic. Don't think of them
as just lightweight headphones.
Think of them as accurate,
full-range speakers.



Call someone you
loved and lost a Jong

time ago and ask them
to see a movie.

Maybe it’s not too late.

IF E‘h
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The love he had
been searching for was the
love he left behind.

- “-‘ = ;

IN HIS FIRST STARRING ROLE, JOE BROOKS, THE MAN WHO BROUGHT YOU,YOU LIGHT UP MY LIFE.
IF EVER I SEE YOU AGAIN
suwins JOE BROOKS/SHELLEY HACK /JIMMY BRESLIN /JERRY KELLER / KENNY KAREN
FEATURING GME PL]MIT]-ON MUSIC COMPOSED. ARRANGED AND CONDUCTED BY J% BR(H(S DIRECTOR OF PHOTOCRAPHY ADAM 1—10{_EN{IR
ASSOCIATE PHODUCER EWIN MOR(;AN WRITTEN BY JCE Bm{s AMND MAR’I‘IN mv][)SON PROCUCED AND DIRECTED BY JOE BR(X}{{S

Original scundtiack album available on Warmer Bros. Records. Fead the Bantarm Book

Calor by Technicolor &
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COMING SOON TO SELECTED THEATERS  Setuztie



Rizzo in Gowloy. The part had been ear-
marked for Michael Sarrazin, but con-
tract obligations forced him to give it up.
Enter Voight, who says now, “There are
very few things I've been really desper-
ate to do, and Joe Buck was a role 1
wanted so badly I couldn’t sleep when
I thought I had lost it."

Voight almost didn't get the role of
the wounded vet in Coming Home,

Jon Voight in Coming Home.

Jon Voight talks about
Coming Home—and
wrestles with his mom.

either. The movie moguls wanted Al
Pacino or Jack Nicholson for that part;
Voight was originally signed as Jane's
husband, the gung-ho Marine captain (a
role eventually assumed by Bruce Dern).
“Finally,” says Voight, I went to Hal
Ashby and asked him to switch me to
the other part. I twold him, ‘This role
should be played by a lover, Hal, and 1
am a lover. "

He is also a fighter and habitual nay-
sayer who has turned down enough big
movies (o constitute a whole career. He
passed up Luchy Lady, though Burt
Revnolds wanted him 1o do it because
they had become good buddies while co
starring in Delwerance. He also nixed
Love Story: “Nothing about that attract
ed me at all.” Several ol the financial
Failures he did consent to do, however,
still stir him to boyish enthusiasm. As
a former voung militant who belriended
the Chicago Seven and used to join Jane
Fonda on the platform at antiwar rallies
during the hectic Sixties, Voight ex-
presses a special fondness for such box-
ofhce flops as The Revolutionary and

(continued on page 268}

Enjoy the luxury of
a steam bath

without leaving
your shower.

Introducing Instant Spa.

Instant Spa*is a new shower accessory that does something
quite remarkable In only seconds, it turns the hot water in your
shower into a soothing, steam bath-like mist.

Step into it and you'll enjoy the same terrific benefits you
get out of a steam bath.

Instant Spa relaxes tense, achy muscles. Cleans your skin
even better than soap and water Increases circulation. And
simply helps your whole body feel ike a new person.

Instant Spa can be installed in just minutes to any shower
head Stall or tub. And Instant Spa is harmless to bathroom walls,
uses a fraction of the water you'd use in a shower, and wont
interfere with normal everyday shower usage.

Yet if all this sounds too good to be true, here's one thing
even better Instant Spa
sells for less than $50.

So now you can
have the luxury of a
steam bath without get-
ting your budget in hot
waler.

¥

Think of it as
a steam bath.
At home.

Patent Pending FO. Box 787 Richboro, Fa 18554
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EROTICA

B)"7:30 on Wednesday night, the long,
semiresidential street in La Mesa is
dark. Only the small shopping center is
lit; cars have already filled its in-
adequate parking lot, spilling over to the
busy street in front. The entrance to The
Classic Cat, sandwiched between the deli
and the 7-Eleven, is [ramed with pictures
of long-legged, big-breasted girls, but an
advertisement is freshly plastered above
the pictures: WEDNESDAY NIGHT ONLY.
NUDE MALE ENTERTAINMENT.

Except for two lighted stages—one on
cach side—it's dark mside. Women are
standing in the entryway three deep.
Male dancers, clad only in bikini briefs,
drift among the clientele, serving drinks.
Ome is wearing a flimsy nylon loincloth,
pubic hair curling out from the front,
buttocks exposed. A large straw cowboy
hat tops his shoulder-length hair.

The first dancer is just finishing. He is
totally nude and as he dances, swiveling
his pelvis, his penis fips back and forth,
up and down. The women arc screaming
catcalls, whistling, leaning from their
seats to throw money onto the stage. The
Cat’s a favorite spot, not only for young
singles but also for housewives. “We al-
ways have at least one P.'T.A. group in
the house,” the manager told me. “Last
week, the president of one of ‘em told
me she ‘loves this fucking place. T can
be crude, I can be lewd, and when 1
go home, T can be a lady.”

My friends are waiting at the bar. “I
don’t believe this,” Christie whispers.

“I thought I'd be embarrassed, but
it's terrific,” Joanne adds. “The guys
seem like they're having a ball . . . and
the women . .. well. .. . She laughs.

There are no empty seats, so one of
the waiters steers us to a booth we can
share with two other girls.

“Ever been here before?™” I ask one.

She shakes her head. “But I'm sure as
hell coming back. I can really get into
this alter a long day of work.”

Three seats closer to the stage become
empty and we deade to move for a better
view of the dancer with the loincloth.

Grinning, he adjusts the tilt of his
cowboy hat, saunters to the front of the
stage to the strains of Tonight's the Night
from the jukebox and starts dancing.
He's boyish, naughty. Loosening the
fold in the front of his loincloth, he
slowly unwraps the two or three feet of
nylon. He holds the fabric out in front
of him, undulates forward to the very
edge of the stage, pumping his pelvis
back and forth, and extends the loincloth
to a girl in the audience. Screaming, she
stands up on her stool and grabs for it.
Bur he is too fast. He grins, raises the
nylon just out of reach, pivoting slowly
to expose his buttocks, naked but for the
strip of green cloth.

It's ladies’ night
at the Cat and
they’re all in heat.

He dances toward me, the green loin-
cloth a semitransparent wish in his hands,
and squats at eye level with me, teasing,
rocking back and forth. Reaching blind-
ly into my purse, I crumple a dollar bill
in my palm, lean forward and tuck it
into his waistband, near his navel. The
women behind me cheer hysterically.

Across from us, a short, slight woman
in a black sweater and pants rises un-
steadily to her feet. Her hair is crimped
unattractively around her face, her too
darkly penciled cyebrows making her
look older than she probably is—some-
where in her late 40s. Giggling, she trips
up the first two steps, beckoning to the
dancer, holding out the bills wadded in
her fist. He moves toward her, hand out-
stretched. hips gyrating. The woman
brushes his hand away and lunges toward
his crotch, trying to get her hand inside.
He catches her by the wrist, directs her
hand a little higher and lets her fold the
money inside. “Thata way, Gracie!” her
friends yell. Evervone is whooping and
cheering. On Wednesday night at The
Cat, the women outmacho the men.

Finally, he discards the costume alto-
gether. “Now, that one’s hung,” my
friend whispers as he pivors back and
forth on the edge ol the stage, leering,
lecherous, lovely. When the music ends,
the letdown is audible.

A blond wearing a long, fringed suede
vest is on next. Peeling down the top ol
his briefs, he apes a striptease. A girl in
her 20s moves down the aisle, clapping
her hands. Their eyes meet. She wavers
for a minute, then laughs, tossing back
her long brown hair, clapping, walking
closer to the stage. Three steps and she's

up there next to him, boogieing, her hips
synchronized with his. In one movement,
she reaches down, rolls her longsleeved
pink wurtleneck over her head and throws
it onto the floor. Above her jeans, she's
naked, her small, well-proportioned
breasts somehow more vulnerable, more
exposed than the totally nude man danc-
ing with her. His hands hover like hum-
mingbirds, up and down, tracing without
touching the curves of her body, his
tongue darting in and out like a lizard’s.
Everyone is screaming; it's as if we're
all going to come at once.

Now an almost skinny redhead with
a pseudo Afro is beating on the rim of
the stage, her tongue parodying the
dancer's—in and out, in and out. Picking
up on her, he squats, holding out his
arms. With a leap, she’s up there with
him, fiing her movements to his, un-
zipping, peeling down her slacks. Her
whitelace bikini panties flash against
her tan. Her tongue darting in and
out, she fumbles with the string on her
halter. Undone, the halter falls away, her
breasts like two ponderous teardrops.

Like the crowd at a revivalist meeting,
the audience is frenzied; sex is palpable,
almost out of control. The couple, like
preacher and penitent bearing witness
on the stage, draw the converts down the
aisle. Another girl, with long silky hair
like Godiva’s, dances down the aisle and
up onto the stage. A delicious ménage a
trots, they stalk one another, the new
girl throwing her clothes wildly onto the
floor. Down to her underpants, she’s
poised like a paper airplane on the wind,
cresting the vibrations, the hot catcalls
from the group. She pulls the panties
down, displaying the pale-brown fuzz ol
pubic hair on her mound, her firm belly.
Like witches in a coven, the threesome
dances, aping the real thing, eyes glazed
over, heads thrown back, lips parted.
We're all in heat.

The man onstage is losing his control.
It's visible to all of us in the audience,
the ripening in his crotch. Abruptly, the
song ends and the spectators groan,

Christie’s ready 1o leave. “I want to
go home to my old man,” she hisses.
*Otherwise, I'll be up there onstage.”

I know what she means, but I'm not
willing to leave yet. There's something
about the mood of the crowd, the new
power we suddenly share, that I like.

The cowboy-hatted dancer walks by.
Absentmindedly, I pat his behind.

“What'll I tell my husbandz” Christie
groans.

“Tell him there's 2 new double stand-
ard,” I answer.

—SHEILA SOBELL MORAMARCO



Lunch time in the patio of our La Rojeria distillery.

When our workers sit down to lunch

they sit down to a tradition.
When they make Cuervo Gold

its the same.

It happens every day as it’s happened since 1795. At just
about eleven the wives from Tequila arrive at the Cuervo dis-
tillery bearing their husbands’ lunches.

Traditional lunches lovingly placed in hand-embroidered
napkins and hand-woven baskets which epitomize the pride the
people of Tequila have always taken in doing things right.

It is this very same pride in the tradition of a
job well done that makes Cuervo Gold special.
Versatile and adaptable, with o taste beyond
compare. Neat, on the rocks, with a splash of soda,
wm a perfect Sunrise or Margarita, Cuervo Gold
will bring you back to a time when quality ruled
the world.

CUERVO ESPECIAL® TEQUILA. 80 PROOF. IMPORTEQ ANO BOTTLED BY © 1577 HEUBLEIN, INC., HARTFORO, CONN.



‘Stir up a Sparkler.
Arrow Cordials and Soda.

* v Intfroducing a whole new way to drink
, == our Arrow Cordiais-The Sparklers.
~  Pour ajigger of your very favorite
Arrow flavor over ice in a tall glass.
Top with club soda and a wedge
of lime. You get a nice long drink
that's fizzy, bubbly, tasty. But not
overly sweet A drink you can stay
withanytime Evenbefore dinner
The Sparklers. Another bright
idea from Arrow Cordials.
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Arrow Cordials, 40-90 proof, © 1978, Arrow Liquors Co., Allen Park, Michigan.




ADVENTURES

am 60 feet below the surface of the

Caribbean, somewhere off the Virgin
Island of St. Thomas. I exhale. The
bubbles make a strange ringing noise as
they pass my ears. The silver shapes
shinmer and expand as they rise to the
surface. Delicate coral [ans wave in the
current, discreetly hiding a three-foot-
long barracuda. Several yellow striped
fish collide in [ront of my [ace mask. I
am astonished to find myself under-
water. I've entered a movie filled with
strange creaturcs and vivid colors. The
only thing missing is Jacqueline Bisset
in a T-shirt. All things considered,
1 don't really miss her. A few [ect away,
my girlfriend is floating. She tries to
grin. An impossible task with a rubber
mouthpiece lodged between vour lips.
We are having the time of our lives.

.

A [lew words of background. When it
comes to leisure time, I am terminally
lazy. 1 loathe planning a vacation, reacd-
ing brochures, consulting with travel
agents. I try to make as few decisions as
possible. For the past seven vears, I have
spent every moment away from my desk
at pLAYsoy skiing. Unfortunately, about
a year ago, I became too intimately ac-
quainted with an outcropping of rock,
which shattered my kneecap. My skiing
days were over, the doctors advised me.
1 was forced to consider , new modes of
relaxation and rehabilitation. Friends
suggested a few wecks in the Virgin
Islands. I was skeptical. I had never tak-
en a vacation in the tropics. I did not
know how to behave in the sun. They
assured me that I would have no trouble:
“Find a beach and a bottle of rum.
You'll get the knack in no time.”

I found a perlect beach: Magens
Bay on St. Thomas. At one end of the
strip of sand, an enterprising young man
named Glen Higgins was renting Prin-
dle catamarans by the hour. One sail
and I was hooked. I caught a gust and
the cat hecled over on one pontoon. It
was an adrenaline rush that compared
to a downhill schuss. Amazing. Exhilarat-
ing. I showed up every morning [or the
next five days, thereupon discovering
Boat People. Blond, brown-skinned men
and women in their mid-20s. Trim.
Competent. Self-assured. My girlfriend
and 1 made the acquaintance of two out-
standing couples, Benji and Barbara,
John and Donna. They invited us on a
day sail to Great St. James, a small
island between St. Thomas and St. John.
Accompanying us would be eight wait-
resses [rom a local restaurant.

When we anchored, the waitresses
shed their clothes and dived into the
sparkling water. “Wait a minute,” [
protested. I work 12 months a year
for pLayBoyY. It's tits and ass, day in and

You, too, can learn
scuba diving; our man
Petersen did it in a day.

day out. I didn’t come hallway around
the world to watch eight breath-taking
women take off their clothes.” No one
paid auention. Finally, I took off my
clothes and joined the [estivities. 1 left
my glasses on, reasoning that it wouldn't
be fair if they could see me and I
couldn’t see them. I wasn’t the only
voyeur, it turned out. When I happened
to look down, 1 noticed a scuba diver
sitting entranced on the bottom 20 feet
below, watching the bodies cavort in the
water above him.

Obviously, he was on to something,
so I decided to investigate scuba diving.
Rummaging around in my luggage, I
unearthed a brochure that listed some 16
outfits on St. Thomas and St. Croix. Most
offered lessons for beginners, costing
between $30 and S$35. It had taken me
two weeks and several hundred dollars,
give or take, to master skiing. I know
people who have paid tennis pros $20
an hour for years and still don’t enjoy
the game. I had always thought that
skindiving was the end result of 11
boring weeks at the local Y.M.C.A. Yet
here were these scuba-diving schools
offering same-day service. Students, the
brochure promised, would be diving by
the end of the day.

I picked one and walked into a tiny
office located in a downtown Charlotte
Amalie bar, where I shook hands with
Joe Vogel, the most experienced instruc-
tor on the islands. Vogel was one of our
first Navy frogmen. War may be hell, but
it's great training for the resort business.

Explaining his operation, Vogel told

me he conducts a class for beginners
cvery alternoon at his house. Students
get a two-hour lecture on the mechanics
of a regulator, the technology that will
keep them alive underwater, and on
safety procedures. Alter the lecture, he
takes the class to Coki Bay, a sparkling
cove, for instruction in basic emergency
tactics—clearing a face mask, expelling
water from a regulator, recognizing cur-
rents. How to avoid fatigue and panic.

The next day, my girlfriend and I met
our classmates—a pair of newlyweds, the
president of an equipmentrental com-
pany and an ex-heartattack victim.
With a cup of Navy coffee close at hand,
Vogel stripped a regulator and explained
the mysteries of water and air pressure.
A half hour later, we were in chest-deep
water wearing tanks, masks, snorkels,
safety vests, weights and Hippers. We
moved out into deeper water to chase
multicolored fish through psychedelic
coral formations, doing barrel rolls,
swimming backward, floating upside
down. At the end of the hour, Vogel
invited the class to come back the next
day for a sunrise dive (cost: $20 per
person, equipment included). He would
pick us up at our hotels between 5:30
and six. The entire class signed up.
Prior to that moment, I would have
sworn that there was nothing under
heaven that would cause me to rise at
such an unnatural hour.

The morning dive was effortless, grace-
ful, awesome. We could see nearly 125
feet through the unbelievably clear wa-
ter. Vogel brought along a plastic bag
filled with bread crumbs. We fed the fish,
which seemed to be waiting for us. We
saw squid and barracuda. My girlfriend
and I touched hands underwater, think-
ing of the day we would dive alone, free
to discover the meaning of the DIVERS Do
I DEEPER bumper sticker.

.

The Virgin Islands are a diver's para-
dise. You can sign up for a night dive
(520); or charter a boat and explore the
wreck of the Rhone (the boat filmed in
The Deep) off Tortola in the British
Virgins. If you have a free half day, take
a boat to Buck Island, five miles off St.
Croix, where there is an 880-acre under-
water national park. There you can ol
low a trail with submerged markers that
identify the natural formations. Or you
can cxplore underwater caves, coral pil-
lars and the spectacular waters off St
John, where there's another aquatic
park. ——JAMES R, PETERSEN

To get a start on scuba diving, send
a self-addressed  stamped envelope to
Playboy Reader Service, 919 North Mich-
igan Avenue, Chicago, Hiinois 60611, for
a list of schools in the U.S. Virgin
Islands. Jacques Cousteau, watch your ass.
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w COMING ATTRACTIONS ¢

DOL cossIp: Plans are under way to re-
I vive two old TV classics—The Original
Amateur Hour and Ralph Edwards’ This Is
Your Life. The latter is currently the
number-one hit in London and Australia
and Edwards wants the new American
version to be done live and with an m.c.
other than himself. . . . Columbia has
picked up the film rights to the Broad-
way smash Annie for (leapin’ lizards!)
$9.500,000, the largest amount ever paid
for rights to a musical. . . . Neil Diamond
will probably star in MGM's contempo-
rary version ol The Jazz Singer, now in
development. . . . Lucky Jeff Bridges, who

Summer

just got done starring with Farrah Fawcett-
Majors in Somebody Killed Her Fusband,
is off to Munich to costar with Bianca
Jagger in The Ringer. . . . Ant Buchwald
has titled his new collection of columns
The Buchwald Stops Heve. It's due out
this fall. . . . Beginning this summer,
Bantam will publish a series of original
Conan novels starting with Conan the
Swordsman. Later, Bantam will put out
the novelization of the Conan flick in
which Arold Schwarzenegger has been
signed to star. . . . Bette Midler will star in
The Rose, now rolling in New York and
L.A.—it’s a musical love story that plavs
off the turmoil of the late Sixties, with
Bette playing a concert rock singer. . . .
Alex Haley may appear as himsell in the
last two howrs ol ABC's Roots: The Sec-
ond Hundred Yeas, to air in 1979. The
last sequence will deal with Haley's
search for his r00ts. . . . Neil Bogar, presi-
dent of Casablanca Record & FilmWorks,
is working on bringing Donna Summer's
album, Once Upon a Time, 1o Broadway
as a musical production,
L3

NO, IT's NOT TRUMAN CAPOTE: Mario Puzo
has finished his first novel since The
Godfather and Putnam plans a “huge
first printing” in October. (Godfather
has sold over 15,000,000 copies to date.)
The new one, Fools Die, is a big, pano-
ramic novel spanning four decades. The
principal character is a compulsive gam-
bler named Merlyn who writes an ex-
traordinarily successful novel and gets
caught up in Vegas, Hollywood and the
New York literary scene. Word has it
that one ol Puzo’s main characers is
based on a “wellknown contemporary
author who is known to be flamboyant
and very much into machismo.”

SAMURAI DELICATESSEN: NBC has picked
up the rights to James Clavell’s enormous,
best-selling novel Shogun and plans to
produce an equally enormous 15-hour
miniseries next year. The book takes place
in 17th Century Japan, where the warrior
code reigns supreme, and is chock-full of
gory beheadings, suicides and grisly im-
palements. Violence-in-TV fanatics ought
to have a field day unless the network
plans to soften the touch. Meantime,
Clavell is completing a new novel, The
Noble House, about the descendants of the
characters in Shogun and his earlier book
Tar-Pan living in present-day Hong Kong,

.

SEQUELMANIA: Sylvester Stallone has writ-
ten a script for Rocky II that, we're told,
marries off Rocky and Adrian and con-
centrates on their conflicts. “She's still
growing as a person and Rocky is back
playing stickball with nine-vear-olds.
They're gwwing apart,” is the way
Stallone describes the plot. There wiil
be another big fight scene in the sequel.
Beyond that, Stallone plans yet another
Rocky sequel (“It was planned as a
trilogy,” he says); a life story of Edgar
Allan Poe; and possibly a sequel to
Paradise Alley. He has also written
scripts for two other films—T7enderloin
and Bodyguard. Aside [rom that, Sly's
not too busy.

e

SON OF “‘GONG’": Chuck (T he Gong Show)
Barris has a wild new TV series in the
works called The $1.98 Beauly Conlest.
Celebrity panelists will judge female

|

=

Barris
contestants (anyone from 16 to 60 qual-
ifies) in several categories—talent, bath-
ing suit, personality, etc—and the lucky
winner gets exactly $1.98 and the chance
to promenade down the ramp wearing
“a dried rabbitskin around her shoul-
ders, a corsage ol lettuce and garlic and
a ten-cent crown on her head,” while
m.c. Rip Taylor croons an appropriate
melody. “It's a spool of all beauty con-
tests,” says our source. "Our goal is to
put beauty contests away [or good.” Bar-
ris is hoping for a [all air date.
®

IT'S ONLY ROCK 'N' ROLL: Another in a
Iong series of rock-’n'-roll movies due
out this year is The Buddy Holly Siory,
starring Gary Busey (he played Barbra
Streisand’s road manager in A Star Is
Born). The flick follows Buddy Holly's life

Stallone

from 1956, when he had his first big hit,
to 1959, when he died in a plane crash.
The blm is unique in that all recording
was done on the set to give the concert
sequences an authentic feeling. In all,
Busey sings 15 Holly tunes, which will
come out in an accompanying album this
June. The sound-track record deal, by
the way, was the biggest in history.
LJ

pyNamic puo: When asked recently
whom he'd most like to work with in a
film, John Travelta promptly replied, “Lily
Tomlin." John's wish has come true—
the two will star in Moment to Moment,

Travolta

Tomlin

a comic love story written and to be
directed by Lily's longtime friend and
collaborator, Jane Wagner. “Lily pln}'s
a rich Beverly Hills housewife who [alls
in love with a young drifter, Travolta,”
says executive producer Kevin McCor-
mick. “It’s essentially a two-character
movie. We're counting on the extraordi-
nary chemistry that has developed be-
tween Lily and John.” Tomlin has also
signed to play the title role in Univer-
sal's The Incredible Shrinking Woman, a
contemporary version of the 1957 classic.
]

DOUBLE BILL: George C. Scott and wile
Trish Van Devere have teamed up again to
play dual roles in Stanley Donen’s Double
Feature. The film, written by Larry (Oh,
God!) Gelbart and Sheldon Keller is exactly
what its title suggests—two flms sepa-
rated by newsreels and previews. Both
are spools of those wonderful, corny old
movies now relegated to Late, Late
Shows. The frst is Dynamite Hands,
a boxing film in the Cagney/Garficld
genre, about a poor kid whe makes good
in the prize-ight racket; the second,
Baxter's Beauties of 1933, is your basic
Ruby Keeler musical in which a chorine
with a heart of gold becomes a star, finds
her long-lost father and falls in love all
on the same night. "Both Rlns,” says
Trish, “use every clich¢ in the book; the
secret to delivering lines like that is to be
sincere.” All the actors—Art Carney, Eli
Wallach, Barbara Harris, Red Buttons and
Jocelyn Brando (Marlon's sister, in her
first hlm since The Chase)—play roles in
both features. “In Hands, I'm the hght-
er'’s girlfriend, a wueblue, dewy-eyed
type,” says Trish, “and in Beaulies, 'm her
exact opposite—a spoiled bitch of a
Broadway star.”"—JoHN BLUMENTHAL



INTRODUCING
BAN SUPER SOLID

- NEW BAN
SUPER SOLID™
ANTI-PERSPIRANT
GIVES YOU
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There will always
be men whose tastes
demand the tradi-
‘ tional
Like Amphora Pipe
) Tobacco.
Created in the Dutch
J tradition, Amphora 1s a
mellow, full-bodied
smoke, yet bite-free.
With a subtle taste, a
gentle aroma.
Amphora. For the
man who moves corm-
fortably in today's
world, but still has a
taste for tradition.

AMPHORA ¥

| The pipe tobacco with

The Dutch Touch.




THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

0 have an unusual dilemma. Two female
acquaintances (a beautiful blonde and
a wellbuilt brunette) have recently in-
vited me to join them in bed. This is
the sexual fantasy of most men in Amer-
ica, but it has me stumped. I have never
been in a ménage & trois, and I don’t
have the foggicst idea of how one man-
ages lwo women at once. Any tips would
be appreciated.—S. F., Raleigh, North
Carolina.

1t’s simple. First you huddle. Then you
iell the blonde to go long on the count
of three, while the brunclte goes oul
frve yards and button-hooks. We suspect
that things will work oul. When the
two women n a Iriangle initwale a get-
together, they usually have something in
mind. They may double-team you, in
which case you should jusi sit back and
enjoy. One of them may lend a helping
hand; i.c., while you are making love lo
one, Lthe other will stroke, kiss or nibble
whatever comes in view. Or they may
spend the cvening pleasuring each other,
in which case you should lake along a
good book to read.

Alas, I spent most of last year's tennis
scason courtside, because early on | de-
veloped that bane of all players, tennis
elbow. I don’t want the same thing to
happen again; so how do I prevent it>—
M. L., Pittsburgh, Pennsylvama.

Easy. Just call Oscar Goldman at
OS5I headquarters and tell him youw've
got $6,000,000 for one of his bionic
bodies. Or you can whip your own body
into million-dollar shape, whichever is
more practical. Tennis elbow, just like
most sporls injuries, comes from fpoor
conditioning and poor lechnique. The
elbow s simply not made lo take the
strain of hitling a tennis ball al high
speed. The looseness of the joint com-
bined with the sirain will cause the
inflammation known as lennis elbow.
You can stvengthen the hitling arm this
way: Lay your forearm flat on a table
palm down, grasp a bar bell weighing
no more than three pounds and curl
your wrist upward and hold. Repeat the
excrcise up to 15 times, then increase
the weight, Do not continue if you feel
pain. Progressive rvesislance s whal
you're after. Bul your best bel is lo
hit the ball right. Novice players rely
on their forearms to hit balls. The
pros use their shoulders and  body
weight. To do that, youw've got lo be
in position to hit the ball. Footwork
is the key. You don’t want to have io
strelch for your forehand or bend your
wrist on your backhand. In fact, a- two-
handed backhand should be part of your
arsenal. According to Dy. Robert G. Ad-

dison, 90 percent of lennis-elbow cases
are caused by an improper backhand. If
yow've had problems before, it will help
to reduce your string tension to maybe
50 pounds. Above all, work into the sea-
son gradually. As in other sports, a little
foreplay will do wonders for your game.

T his is not the sort of problem you
usually deal with, but I've decided to
write to you about it, anyway. Over the
past few years, I've found a dishearten-
ing pattern in my social relationships.
I've gone to bed with more women than
I've wanted to—for the simple reason
that I couldn’t think of anything better
to do with them at the time. We go out
to a movie or dinner and the next thing
I know, we're at my place. 1 live in
a one-bedroom apartment and there's
not much to do there except get it on.
The problem is, sometimes 1 find myself
with a woman and don’t really want her.
It’s a bummer to have sex with a woman
I'm not really interested in, but some-
times the opportunity for sex arrives
hefore I've made up my mind. I go
through the motions. The next morning,
I feel horrible. Am 1 being too sensi-
tiver—E. G., Madison, Wisconsin.

We should all be so unfortunale. Seri-
ously, sex therapists have reported that
more and more men complain aboul be:
ing pressured by circumstances into hav-
ing sex before they are really ready for
il. Bernie Zilbergeld, author of “Male

Sexuality,” points out that “even in these
days of instant sex and instant intimacy,
sex still means something special to most
people; it's not something you do with
just anyone. In sex, you allow a unique
access Lo yourself—to your nudity, lo the
feel and smell of your body and iis fluids,
And it can go even further. You may
allow access to your emotions, al least to
your interest and excitement. In doing
5o, you run the risk that this may be the
start of real contact with the other per-
son, a kind of intimacy, with all the
possibilities and dangers thal intimacy
implies.” In shorl, you discover that you
are nol an easy loy. Zilbergeld suggests
that people with this attitude lry mini-
mal contact on first encounters—coffce
dates, short walks, a movie, dinncr, then
dropping her off. One of the benefits of
this approach is that you gel to hknow
each other. In addition, you can discuss
sexual preferences before you get into
bed—that way, if and when you do, il’s
likely 1o go well.

Rcccntly, I went through some of my
old Sixties records, hoping to rekindle
some memories. I was surprised to find
that they didn’t seem to have the sparkle
they used to have. In fact, a lot of them
seemed to be pretty flat. Can records
lose some of their brilliance after being
stored, or is it the equipment I'm using
(some of which is as old as the rec
ords)?>—T. K., Amarillo, Texas.

Are you sitting down, T. K.2 Because
we may have some bad news for you.
Firsi, records do not deleriovate from
storage, only from play. Second, if there
is delerioration of your equipment, you
would have noticed it in playing some
of your newer records. The sad truth
could be that it is you who are deterio-
rating. Mark Tobak, author of “Audio
Alternative,” points oul that the normal
range of human hearing is generally ac-
cepted Lo be from 20 Hz Lo about 20 hHz.
But high-frequency hearing declines with
age. For instance, most young people
can hear above 16 kHz, But by the age
of 40, hearing has dropped to about
13 kHz; by 66, it has dropped to 11 kHz
and many older people cannot hear
above 9 kHz. And, for some reason, hear-
ing ability declines more steeply for men
than for women. If, indeed, Father Time
is the culprit, your only allernatives are
fo turn up the treble or just watch Fido
and boogie when he does.

How's your Latin? My current boy-
friend is a former divinity student, who
gave up the cloth for the carnal. He
seems to be making up for lost time in
bed and, to the best of my abilities and
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With the new AKAI GXC-
730D, great moments in music aren’t
shattered by those not-so-great
moments in cassette rewinding and
flipping.

Instead, a bi-directional GX
record/playback head allows vou to
play both sides continuously.
Automatically.

But the fact that the GXC730D
is the most versatile front-loading
cassette deck on the market is just
the beginning. It’s also loaded with
some pretty fantastic features.

Like Dolby* and AKAI’s exclu-
sive Automatic Distortion Reduction
System (ADRS). Memory rewind.

wal s £ ™

DON'T INTERRUPT
LIFE'S GREAT
PERFORMANCES.

Pause control. Separate right and left
channel record level controls. Soft
touch, direct function operating con-
trols. Peak level indicator. Illumi-
nated VU meters. And all the specs
you'd expect an AKAI top per-
former to deliver.

Hear it at your dealer’s. Or for
more information, write to the
address below. The AKAI GXC-
730D. Dedicated to the proposition
that some of your performances
are just too good to interrupt.

“Dolby Labs, Ltd.

ART COLLECTORS:
For an 18" x 24" reproduction of this Charles Bragg etching suitable for framing.
send 82 to AKAI Dept. PL, PO. Box 6010, Compton, CA 90224, ATTN: Lovers.

inclinations, I have tried to help. Re-
cently, after a bout of oral sex, I asked
if he liked the way I performed fellatio.
He said, with what sounded like dis-
appointment, that actually T had per-
formed irrumatio. Can you tell me what
it is>—S. H., Cambridge, Massachusetts.

Ah, yes. We recall now that our high
school Latin leacher promised wus that
studying a dead language would improve
our vocabulary. It didn’t, but it may
help your sex life. The Romans had two
words for oral sex. Irrumationem indi-
caled a form of buccal copulation in
which the mouth is a passive receplacle,
In [ellationem, the mouth is actively
stimulating the male organ. The fact
that of the two words, only fellatio en-
teved the English language may indicate
a preference. Move to the head of the
class and iry again.

T he last time I ook a vacation, T put
my return ticket in a safe place, because
I would not be using it [or two weeks.
The place was so sale that after the two
weeks, even [ couldn't find it. I called
the airline, but it refused to issue me
another ticket unless I paid for it. Is that
policv>—R. T., New York, New York.

Yowd probably have as much luck
frying 1o get back lost money, because
that’s just what airline tickets are. They
are highly negotiable and often the tar-
gel of thieves who sell stolen blank
tickeis or resell found, filled-in tickets.
Oddly enough, the secrel lo avoiding
ticket problems is: Don’t avoid the mid-
dleman. Try not lo pay cash for your
licket, use a evedit card at the airline
licket office, if possible, or, betier yet,
do your buying through a travel agency.
That way, there is always a vecord of the
lransaction handy, either in your own
credit-card receipl or in the agency’s file.
If you must pay cash, record the ticket
number in a safe place (not the same
place you keep your ticket). That way,
airline personnel can be alerted to watch
for your ticket if il s misused. Mean-
while, fill out a lost-ticket refund appli-
cation at the airline office and hope for
the best, which can come anywhere from
10 days lo four months after your appli-
calton—if, of course, the licket hasn’t
been used. Incidentally, on your next
vacation, deposit your tickel in the hotel
safe. Il ensure your return flight.

Whacs te scoop on PCP? A couple of
my friends have urged me to try it, but I
wanted to check with you first—T. L.,
Memphis, "Tennessce.

The myriad atiractions of PCP (phen-
cyclidine), or Angel Dust, as it is com-
monly called, include profuse sweating,
lack of muscular coordination, speech
impairment, vomiling, paranoia, lack of
concentration, perceptual distortions,
frightening hallucinations, drooling, pro-
longed coma, depression and the nagging
feeling that death might not be so bad



Like the feeling you get every time
you share the sounds and the smells of
a misty morning. .

Like the feeling you get every time
you taste Smooth as Silk Kessler.

Bca o e

.

- Consistently smooth. Sip after sip.
Year after year. Money just can't buy
a smoother whiskey.

SMOOTH AS SILK

KESSLER

el
JULIUS KESSLER COMPANY, LAWRENCEBURG, INDIANA. BLENDED WHISKEY. B0 OR 86 FROOF. 7234 GRATH NEUTRAL SPIRITS.




WHYOUROIL
SHOULD BE STANDARD

EQUIPMENT
ON ALL SMALLER CARS.

Smaller cars demand
even more of a motor oil

Castrol the strength it

than big cars do. Their 4

needs to keep cleaning and
lubricating the narrow

and 6 cylinder engines run

passages in smaller

at considerably higher
revs throughout their

engines. (And if Castrol
can do all this for smaller

entire performance range.

engines, imagine what it

So there’s more heat and
friction in the engine.

can do for bigger, less
demanding ones.)

All this can cause

To prove how good our

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- o —,
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

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.

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-approved
10W-40. After the equivalent of roughly
2,000 miles they found that while Quaker
State and Pennzoil had both shown
significant breakdown, Castrol hadn’t
broken down at all.

So while there are lots of oils to
choose from, only one should be standard

p———. equipment on smaller
N cars. Castrol —the oil
y that doesn’'t break down.

After all, if your
motor oil breaks down,
T who knows what could

br wn next?
0%4 L4 eak do ext

castrol

THE OIL ENGINEERED FOR
SMALLER CARS.



after all. Originally developed as a gen-
eral anesthetic, PCP obuiously didn’t fill
the bill and was velegaled to use as an
immobilizing agenl on subhuman pri-
males, pmbm’n’y over pru."(‘s.‘s of the
S.P.C.A. Take PCP and you become a
subliuman primate, so maybe there is
Justice in the world. Unfortunately, i
has recently hit the streets with a bang,
cither as Angel Dust or passed off as
THC. If you need that kind of kick,
curare 15 quicker and you won’t throw
up. Or wake up. One additional word of
warning: On February 24, 1978, Philips-
Roxane stopped production of PCP and
took it off the markel. What yon Dbuy
now was made in someone's kitchen. You
mught as well snort Ajax.

M}-‘ wile uses different lotions that are
intended for wse all over the body.
Most ol the tmme, she favors a scented
baby oil. The baby oil has [ound its
way to places besides her hands, arms
and legs. She uses this oil olten in
bed. It works verv well for both mastur-
baton and intercourse and feels great.
The question 1s—is 1t safe to use? (As
far as oral sex goes, we always po down
on each other before we apply the oil,
50 it's not a matter of swallowing the
stuff.) Are there any dangers in using
such oils on the more delicate parts of
the bodv>—A. D.. New York, New York.
A doctor friend and his lady have
recently become addicted to a honey-
suckle-scented baby oil that is sold in
health-food stores. He rveporls that the
only danger is the condilioned reaction.
Whenever he sees a botile of the stuff or
smells honeysuckle, he develops an out-
rageous eveclion and an imsaliable crav-
ing for sex. Other than that, oils are
perfectly acceplable aceessovies for love-
making. You may notl have noticed, bul
the consistency of a woman’s natural
lubricating fluids changes during her
menstrual cycle. It also diminishes be-
tween vound one and round two of a
given night. Oils allow easy going when
there's no shortage of sexual energy.

PLA\'HU\' has alwavs been in lavor of
good driving and the thrill that comes
[rom exercising  competence  at hig]l
speeds. I'm considering picking up a
radar-detection unit for one of my cars.
What information do I need? Also, 1
recently acquired a fourcylinder, 650-
c.c. motorcycle thar starts ar 55 mph. I
would love 1o be able to give the bike
its head, but I don't care to lace down
the Man. What are my chances of con-
verting a car unit to fit the biker—]. I,
Chicago, Illinois.

Before you bu}l a unit for your car,
check with local speed freaks andjor a
repulable C.B. dealer. Police have taken
lo using allevnale wave lengths for de-
tecting speeders. The fusl generation of
alarm systems was simple X-band uniis;

WE JUST BUILT YOUR
FIRST 35MM SLR.

[ts uncomplicated.
ItS automatic.
ItS compact.
ItS rugged.

ItS mexpensive.
It5 the difference
between snapshots
and photographs.

IT’S THE MAMIYA

BELL & HOWELL- MAMIYA COMPANY-©1978 All Rights Reserved.
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The ADS 810 speaker

was so accurate that we
could not distinguish its
sound from the original.

... these were the closing comments by Julian Hirschin the January ‘78 issue of STEREO REVIEW.
Here is more of what the renowned audio critic had to say aboul the ADS 810 loudspeaker system:
“The high-frequency dispersion of the 1-inch dome tweeter ,
was truly exceptional.
For agiven sound-pressure level, the 810 actually has less dis- [
tortion than many other speakers we have tested ... the high
efficlency enables it 1o generate as much sound with a 2-walt
Inputas most acoustic-suspension speakers with 10 watts.

... the tone-burst output of the 810 over the full audio range
was as nearly perfect as we can recall seeing. — 1
[The 810 has] strikingly clean, un-boomy bass and a crisp, @i
detailed high end ... the speaker's overall balance is out-
standing ...

The ADS 810 ... was so accurate that we could not distinguish
its sound from the original in a side-by-side comparison.”

We could tell you the many reasons why ADS speakers have be-
come so popular; but instead of talking about ultra low mass
drivers, proprietary sticky damping compound. and all the in- §
gredients that make ADS speakers so accurate and such a fan- |
tastic value at less than $375.00, we would
rather send you a reprint of the complete re-
view and an "*Introduction to ADS "

Belter yet, why don'l you visit your selected
local ADS high fidelity specialist and conduct
your own review of the superb ADS 810, its
smaller brother the ADS 710, or any other fine I
ADS speaker for your home.

For mone infomnation on PE& BIOC-7BTS
] ADS Mersohaie Soaokery [ ADS Cor Systerms

() ADS Spnakets for Ihe Home ) ADS Stutio Morition
Sard ths coupon o

ADS, Ancriog & Digilol Systems, inc.

One Progress Way. Winington, MA O1887

MAME

STREET
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e’s wearing someﬂ:ling
that makes him different
from every other man.

You can't see it because it5 a fragrance... =
the remarkable fragrance called Mon Triomphe. VON
Mon Triomphe is designed to mix with a man’s body. il ™OMME
chemistry to give every man who wears it his own
individual scent. Cive your man something that's
as distinctive as he is. Give him Mon Triomphe.

COLOGNE, AFTER SHAVE, MUSK PLUS COLOGNE, AND OTHER FINE GROOMINC AIDS.

now there are alarm systems to alert for
K-band radar. (The use of K band is as
low as three percent in some areas and
you might not necd to shell out the extra
cash for the extra capacity.) Converting
the unit to motorcycle use poses some
problems. When mounted in a car, the
unil warns a driver of a Smokey first by
issuing an audible beep, then by flash-
ing a light. The wind conditions of high-
speed riding on a bike make the audible
alarm practically worthless (especially if
you're wearing a helmet). To keep the
light in sight, youw'd have io mount the
unit on the handle bars or lhe gas tank—
the units are light enough (as litlle as
three ounces) but do not contribute to
what might be referred to as a low pro-
file. In Virginia, police will confiscate
any unit they see and fine the shit out of
its owner. You will be hassied in other
stales—and thal’s only by the legal bea-
gles. There are other outlaws out there,
You might as well gift-wrap a C.B. unit
as pul one of these babies in plain view.

s{‘\‘(‘rul months ago, vou published a
letter on honevmoon cystitis, a disease
that causes a burning sensation in the
bladder. You suggested that there was no
known preventative. There is, in fact, a
very simple measure that I can personally
vouch for, as can a close [riend who
suffered even more than L. Cystitis is an
infection caused by foreign bacteria’s
being forced into the woman's urcthra
during sex. I, before getting started, the
woman has a glass or two of water (or
champagne), then, after she’s finished,
makes a trip to the john to get rid of
the liquid, the litde nasties get washed
out. I promise you that she won't have a
cystitis problem. This absurdly simple
technique is almost unknown. Most gyne-
cologists tell you the disease is part ol
being a woman and give you a bill
Worse yet, if you're single, you get fa-
therly advice about being a good girl.
I'm sure that your readers will find this
a great help.—Miss M. K., Indian Har-
bour Beach, Florida.

Thanks for the tip. We checked with
several gynecologists and urologisis; they
say that pre- and posteoital urination is
also recommended as a preventalive
against many kinds of venercal discase.
It doesn’t aheays work, bul it is beller
than a life of abstinence. Even death is
better than thai,

All reasonable questions—from fash-
ion, food and drink, stereo and sporis cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and eliquelte—
will be personally answered if the writler
includes a stamped, self-addressed en-
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611. The
most provocalive, perlinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.



Decisions...decisions... Make your decision
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20 FILTER
CIGARETTES

The only low-tar filter with Pall Mall taste and flavor

0n|y7 mg- tar Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

7 mg."tar”, 0.6 mg. nicatine av. per cigarette by FTC method.
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Norelcointroduces
the Solid-State Shave.

The new Norelco Solid-State Rotary Razor
is a shining example of Norelco leadership in
the razor industry.

It’s the first razor in history to combine
solid-state technology with these dramatic
new features: it has a built-in charger that
recharges in only 8 hours, and automatically
adjusts to any voltage in any country in the

The n4 Norelco Solid-State Rotary Razor:
It puts the shave of the future in the palm of your hand.

world! What’s more, it’s cord/cordless,
so you'll never run out of a charge.

The new Norelco Solid-State Razor
also has 36 rotary blades inside 3 floating
heads. And is designed at a unique new
shaving angle to provide the closest, most

comfortable shave on the face of "
the earth. With no “Gotcha!”

®
No'.e/co 11975 North American Philips Corporation, 100 East 42nd Street, New York, N.Y. 10017




THE PLAYBOY SEX POLL

an informal survey of current sexual attitudes, behavior and insights

Attractive Ph.D. male with genius
1.Q. wants to fuck brilliant woman.
Can only make it if she is as vemark-
ably learned as I am. Good looks
important but great mind essential.
Send copies of academic honors,
Stanford-Binel lest rvesulls, state ca-
reer achicvements, including a list of
all books you've read and writien,
to: Box 69, New York, New York.

Personal ads like that one never ap-
pear in porn papers. When enticing
bedmates with erotic qua]iﬁcatinns.
brains are rarely the big lure. Why? For
a long time, intellectuals have had a
dowdy, Victorian reputation that makes
them as sexually appetizing as a 300-
year-old religious scroll. The highly edu-
cated have also been pictured as burning
up so much energy stimulating their
minds that they have no sparks left for
igniting their bodies.

Strange how less intelligent people
have the opposite image. Think of the
horny but slow-witted cowpoke stud or
the hot dumb-blonde number, for in-
stance. Perhaps this idea caught on be-
cause it was believed that people who
were mental midgets were closer to their
animalistic instincts than those savants
whose minds were always off in some
ivory tower of deep thought. When it
comes to fucking, who gives a damn
about what lies between the ears? Isn't it
what lies between the legs that counts?

In our never-ending quest for carnal
knowledge, we decided to uncover the
connection between eroticism and intel-
ligence. We posed the following question
to 100 men and 100 women and to
pPLAYBOY rcaders: Is sex better with lov-
ers who are smart?

Because we're always interested in
finding out how males perceive females,
and vice versa, we also posed a reverse
question: Do you think the majority of
the opposite sex prelers fucking people
who are smart?

]

Q: MEN, DO YOU THINK
MOST WOMEN PREFER SEX
WITH LOVERS WHO ARE
SMART?

Seventymine percent of the men said
yes: “Bright [cllows tend to be much
more intuitively sensitive to a girl's
needs—which parts of her body need the
most stroking, nibbling, sucking . . . and,
of course, that's very desirable.”

“They want all guys to be as hand-

SEX AND INTELLIGENCE

some as Robert Redford, built like
Arnold Schwarzenegger, as smart as a
computer and hung like a horse. Thank
God I come so close.”

“Most females want sex with smart
matles—craving guys who can romance
them. The bright ones are clever enough
to know just how women want to be
wooed; from the slow, erotic removal of
all the clothes, followed by long lines of
burning kisses over every square inch
of flesh and then, finally, when she’s on
the verge of [reaking out with passion,
the cock is plunged into the cunt. Stupid
guys just want to jerk themselves off in a
tight wet hole.”

“One of the most painful experiences
ol lile, for a woman, is the morning
alter a great night of lust, when she real-
1zes her Lothario is a lunkhead. This has
to happen to a shrewdy only a [ew times
and she'll swear off fucking [ools forever.”

Twentv-one percent of the men
guessed that women preferred sex with
less intelligent guys: “Giant cocks that
stay stiff lorever are still the great turn-
ons {or women the world over, and men
thus endowed don’t have to have brains.”

“You can’t believe how many ex-girl-
friends of mine have said they are into

numskulls, Seems they're less complex
psychologically and their brains are more
in touch with their X-rated pleasure cen-
ters than with their problem centers.”

“If a guy has that good ole raw sex
appeal, most girls will overlook the lack
of intellect, at least for the duration of
a flamingly fantastic night in bed.”

“All a modern girl hopes for in a
lover is that he not be so stupid that he
can’t figure out her ass from her elbow.”

.

Q! WOMEN, DO YOU THINK
SEX IS BETTER WITH MEN
WHO ARE SMART?

Filty-three percent of the women said
yes: “Technically, a man has to have a
certain amount of knowledge of a wom-
an’s body so he knows exactly what to
do—how to suck on her nipples just
right. the best ways to play around in
side her cunt with his fingers, tongue and
cock—a dumb guy won't take the nitia-
tive and find all that out, while bright
studs tend to read up on all those X-
rated essentials.”

“Educated lellows are less likely to be
hung up by religious dogma and old
taboos, and I've always found that my
cleverer lovers are avid specialists in cun-
nilingus, sucking, slurping and happily
burying themselves in my snatch because
thev've transcended all those traditional
strictures against such joyous playing.”

“It's the bright ones who tend to he
very verbal while [ucking, whispering
elaborately described images of what
their mouth is going to make me feel as
it moves over my skin toward myv pussy.
The more I'm talked to, sexy/fancy like
that, the more turned on I get.”

“Yeah. I prefer "emn smart. But intro-
duce me to a sensitive Neanderthal and
I might change my mind.”

Fortyseven percent of the women pre-
ferred sex with less intelligent men:
“I can really let myself go with a stupid
man and pump my pussy, seream, vell
and generally act totally uninhibited
with my body. You see, I never have to
worry about what he thinks of me.”

“Oh, dumb [ucks are the best fucks.
The mhibitions aren’t there; the ones
that make smart guys too fastidious to
do all the good stuff, like eat me out,
bite my tits and, best of all, ram me
hard up the ass.”

“Sensitivity is very limportant to me.
And I've found that a highly intelligent
man who’s insensitive is a hell of a
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BRADSHAW 12...BALDNESS 0

Terry scores over
hair loss with
New Man ‘Qaylar:!!

-

You can too! at your

EWMAN (

BAR B ER / STY L IST New Man of Canada: Aspasie Inc., Rue St. Georges,
‘ I selected New Man be- St. Barnabe Nord, Quebec, Canada GOX 2KO

cause | am darned demanding
and New Man Qaylar answered
all my needs. Natural looking. ..
natural living. Work or Play.
And now you can get with New
Man, too. At one of the thou-
sands of certified, trained New
Man barber/stylists coast-
to-coast.

Look for the display with my

F“““
@ Mr. Terry Bradshaw

® iﬂw World Headquarters

7325 Wayzata Blvd.
Minneapolis, Minnesota 55426

1 am interested in natural appearance, too.
Please tell me about New Man Qaylar.

picture or send for name and Name
address of the New Man stylist =
nearest you. § § Address
ﬂ City _
/A‘;{M State Zip_ o
Phone ( )

CALL 800-328-0788

In Minnesata Call Collect [612) 545- 3838 ©1978 NEW MAN and QA fisrgiipriomarkalliept, %

Discover Air
The ful Way To Sleep

Original
Velveteen
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The AIR egm BED has become synonomous with the most tevolu ® Boating * A Play Pad
hionary and luxurious way to spend a third of your bfe You are e e BED DT SO S
gently but firmly supported by 100% air snstead of metal springs Please send me the following Air Bedis)
and stuffing. Many chiropractors agree the structured Aiwr Coil Bed I not satisfied | can return in 10 days for a refund.
h_as unprecedented orthopedic value as a permanent mattress. [l Twin 549.95(ltem 2335)
Lightweight__Sensual.. Adjusts to your comfort. The Air Bed 1s an l L| Full $69.95{lten 2354) l
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your body evenly and independently. LI Please Charge My Credit Card
Store it on a shell. take it camping. use it In your van, boal. Sum- @ ) Bank Americard . Diners Club
mer home, on a floor or in a frame. Sunbathe and float on it N!l [ Master Charge | American Express '
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lot worse lover than a blockhead who's
gentle and understanding. Usually, the
smarter they are, the meaner they are, in
my experience. So give me a loving,
muttonhead prick any time.”

“Less educated guys are less compli-
cated, so they concentrate on the fuck-
ing itself and let their bodies get into
the flow of the passion, rather than dis-
cussing what they'll do. Who wants a
blow-by-blow analysis rather than just
a good blow job? Not me.”

“You know what they say: ‘Small
brains, big cock.” In my experience,
that’s absolutely true. And I love it,”

“As long as I get off, 1 don't care if
I'm with Einstein or Elmer Fudd. If he
can find my cunt, I'm happy."

.

Q: WOMEN, DO YOU THINK
MOST MEN PREFER SEX WITH
LOVERS WHO ARE SMART?

Seventy-five percent of the women said
no: “Are vou kidding? First. you have to
get them to admit that we have a brain.”

“Oh, almost every fellow I've known
let slip that he wanted to screw sense-
lessly with dumb broads, because that
type of woman will do anything men ask
her 1o do. without question—even suc-
cumbing to heavy sexual slave routines
or licking out their assholes,”

“Males, poor dears, are so emotionally
Iragile. They are much more comfort-
able having affairs with women who are
mentally unexciting, because these gals
wouldn’t be o sharp, critical or de-
mand that a man use his lips, tongue
and fingers to memorize her erogenous
zones and be tested on them, like an in-
telligent, erotically savwy woman would.”

“As long as all our holes are lubri-
cated and we keep our mouths closely
clamped around their cocks, guys can't
get enough”

“If it were true that men pot off the
best with smart ladies, how could you
explain their endless fascination with
screwing teenagers, who, by and large,
are rather uninvolved thinkers, to say
the leastz”

Twenty-five percent ol the women
guessed that most men preferred smart
women: “Oh, of course they do—it's
from a peculiar neced for conquest. If a
guy can woo a bright lemale into lus
sack and fuck her silly, he's proved to
himsell that he's capable of attracting
someone really worth while.”

“Ol course guys prefer to fuck smart
women. Men like to be challenged in
their minds, too—not just engaged in
the bodily conquest of a sexy statue.”

“The majority of males know that
educated ladies have a higher sense of
sell-esteem and, with that, they are more
confident of cvervthing, including their
high-prade fuckability.”

“Any lellow who prefers an idiot in
bed ends up with a girl only as smart



Britain's great classic sportscar hasit
all, and so can you: the sun on your
face, the wind in your hair and all the
vibrant action that only comes from
driving an authentic race-bred, wide-
open sports machine,

The MGB’s handling and perfor-
mance have what it takes to hold the
SCCA Class E Championship for this
year, as it has for six of the last seven
years. This remarkable agility and
stamina come from a suspension
system born of competition, a short-
throw four-speed stick, quick, pre-
cise rack and pinion steering, a stout

MGB. THE CLASSIC WIDE-OPEN SPORTS CAR

hearted, 1798cc fourcylinder engine,
and decisive front disc brakes.

And all that action comes beauti-
fully wrapped in one clean, honest
sweep of steel and entertainment.
The MGB is much more than a living,
classic, wide-open sports car: it's a
whole lot of fun to drive. So drive one,
soon. For the name of the dealer
nearest you, call these numbers toll-
free: (800) 447-4700, or,
in lllinois, (800) 322-4400.
British Leyland Motors
Inc., Leonia, New
Jersey 07605.
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THE GAUNTLET?

Is Dirty Harry cleaning up his act?

A shocking, personal interview on the |

brutal effects of violence
and superstardom.

OUI'S 2ND ANNUAL
(ALMOST) SEX AWARDS

For distinguished idiocy

#and supreme valor in the realm of the

senses. And the nominees are. ..

PLAYING HARDBALL WITH £

THE DODGERS

An unsportsmanlike report on the
almost world champions by
supersleuths Lance Rentzel

and Fred Dryer.

50 MOST OUTRAGEQUS
ELVIS MYTHS

For starters: Is Elvis
really dead?

LAYS OF THE LAND

Where to go to get what you
really want on your next vacation.

PLUS

Seven great sports cars
for under $10,000, the nose as sex
organ, using dentistry to solve sex
crimes, girls who like to get hurt,
how to get a loan,
rock clones and other hot flashes.

JUNE OUI ON SALE NOW!

AS CLINT EASTWOOD RUN |

as himself. Tortunately, that's a very
small percentage of men.”
®

Q: MEN, DO YOU THINK SEX
IS BETTER WITH WOMEN
WHO ARE SMART?

Fifty-eight percent of the men said
yes: “Of course intelligent women are
better in bed. If they weren't, I would
have lived with a series of cheap, in-
flatable, well-lubricated dummies with
huge tits, plastic cunts and air between
their ears.”

“Really bright gals are usually more
competitive in everything they do. While
making love with me, they generally try
to outdo all the other lovers they think
I've had, so they gyrate their snatches,
writhe against me and squeeze and kiss
me with unbelievable passion. Best fucks
in the world.”

“Much as 1 dig making love, the in-
tellectual side of me always wants to
‘come’ first, so foreplay is as much having
a stimulating conversation with a lovely,
intelligent woman as it is slowly remov-
ing her clothes and nibbling her all over
her body.”

“The best lays I've ever had were the
ones who were willing to try anything
for the sake ol a thrill; such adventures
as fucking in the ass, group sex, bondage
and stuff like that. Only clever women
are curious about exploring their limits
of pleasure and then letting me push
them even further.”

“Part of sublime screwing is the talk
before and the cigarette afterward. Un-
fortunately, with a not-too-bright gal,
you get only silence belore and tobacco
stains afterward.”

Forty-two percent of the men pre-
ferred lovers who were less intelligent:
“As long as a gnl's tits are firm, her ass
is small, her cunt is wet and she's smart
enough to pet undressed without an in-
struction manual, then she's the best.”

“The more ignorant a chick, the more
likely she is to accept the traditional
view of being alive only to please the
male species—in bed, she can't think of
anything but making me come.”

“Dumb girls are always more narcis-
sistic, into primping and making them-
sclves gorgeous and desirable for a man.
You know, wet lips, revealing clothes,
promising eyes, the works. I have to
admit, my ego gets very turned on by
that, not to mention my dick.”

Summary: A large proportion of the
women—three to one—Dbelieved that al-
most all guys desired bird-brained bed-
mates. Not so. The majority of men
actually said they most enjoved making
it with ladies who had a lot on the ball;
indicating that in the mind of many a
female, no matter how liberated she is,
there sull lwrk a few stereotypes about
masculinity. Women are willing to give
themselves a great deal of credit for hav-

ing grown erotically freer since the Six-
ties, but they're not giving their mates
any laurels for similar development.
This discrepancy has often cropped up
in the results of our previous polls.

It was almost comical to find that our
male pollees also got stuck stercotyping
the opposite sex, but in the opposite
way. By almost four to one, they were
sure that women longed for intelligent
lovers, when only a little more than half
the females said they did. The fact that
a fairly large proportion of gals was
turned on by horny dumbbells is a fur-
ther reflection of the new-found female
ability to have satisfying physical affairs
while staying uninvolved intellectually.

When it came to giving their own
preferences, women who immediately
said “Intelligent” stuck firmly by their
answers. However, it was difhcult for a
lot of the ladies who fancied lunkhead
lovers to admit to that fact initially.
Only after a fair amount of conversa-
tion and our setting them at ease were
they able to pet over their embarrass-
ment and admit their choice. This did
not hold true for the men. They were
perfectly relaxed about discussing their
cravings for either sparkling minds or
empty heads.

In the answers of both groups who
loved smart partners, they linked smart
with a thirst for adventure, excitement
and a wild spivit of daring when fucking.
This willingness to break out of tradi-
tional behavior in bed and allow each
partner an equal position on the mat-
tress scems associated with a well-educat-
ed person’s awareness of the recent
developments in sexual freedom.

However, in the “dumb”™ choices,
themes of power and control were often
the key reasons given. Our females and
males relished themselves in the role of
sexual conqueror. They believed their
own superior intelligence gave them an
edge over less sharp lovers.

An invitation to readers: It's been
some time since porn movies were in the
headlines. We assume that most of you
did your civic duty and caught a screen-
ing of Deep Throat, Behind the Green
Door or one of the Johnny (Wadd)
Come Latelies just to see what the fuss
was all about. Maybe, by now, the usher
at the local adult theater knows you and
your date by name. Time to confess. We
want to know the following: What is it
that turns vou on (or off) when you watch
an erotic movie? And what do you think
it is that turns on members of the oppo-
site sex when they watch an erotic movie?
Send your response to: The Playboy
Reader Sex Poll, 919 North Michigan
Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611.

—HOWARD SMITH AND LESLIE HARLID

The response to previous polls has
been so great that we are adding a spe-
cial seclion—"Sex Poll Feedback”—de-
voled to reader letlers. Turn lo page 68
and enjoy.



WHY PIONEER IMPROVED
THE CASSETTE DECK THAT DIDN'T
NEED IMPROVING.

INTRODUCING PIONEER'S CT-F4242.
THE LOGICAL SUCCESSOR TO
THE WORLD'S BEST SELLING CASSETTE DECK.

Over the past two years, Pioneer’s CT-F2121
has satistied more people than any other cassette
deck. Mainly because it offered

ae the features of the most
- expensive front-loading
cassette decks. Without

" r e B (he expensive price.
s 7/ But there remained
r_. -

Pioneer’s engineers.
Perfectionists, who are
constantly looking for ways to improve our high
tidelity components. No matter how good they are.

One result of this attitude is Pioneer’s new
CT-F4242.

Its new push-button oil-damped door, for
instance, doesn't tiltin like the CT-F2121’s, or out
like others. It slides neatly up over the tape
compartment. SO it's easier o get your cassetie in
and out of the cassette deck.

This same kind of thinking went into
repositioning the tape heads. We've placed them
right at your fingertips. So it's no hassle to keep
them free of dust and in good working order.

. There are also a lot of other features on the

. new CT-F4242 that you won't see on other modestly

ed cassette decks. Like a three-position bias
qualization switch, instead of the: o

-: - 5 -
‘...o- O -'."..~_' . e

THE WORLD'S BEST SELLING CASSETTE DECK

*Walnut veneer wood cabinet optional at extra cost.
S1977 U S Ploneer Elecronics, 85 Onlord Dr, Moonachie, N | 07074

N one highly critical group ot
people who still weren't
completely satistied.
THE PIONEER CT-F2121 .

conventional two, to help you get the most out of
every kind of tape. And a six-fin tape drive shaft to
hold your cassettes more securely.

But the most impressive teatures on the new
CT-F4242 are the ones you can't see.

Inside, tor example, where many cassette
decks use a small ywheel that can cause wow and
flutter, the flywheel in the new CT-F4242 is
massive. This simply means that you'll get cleaner
and crisper recordings.

Then there’s our dolby system that adds
clarity to the music by reducing tape hiss enough to
produce an incredible signal-to-noise ratio of 62
decibels. A tigure comparable to far more expensive
equipment.

And although you'll tind @ multiplex filter
switch on many-cassette decks, you won't find one
on the CT-F4242. It's built-in. So you literally can't
make a bad FM recording.

If you're beginning to get the idea that there
are vast differences between the CT-F4242 and
other decks for anywhere near the same price,
you're right.

- Just visit your Pioneer dealer where you can
listen to what we've done to make the world's best
selling cassette deck even better. :

Once you hear it, High Fdeliy Componens
you'll be glad Pioneer -~ (D IPIONIEEIRXY
couldn't leave well WE BRING ITBACK ALIVE.
enough alone. - g

E CT-F4242.
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SEX POLL FEEDBACK

our readers respond to sex polls past

AFTER SEX, WHAT?

I was looking through some back issues
of pLAYBOY and came across your invita-
tion to readers in the February 1978 Sex
Poll. I hope it's not too late to con-
tribute my opinions. After sex, I have
a strong feeling of exaltation and imag-
ine that I'm in perfect health. 1 get
a craving for lemonade after sex, and I
always make sure that I have some on
hand if I expect to get laid at a certain
time. (I've always wondered if that’s why
Hef drinks so much Pepsi!) I think it's a
need for sugar to regain the energy ex-
pended in vigorous humping. T also get
the feeling of being proud of my cock
and balls for performing so well. Com-
pliments about my performances, par-
ticularly by my present partner, give me
a leeling of victory and accomplishment
like the feeling Rocky had when he
raised his hands to Philadelphia after
a vigorous workout!

How do I think the opposite sex feels
after sexe My past partners, I've noticed,
politely pat my back after ejaculation or
patiently wait for me to dismount them.
They seem relieved that it's all over.
They lic there and mention how their
hair must look and/or how much per-
spiration is all over the two of us. Past
partners, alter a few minutes, roll over
to the bedside table and grab a cigarette.
They prop up the pillow, pull a sheet
up over their boobs (Why be modest
then?) and reflect on the just completed
activities. They mention things that they
haven't done before and decide whether
or not they enjoved it, and wonder if
it was kinky or perverted, such as using
ice, performing oral sex or engaging mn
mutual masturbation as a form of fore-
play. I believe that they fleel relieved
that their horniness has also been taken
care of for a while, but they are too
proud to express it verbally.

M. M.
Orlando, Florida

FOREIGN AFFAIRS

Your Playboy Sex Poll in the January
issue is pure crap! Obviously, there
never was any “poll,”” but it was written
by one man with an apparent preference
for fellatio. Accordingly, this overshad-
owed “everyonc’s” opinion, behavior
and insights in this farce: When sup-
posedly quoting various men’s opinions
regarding Oriental women; ie., "I like
having my back walked on, my prick
suched reverently and my body treated
like a holy object.” Also, in regard to

Scandinavian women, “because they love
to take charge of my body and suck me
into oblivion.” The list goes on. British
girls, “They are all taught to keep a suft
upper lip, which fecls fantastic when
they're sucking my cock.” Even when
supposedly quoting a female intervicwee,
“Also, Parisian women are reputed to
give the best head in Europe.” Now,
doesn’t that scem a little one-sided? Not
once is the art ol cunnilingus mentioned.
1B JJ;
san Francisco, California
Easc up. Men know what ihey like
and arven't afraid to ask for it. If it’s
cunnilingus you wanl, just speak up.
Your wish ts our command. Read on.

SUPERSEX

What single ingredient elevates sex
above the merely terrific (March 1978)2
To me, that one element (and 1 think I
have learned this more from women than
from reading or from men) is the caress-
ing and Kissing (tasting) each other’s
bodies after intercourse and telling cach
other what a beautitul experience of
erotic pleasure each was able to give the
other and receive from the other. This
kind of making love after intercourse—
talking about and expressing our love for
each other—does more toward making
the sexual intimacy so extremely satisfy-
ing and fulfilling than anything else.
After all, falk is another four-letter word
ending in K that means intercourse. If
men, rather than turning over and going
to sleep, would learn this secret, the wom-
en would always be open to their desires!

The last time a member of the oppo-
site sex (other sex is much better than

opposite) said that I was incredible, what
hac T done that was diflerent? The last
time my lover told me I was incredible
{(what she actually said was, “Wow!
What a completely perfect lover you
turned out to be!”) was only a couple of
days ago. What I had done was to prac
tice all the artistic aspects of 20 years'
experience of cunnilingus on her.

I had slowly and relaxingly built up
her sexual arousal—with tongue and lip
caresses—the way she likes it best:
around and back and forth across her
clitoral shaft. My chest was gently
pressed against her belly (across her ab-
domen) and my arms were around her
hips—holding her buttocks, one with
each hand. My hands massaged and
squeezed her buttocks while keeping one
finger np pressed lightly against her
anus—occasionally slipping one joint ol
the finger into her anus. Keeping a
finger tip on or in her anus, I can tell
exactly how good it is feeling to her by
the internal pelvic muscular reactions.
What I did was: Guided by the cues of
her pelvic muscular reactions, I kept her
teetering on the brink of orgasm for at
least a half hour. At times, when the
thrusting of her pelvis was pleading for
orgasm, I would add just barely enough
tongue and lip caresses to keep her on
the verge ol orgasmic explosion.

Incidentally, after all I have read and
heard about man's scarch for an aphro-
disiac, I think there is really only one—
and it is so perlect and available that |
am surprised that no one has ever men-
tioned it: tasting the lubricating juices
of an aroused woman's vagina. Alter a
half hour of tasting her copious arousal,
my prick couldn’t be harder or larger.

When her whole body begped for re-
lease, I finally cupped her clitoris in my
curled tongue and made her orgasni
explode. She seemed to come for five
minutes or more. After a very short
relaxation of 30 to 45 seconds, while my
tongue was deep in her vagina, she was
ready lor another orgasm. She had about
five or six like thai. Then she mounted
my throbbing prick and had two more
beautilul orgasms belore 1 came—vio-
lently. Then she had a couple of more
before I began soltening. We were both
thoroughly satished. That's when she
said, “Wow! . . .” She also said, “You
know, younger men can't do that.”

I'm 60 years old.

TXAETS
Raleigh, North Carolina
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All sportshirts look great
out of the pac .
Ours look great out of the wash.

A sportshirt that looks perfect when it’s just opened can look terrible when
it's unwrapped from the washing machine. Too often, the collar is wrinkly, the
seams wobbly, the colors faded.

But not with a Van Heusen.

We test our sportshirts rigorously to make sure they not only
start with great style, they keep their great style.

Wimbledon Piper. 18 color combinations you can run with.
And none of them run.

The piping may run on other shirts, but never on this
shirt. The colors stay put, and they stay bright.

What's more, even though this knit is made with mostly
cotton yarn, it doesn't need ironing, and it does keep its shape.

Splendor.One of the best wearing shirts you can wear.

This 100% double knit polyester shirt wears better than
any other shirt we know. It won't fade. It won't stretch. It won't
even wrinkle,

Coleseta.Its silky. Butits no sissy.

Although this knit is silkier than many knits you'll find,
it's also very rugged. It resists snagging stubbornly. It never
shrinks. And it sticks firmly to its graceful shape.

Wimbledon. Itlooks great on your shape,
because it keeps its own.

While this shirt is made with a very fine yarn, it's
also a very tight knit. So it won't sag or stretch. Even the
collar is always in top form.

In fact, were so proud of this shirt, were wearing
its name on our sleeve.

So next time you're casting around for a great
looking sportshirt, consider a Van Heusen.

[t looks better
when you wear it,
because it acts better
when you wash it.

Next to ours, a good sportshirt isnt good enough.

THE VAN HEUSEN COMPANY. & DIVISION OF THE PHILLIPS-VAN HEUSEMN CORE
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Then you're smoking more tar than you have to,
to get good taste.
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[aste Kent Golden Lights 1005.
As low as you can go and still get good faste
and smoking satistaction.

Source of 1at and nicoiima disclosure above is FTC Report August 1977. : _

Of All Brands Sold: Lowsst tar. 0.6 mg."ter.” 0.05 img. nicotine av. per cigeretta, Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
FIC Asport August 1977. Kent Golden Lights 100's Regular and Manthol: That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
10 mg."ter,” 0.9 mg. nicoting av. par tagaratie by FTC Method,




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continuing dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

NEW SEX SYMBOLS

In the seven or eight years I've been
reading The Playboy Forum, which
seems to cover just about everything in
the ficld of sex and a lot more, I've
read nothing commenting on the sexu-
ality of firemen. Once in Los Angeles,
once in San Francisco and once in a Chi-
cago suburb, T was in an apartment
building in which a minor fire caused
some smoke and water problems that
the firemen had to clean up. Each time,
I was [riendly and grateful. because they
were working so hard, and each time, I
ended up dating onc or more of the
men from the local station. (In LA,
they actually smuggled me into their
dorm by means of a ladder. There wasn’t
any sex, of course, and I think they did
it partly to play a prank on their cap-
tain, who was verv uptight. But we later
had some fine times off duty.) I would
just like to advise other women readers
of The Playboy Forum that I've never
found another profession whose mem-
bers manage to combine real skills and
courage, bullshit and horseplay with
horniness. Firemen are also a bunch of
male chauvinist pigs, but nice about it.

(Name withheld by request)
Evanston, Hlinois

Our gallant fire fighters as new na-
tional sex symbols—we’ll have to think
about that one.

PRISON PERSECUTION

I am a professed male witch and my
religion is Satanism, and here at the
Minnesota State Prison, T am being
discriminated against because ol bureau-
cratic bigotry. In violation of my First
Amendment rights, I am being denied
various religious articles necessary to my
worship. I have also been discriminated
against in consideration for parole. My
situation is further complicated by over-
zealous chaplains who attempt to force
their beliefs on me.

Danny Schertz
Stillwater, Minnesota

Considering the hassles that people
can gel into without even looking for
trouble, our only advice is for you to
welcome this discyrimination as a mariyr’s
test of faith and the cross (or whatever)
you gladly bear.

BLOWING THEIR MINDS

Jant to take the tedium out of inter-
state highway travel? Get your girlfriend,
wife, whatever, to make like she's giving
you a high-speed blow job as you slowly

pass an 18-wheeler, and then listen to
the fun on the C.B. radio. My ladyfriend
and I did this northbound out of Indian-
apolis on I-65 late one night on our
way to Gary, and you wouldn't believe
the commotion. The first trucker who
looked down [rom his cab and scoped us
out instantly hit the mike button to alert
his friends and, within ten minutes, we
had one hell of an escort. The semis
behind us sped up and the ones in
front slowed down, some of them sa-
Iuting us with a few toots on the air

“Pm part of a group that
has been hiding in the
closet for many years.

I am a trisexual.”

horn. The best line we heard was one
driver saying that I must be a “motorist
in distress and losing air pressure rapid-
ly, because he's got a beaver working like
crazy on his valve stem, trying to pump
him up.” The happy ending was that we
both got so worked up we exited south of
Lafayette, had a quickie on a side road
and rolled into Gary still laughing.
(Name withheld by request)
Franklin, Indiana

Ralph Nader might nol sce the humor,
but we've forwarded your letter to the
National Safety Council, which we hope
will promote your system as an cffec-
tive means of combating late-night driver
fatigue.

TRISEXUALS COME OUT
I'm sure you've all heard of bisexual-
ity, where a person enjoys sex with both
men and women, Well, I'm part of a
group that has been hiding in the closet
for many vears. I am a trisexual. Besides
having sex with people, I can enjoy it
with inanimate objects, such as trash
cans and telephone poles. You may
think this strange and that I am putting
you on. I won't try to explain just how
it’'s done, because there are many differ-
ent ways and you have to be shown. But
you’ll be hearing more from us tris.
(Name withheld by requesr)
Long Beach, California
Suspecling thus letler lo be a hoax, we
were going lo warn our veaders by means
of a witty response, but our Copy Editor
said it all in her memo: “This letler is
an obvious put-on. The giveaway is Lhe
inanumate-objects line. Everyone knows
that true trisexuals like sex with men,
women and animals and that the inclu-
sion of irash cans and telephone poles
implies quadrisexuality or, perhaps, om-
nisexuality. Consider also that telephone
poles are essentially masculine in struc-
ture and conlainers of any kind are es-
sentially feminine, obviously alluding to
the rare aberrvations sometimes referved
to as homoguadrisexuality and lesbi-
quadrisexuality. Granted, such aberra-
tions may well exist, bul they would
rarely be found in the same person.”

ABSTINENCE MAKES THE HEART....

Although he appears to suffer from a
case ol terminal education, I think that
Raymond 5. Kraft (The Playboy Forum,
January) actually has made an impor-
tant point that eludes most modern
hedonists. Today there seems to be a
curious lack of intimacy, of communica-
tion, and, indeed, a “preoccupation with
mere sensuality” in sex.

I have found that people who concen-
trate narrowly on physical pleasure are
invariably boring and unimaginative
lovers. The “mystery” of sex has often
meant sell-imposed ignorance inherent
in rigid role playing. But there is mys-
tery and it lies both in the individuality
of others and in the fact that sexual
energies seem to transcend the physical
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as surely as thought does. I maintain
that if you are habitually involved in
superficial encounters, abstinence can, in
fact, help teach you how to love, because
it tends to force a reassessment of the
situation.

Suny A. Moon

San Francisco, California

PROBLEMS, PROBLEMS
You can’t know how pleased I was to
read in the March Playboy Forum the
letter from the woman who found it
hard to get together with men she liked
because they seemed to be intimidated
by her good looks and professional suc-
cess. 1 don’t think I'm nearly as attrac-
tive as she, but 1 find that even the
slightest display of intelligence turns
most men off. As long as I act stupid
and feminine, the social game goes on;:
but the moment T step out of the role
by expressing some opinion on politics
or current events, my male friends freeze
up and treat me with awe and deference,
and that's the end of that. Which leaves
me to wonder: Do they invite me out
only to screw, on the assumption that 1
am stupid and desperate?
(Name withheld by request)
Madison, Wisconsin

I'm not quite up to modeling, but,
like “Different Problem,” I find I have to
play down my education or risk frighten-
ing off men who seem to consider any
combination of attractiveness and intel-
lect too dangerous to approach. Sadly,
the males who possess self-confidence in
this area are mostly the moneyed grease-
balls who relegate all women to the sta-
tus of cunt and are too insensitive to
worry about being rejected.

{Name withheld by request)
Atlanta, Georgia

I've got a “Different Problem” in re-
verse. I seem to be gifted with intelli-
gence, personality and good looks and
usually end up dating only women who
are after superstuds in sports cars who
like disco dancing and, moviestyle sex.
The women I'm most attracted to gen-
erally have more brains than beauty
(such a rare combination!) and often
follow the same idea: “What would a
winner like you want with an ordinary
woman Jike me?” At least now I know
I'm not alone.

Brad Lorensen
Phoenix, Arizona

I could not believe it. That is, I could
not believe it until now. But for the gen-
der and locale, there go I-—even to the
staying-at-home part.

(Name withheld by request)
Shreveport, Louisiana

In reply to “Dilferent Problem’:
Reflection: My God! Is there actually

FORUM NEWSFRONT

what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

HOT DOG!

NEW YORK—A state supreme-courl
jury in Manhatlan has acquitted a sex-
movie wholesaler of obscemity charges
after finding the films in question *“too
disgusting and repulsive” to appeal to
the prurient inleresis of average people.
The films depict men having sexual
relations with German shepherds and
the jurors found that while they might

be “patently offensive” and lack “seri-
ous literary, artistic, political and scien-
tific value,” they flunked the third part
of the obscenity test: They wouldn’t
sexually arouse “ordinary adulls.”

POT AND CANCER

Canadian scientists have shown that
the chemical constituents of mari-
juana—THC and ether cannabinoids—
do not causec muitation in cell cultures
and therefore believe they are not can-
cer-causing agenis. Extensive laboratory
tests conducled at the University of To-
ronto and the Universily of DBrilish
Columbia found no indication that
the chemicals in pot become carcino-
genic even when activated wilh en-
zymes found in the human body.

WIN ONE, LOSE ONE

BALTIMORE— W hile trying to develop
betier waccines against cholera, re-
searchers at the University of Mary-
land’s Center for Vaccine Development
have accidentally discovered that pot
smoking may reduce the chance of gel-
ling peptic ulcers. The research focused

on stomach acidily and detected un-
usually low stomach-acid levels among
subjects who were found to be using
marijuana three or four times a week—
unless they were also heavy drinkers, in
which case their acid levels were nor-
mal instead of high. The researchers
noted that while low acidity might ve-
duce the chance of ulcers, it also might
leave a pevson more suscepiible to the
bugs that cause cholera and food
poisoning.

TIE THAT BINDS
RIO DE JANEIRO—A 25-pear-old man
in southern Brazil has been charged
with forcing his wife to wear a chaslily
belt for three years and keeping her
locked in their sealed-up home. Accord-
ing to the Jornal do Brasil. the hushand
claimed his wife, whom he had sus-
pected of adullery, had agreed to her
confinement and had made her own
chastity belt—a paiv of Bermuda shorls
secured to her waist by a strip of rubber

tive with a lock at the back.

LAST BASTIONS

cHicAGO—Private clubs that serve
liquor have the right to bar women or
anyone clse, the Illinois Appeliate
Court has ruled. A women’s group had
sued five of Chicago’s most fashionable
clubs on the ground thal their member-
shipy restrictions denied women access
lo professional activities and associa-
tions, but the courl held that the stale
liguor law allows a private club to have
an “exclusionary policy.”

FAST, TEMPORARY RELIEF. . ..
cHICAGO—Rescarchers  have found
that sexual intercourse can relicve ar-
thritic pain. The Mount Sinai Hospital
publication Check-up reports that sex
reduces (he pain by increasing the

adrenal glands® output of cortisone.

HOMOPHOBIA IN OKLAHOMA

okLAHOMA cITY—The Oklahoma leg-
islature is considering a bill that would
permit school districts to fire or refuse
to employ teachers who engage in
“public homosexual conducl”—defined
to include “advocating, soliciling, im-
posing, encouraging or promoling pub-
lic or private homosexual activily in
a manner that creales a substaniial
risk that such conduct will come to the
allention of school children or school
employees.” The bill, which passed in
the house by a vote of 88 to 2, provides
no means of determining who is or isn’t




a homosexual and provides no hearing
or appeal process for any teacher who
might wrongfully be accused. The bill's
author, Representalive John Monks,
explained that such a law would per-
mil school districts to fire “people af
flicted with this degenerate problem . . .
people who arve mentally deranged this
way,” and added, “It would cover both
queers and lesbians.”

EQUALITY UNDER THE LAW

AMSTERDAM—A divorced Dutch wom-
an, 53, living in a lesbhian velationship
with a 27-year-old woman, has lost her
right to $600 a month alimony on the
ground that she can now be supporied
by her present pariner. An Amstevdam
court held that the law denying ali-
mony to a woman who remarries or
who “lives maritally with another per-
son” applies equally lo homosexual
UnIONS.

SELF-DEFENSE

REDDING, CALIFORNIA—A 38-year-old
woman who killed hey husband after he
reportedly beat and sexually abused hey
and molested hey daughter has been
acquitled of manslaughter. A Shasta
County superior-courl judge, in finding
the woman innocent, said, “I don’t be-
lieve she had a viable alternative”” The
proseculor commented, “1 belicved she
was lechnically guilly of a cvime and I
still do. But given the nature of the
testimony . . . I can’t say I'm upset with
[the judge’s w.«‘r{h'f'.‘]_”

COMBATING DRUG ABUSE
rROME—DBars and clubs i the
raunchier paris of Rome are rf‘})m'h'r”‘_\'
beginning to use spoons with holes
punched in the botlioms in order lo

discourage heroin addicls from slealing
them and using them lo cook up their

fixes. The management of one large bar
clatms it was losing more than 300
spoons a week before the leaky versions
were introduced. It said that the ploy
instantly cut losses o a few dozen a
week—presumably stolen by tourisls as
SOUTENITS.

INSEMINATING LESBIANS

Loxvon—dA British gynecologist has
helped  eight  lesbians  have  babies

through artificial insemination, accord
ing to the London Evening News. The
paper said that the donors were men
known only to the doctor and that the
oldest child s now two years old and
living in Austvalia with its mother and
her lesbian spouse.

TRUTH IN VIOLENCE

WASHINGTON. D.c.—Perhaps the worsl
thing about violence on lelevision, the
U.S. Conference of -Mayors has de-
cided, s the failure lo depict i acen-
ralely, with anguish, suffering and gore.
The diveclor of lhe conference said
that portrayed shoolings and stabbings
are genevally antisepiic and thal the
characlers usually die quickly and
quictly or oul of camera vange—pre-
sumably jading viewers to the actual
effects of weapons on people. He noted
that neither TV cops nor TV gunmen
display much in the way of marksman-
ship; of the 316 shols counted during a
stuely, only 17 percent hit Lheir targels.

IMPORTED PORN

cHicAGo—T he nationwide crachdown
on “kiddie porn” may be causing a
sharp incvease in iis imporiation from
foreign countries. Customs officials in
Chicago say that they have been mak-
ing about 50 secizures a week of such
pornography coming into the U.S.
through O'Hare International Airport
ancd that this vepresenls an increase
during 1977 [rom 20 percent 1o 40 per-
cenl of total pornography seized. Over
the same period, movie pornography
tnvolving children reportedly jumped
from 0 to 20 perceni of the tolal. A
Customs spokesman in Chicago said
that Customs is cooperaling with olher
law-enforcement agencies in selling up
a sophisticated system lo “identify the
purveyors of pornogvaphy and bach-
track their merchandise to the original
mporier.”

Meanwhile, President Carter has
signed a bill making it a Federal
crime lo produce pornographic movies
or magazines involving males or fe-
males under the age of 16. The measure
also amends the Mann Act to prohibit
the transportation of males, as well as
females, under 18 across state lines for
prostitution or olher commercial sexual
exploitation.

NEW PERIL
NEW YORK—Rock music may not be a
Communist [J!o{ lo destroy American
youth, as some right-wingers have
claimed, bult a New York psychiatrist

belicves that it can cause temporary
muscle weakness. Writing in Medical
Tribune, Dr. John Diamond reporis
that over 90 percent of a group of
people tested showed a sudden loss of
more than two thirds of their normal
muscle strength on an electronic sirain
gauge while listening to some popular
types of rock. He says the particular
rhythm that seems lo have this effect is
a “slopped anapaestic—two short
beals followed by a long one—which is
nearly the opposite of the heartbeal.
He lheorizes that such music may aci
as a stress signal that produces a change
in the brainwave symmelry, affecting
the muscles.

LIQUOR LIABILITY

SAN FRANCISCO— lavern may be lia-
ble for damages when a bartender serves
a patron so many drinks that he dies,
the California Supreme Court has
riled. The case avose when a man cele-
brated his 21st bivthday at a bowling-
alley bar by consuming len stvaight
shots of 151-proof rum, a vodka collins
and two beer chasers in less than an
hour and a half. His death later thai
night was attributed to acute alcohol
powsoning, A lower courl had dismissed
a wrongful-death suil filed on behalf of
the man's two young sons, bul the su-
preme cowrl held that the issues of neg-
ligence and willful misconduct should
be taken before a trial jury. In ils deci-
ston, the court said, “A bartender owes
a duly lo a patron lo exercise due care
and incurs liability to the patron for the
foreseeable injuries caused by the bar-
tender’s fatlure to exercise such care.”
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THE FIRST
COMPONENT
CAR STEREO

WORTHY
OF THE NAME.

RIGHT MIN

Worthy of the name,‘component’”

Worthy of the name, Pioneer”

The first car tape deck that sounds like
something straight out of a recording studio.
With all the realism you could want.

What you're looking at here, is our
Supersystern KPH-838 cassette deck pre-
amp with Dolby® noise reduction. With signal-
to-noise of 60dB (Dolby on). With wow and
flutter less than 0.13% (WRMS). And a
separate amp with maximum RMS output
power of 20 watts per channel; 10 watts per
channel (both channels driven) 60 to 20,000 Hz




FFWD}

TREBLE

DOLBY NR

into 4 ohms with no
more than 0.8% THD.

The KPH-838
comes from the same
people who introduced
Supertuner® car
stereo two years ago. And are still watching
everybody else play catch-up.

It comes from Pioneer.

One of the most respected audio manufac-
turers in the world. With superb design, engi-
neering and manufacturing.

And even if you don't buy anything but our

PLAY

©

DDOLBY SYSTEM

least-expensive compact 8-track player and
door-panel speakers, you're still getting the
benefit of all that leadership.

So, why not get over to your Pioneer
dealer’s and listen?

Because we don't just
have car audio that any-
body can easily like.

We also have car
audio that anybody can
easily afford.

SUPER/SYSTEMS BY PIONEER.

Pioneer Electronics of Amenica, 1925 E. Dominguez St., Long Beach, CA 90810.
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The only telephoto lens
with foreground-to-infinity sharpness.

The Sigma Pantel 135mm is more than an ultra-compact, automatic telephoto lens
that's perfect for pictures of people and places. It also lets you triple your range of
sharpness —instantly, optically. Simply by turning to the unique /64 aperture position,
you expand your depth-of-field (sharpness range) by three times or more, as compared
to conventional telephotos. Perfect for those photos where everything from here to there
must be in sharp focus.

And, Sigma’s advanced computer technology and Multi-Layer coating assure razor-sharp,
high-fidelity images at every aperture, every time. See the surprisingly economical Sigma
Pantel, in mounts for all popular slr cameras, at better camera counters everywhere. Or, write
for complete information on the full line of Sigma lenses with unique features and advanced

technology design by requesting Lit/Pak P82. Ehrenreich
Photo-Optical Industries, Inc., Woodbury, N.Y. 11797. B8
In Canada: Magna Marketing Co., Ltd., Ont. A product of
Sigma Corporation, Tokyo 182, Japan. i
g poration, Toky: pan Unique features
Advanced technology design.

For1to4 cupsinahurry,
grab the New Norelco Express.

The Norelco Express™gives
you real big coffee

taste in a real small coffee
maker. It's specially
designed to brew 1 to 4 cups
of your favorite coffee.

And it also makes delicious
espresso. The New Norelco
Express. Perfect for you. . .
perfect for 2.

§
MN’G&‘O (€197 North American Philips Corporation, 100 East 420 Street, New York, N.Y. 10017

a woman like that out there somewhere?

Conclusion: 1 wonder what she is do-
ing for dinner tomorrow?

Reflection: If it is/was true, and there
is a woman like that somewhere. does
that imply there is more than one?

Conclusion: I guess I won't join the
monastery this spring, after all.

Reflection: What the hell am I say-
mg? She is probably a burned-out, air-
head acid freak who, in a rare moment
ol lucidity, thought of a new diversion,
Even il she isn’t, she will probably think
this is a joke.

(Name withheld by request)
Edinboro. Pennsvlvania

As a malter of policy, we don’t for-
ward letlers, but if we did, the woman
who wrole (o us would be swam ped with
mail. It seems a greal many allractive,
intelligent indinduals find themselves,
as one corvespondent put it, “cast in the
role of ‘untouchable’ by some of the very
people they would feel most comfortable
with.” You can’t win, apparently.

LOW BLOW
Something heartbreaking has hap-
pened. 1 am stationed near a small vil-
lage in Korea and I am a lover of good
head. 1 have often partaken at one of
the many houses in the village that spe-
cialize in oral sex. Suddenly, the village
has been declared off limits and my
favorite places are now patrolled by the
MPs. I ask you, is that a low blow?
Now, in order to get good head, I have
to travel 70 miles to the King Kong Lick
House in Seoul (and it's still worth it).
(Name withheld by request)
FPO San Francisco, Calilornia

WISE GUY
Your March Forum Newsfront reports
that an airline settled a civil rights suit
by offering some former stewardesses re-
employment and back pay and con-
cludes, “The plaintiffs . . . also will be
offered seniority dating from the time
they were fired.” Please, exactly how
does one qualify for “seniority dating™?
I'd like to get in line.
Kari Omar
Beverly Hills, California
Golcha! We were secrelly running a
smart-aleck-readey contest, and you have
just won a carlon of commas in the ype
face of your choice.

VIEW FROM THE TOP

While working for a radio station in
the tallest building in a Midwestern
city, I had quite a view ol neighboring
apartment and office buildings. 1 also
had a pair of binoculars in the studio
as part of our sports-coverage equipment
and one dav the news director and 1
were using them to look out the window.
What did we behold but a man and pre-
sumably his secretary humping awav like
crazy in an office a lew floors below our
vantage point and less than half a block



Jogging is good healthy exercise.
No doubt about it. But jogging and
other forms of exercise aren't always
practical. Now there's a convenient,
electronic alternative: the Dynavit”
Fitness System.

How much exercise is good for
you? Press the appropriate buttons to
enter your age, weight and sex, and a
built-in computer spells out your pre-
cise workload and target heart rate for
effective heart/lung conditioning.

The Dynavit computer monitors
your heart rate and computes calories
worked off, exercise units and your
elapsed exercise time. You can even
“compete’” toward an ideal Dynavit
fitness score, based on the Cardiores-
piratory Fitness Classification

to fitness.

Tables published by The American
Heart Association.

A 10 to 15 minute daily workout-
even while watching TV—is all ittakes.
All in the privacy and comfort of your
home or office. Entire unit weighs only
88 pounds, and is complete with its
OwNn POWEr Source, so you can work-
out anywhere, as often as you like.

Dynavit. Not an exerciser but a
computerized fitness system that
monitors and motivates your condi-
tioning progress. For full details, re-
turn coupon below. Or phone toll free:
800-253-0856, Telex 224494.

KEEP FIT ON A

dynavit
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O I'd like a

demonstration.

[J Send more
information.

O I'm enclosing $1 for the 20-page
booklet titted “Systematic
Approach to Dynamic Health”

MName___

Addpess ST e

City. State

Zip Tel

Mail coupon to:
KEIPER USA, P.O. Box 1280
Dept. PB-1, Battle Creek, Ml 49016
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PLAYBOY FORUM: THE LAW

JUSTICE AND THE
UNPREDICTABLE CRIMINAL CODE

By GEORGE V. HIGGINS

From lime to time, “The Playboy Forum” will present
this page as a special feature reporling and commenting
on various aspecls of our criminal-justice system. While it
will not necessarily represent PLAYBOY'S editorial position
on the issues discussed, we believe it will provide an
opportunily lo present matevial not regularly covered at
length in other sections of the magazine. Geovge V.
Higgins is a prominent Boston defense allorney, author
and columnist for the Boston Herald-American. His first
novel, “The Friends of Eddie Coyle,” was published in
1972 and his most recent, “Dreamland,” appeared last
year Beforve entering privale law practice, he was fiost a
state and later a Federal proseculor.

Two perspicacious gentlemen in California, each de-
pt:nd(flll: upon the state [or his support, espouse conflicting
views of the Patty Hearst case. Together they illustrate the
most perplexing of the problems that riddle the American
criminal-justice system: disparity of sentencing.

The first is Evelle Younger, who prevailed upon the
people to elect him to the post of attorney general.
The second is Bill Stabler, who attracted the attention of the
People of the State of California by more colorful means,
involving the use of fircarms. And it was not the hrst time,
either: Stabler, a resident of Folsom Prison, is a tenant of
some standing,.

Younger, ruminating on the seven-year term given Patty
for armed robbery, assured what Stabler called “a buncha
fat-assed society broads in Pasadena™ that Patty had been
weated much too harshly. “Had Pauy Hearst heen the
daughter of an alcoholic wellare mother,” Younger said,
“she wouldn’t have spent a day in jail.”

“No,” Stabler jeered, “try thirty, forty years.”

Now, each of these critics has some personal knowledge
of what happens to folks grabbed lor armed robbery,
Younger having processed a good number of such cases
through his previous office as Los Angeles County district
attorney, Stabler having done a fair suretch for commission
of the offense. Such ecredentials are comparatively rare
among those commonly addressing the issues of crime and
punishment. People secking election generally favor, at
least publicly, the incarceration of just about everybody;
while those whose roseate view of human nature denies the
existence of brigands in our midst demand that evervbody
be let out and nobody else put in. Younger and Stabler
know what prison is and deserve commensurate attention.

Prison is awlul. Maximum security is worse than medium
security and medium security 1s worse than mmimum
security, but each ol them, for a sentient human being, is
a wretched experience. Should some itinerant declare to
you that John Mitchell, doing eight years in minimum
security as a Federal prisoner at an Air Force installation,
is dwelling in a country club, mark down that advisor as
an idiot and immediately excuse yoursell to go and do
something intelligent, such as watching a rérun ol You Bet
Your Life. Stone walls do not a prison make; what makes a
prison, and the person living in it a prisoner, is precisely
the fact that he is, as the old writs of habeas corpus put it,
“confined of his liberty, as it is said, by the warden.”

Once you get that uniform on, you will not decide: what
time to get up in the morning; whether to have breaklast
at home or stop at the doughnut stand and get the morn-
ing paper; whether to get that new jacket today or put it
off again; and whether 1o visit your aged parents at the
rest home that night. It vour lawfully wedded spouse, or
other companion, gets into a dust-up with the telephone
company, you will not be in a position to exert the full
persuasive force of your magnetic personality upon the bas-
tards. Neither, for that martter, will you find yourself con-
venicntly situated to manifest your enormous personal
charm upon your roomie nor to hit a few joints tonight to
see what might turn up, if vou do not happen to have a
roomie or to like the one you have. What vou will be able
to do is beat your meat, or someone else’s selected or thrust
upon you [rom a very limited and somewhat questionable
array of personalities. There is, in short, nothing quite like
being locked up; it is suffering, intentionally imposed by
the government, and in all the debates about what its
purposes are and how to achieve them, almost nobody
with any brains has ever denied its efficacy in one respect:
It punishes, and it punishes like the very Devil.

Given that transcendent [act, that imprisonment is
pretty nearly the ultimate sanction legally imposed, you
would think that our rational society, after a couple of
hundred years ol practice, would have the manner ol its
imposition prety well calibrated. Rich man, poor man,
Patty Hearst, thief: You pull a stick-up and you get five
years. Or three vears, seven or ten. Casing the joint lor your
first job, you would have available the information that if
you screwed up, vou might as well cancel your reservations
at Snowmass until 1981, and il vou shot somebody screwing
up, forget about it until 1990. You would get, in other
words, the prt‘.tli(lul)ilil}-‘ we've built into the ariminal code.

We never did it. If you act up and you get caught at it,
something will probably happen to you and you will not
like it, and that is about all we can promise you.

If G. Gordon Liddy had reviewed dispositions of first-
offense burglary cases decided in the District of Columbia
before conspiring to break into the Watergate ofhices ol the
Democratic National Committee in 1972, he would have
deemed himself in hazard of straight probation to a maxi-
mum of three years in the can, il caught. He got 20 years
and did 53 months before he was released last September.
He was released then only because President Carter com-
muted his sentence to eight years (the same as H. R.
Haldeman and John Ehrlichman received [rom Judge
John J. Sirica, and those sentences were also too heavy).
atty Hearst's was the longest sentence for hrst-offense
armed robbery in the history of the U.S. District Court
of Northern California.

Some way or other, measures must be taken to ensure
that the circumstances of the convicted defendant, the
digestive condition of the sentencing judge and the public
awareness of the case do not warp the punishment pro-
cedures as they have been too long allowed to do. There is
a beginning under way, in Senate Bill 1437, that we will
take up in our next report.




away. A look in our arisscross directory,
plus a littde guesswork, provided the tele-
phone number of the office in question
and the news director watched the man
uritably susiwml his labors to answer
the phone, What he heard was a low,
rumbling voice that sounded like Jeho-
valh Himsell, saving God.
Aren’t you ashamed ol yoursely Then
we quickly got back to work while they,
I suppose, got rel 1.
(Name withheld)
San Diero, Calilornia
Since the stalute of limitations may
nol yel have yun out on your little
prank, we’ll prolect your former news
direclor by withholding your name, Bill.

PAMPERED PRISONERS
From time to time, I read letrers in
The Playboy Forum describing the hor-
rors of prison life, which certainly exist
in many places and are widely enough
reported. But 1 would like 1o see the
press occasionally acknowledge that such
conditions are not universal. For nearly
two years, I have been a correctional
officer at the Federal Correctional Insti-
ution at Danbury, and 1 see no dun
geons when I come to work. Nor do I
or my colleagues see all inma s ani-
mals who answer best 1o force or to ten
days in the hole. Instead, at this and
at other Fede prisons, many people
might casily see a system that is oo
lenient and comlortable to suit the aver-
age notion of punishment.
The F.C.I. at Danbury has a color-
sion set for each of its 13 dormi-
; the mmmates have a commissary,
plus furlough and face-to-face visitation
rights, The Black Muslims conduct thewr
services unsupervised and Jewish inmates
have a kosher-food program. Spanish in
mates may learn Eng a few eligible
men are permitted to attend college
classes in town and other educational
programs are made readily available. I
would go as far as to say that for some, a
prison term here at Danbury has more to
offer than life on the streets. Maybe that's
one reason so many keep coming back.
Roger K. Shuart
Danbury, Connecticut

MAN AND BEAST

1 note that many Playboy Forum let
ters compare certain aspects of human
bel r with those of other species of
mammals. In cral, the comparisons
have not been valid and, as an ethologist,
I wish to put to rest some ol the mis-
conceptions.

Coprophagy (feeding on dung) occurs
in many rodent species; the rat, the ham-
ster and the mouse are all coprophagic.
I'hus should not lead to any assumptions
about s “naturalness” or “unnatural-
ness” in humans.

While homosexuality may occur in
mammals (motivations for an animal’s

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).

If you like those specs but prefer a multiple play turntable, then
think about Quanta’s 550-5.

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. BSRCONSUMER PRODUCTS GROUP
Route 303, Blauvelt, N.Y. 10913

Beauty and the best.
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behavior are extremely difficult to as-
certain), most of what is termed homo-
sexual behavior in animals has nothing
to do with sex. For example: Mounting
of males by males in numerous species
(rat, hamster, monkey) is a behavior that
signifies the dominance ol the mounting
male and the acceptance of that domi-
nance by the male being mounted.

It has recently been reported that
homosexual pairing occurs between fe-
males in one species of Western gull. Tt
appears, however, that only those females
that have not found mates; i.e., the ex-
cess, nonbreeding portion of the popula-
tion, show this behavior.

While much can be learned about
human behavior [rom ethology, the
behavior ol animals, even other pri-
mates, should not be used 1o justily or
condemn human actions without further,
extensive study. Too much of our behav-
ior is determined by our culture to make
such comparisons.

Linda J. Swanson
Evanston, Illinois

PLUCKED AGAIN!

Your “chicken experts” are [ull of
horseshit. Coprophagy is actually rather
common in the animal world, occurring
not only in chickens but also in such
spectes as rabbits and gerbils. Although
the practice of eating one’s own excre-
ment may seem repellent to humans, in
some species it's biologically necessary:
Vitamins produced by bacteria living in
the intestines do not have a chance to be
completely absorbed belore they pass out
of the body, and thus some animals must
“recycle” their food. When such animals
are kept in cages that prevent access to
their droppings, they may suffer from
vitamin deficiencies and require vitamin
supplements.

(Name withheld by request)
Lebanon, New Jersey

We suspected that our chicken experts
were turkeys and the whole flock has
been processed.

DISCHARGE DISPUTE

Since my story was told in Playboy
Casebook (May 1976, October 1976 and
May 1977), I've been doing well and I'm
still working at Genesis House, the in-
patient drug-treatment program in Scat-
tle that took me in when 1 avoided
going to prison.

I haven't done so well, however, with
the Military Discharge Review Board.
While T was in the Air Force in the
Philippines, I was investigated for use of
pot and one morning at lour o'clock my
off-post apartment was raided. They
found a small amount of marijuana and
a large number of antiwar newspapers.
Because it was indisputably an unlawful
search and seizure, the charges were
dropped. But several months later, mili-

tary authorities gave me a choice of
pleading guilty to possession and use of
pot or of being processed for an adminis-
wrative discharge. 1 chose not to plead
guilty and was given the discharge. Just
prior to getting out, I was convicted of
two minor offenses and received a general
discharge under honorable conditions
instead of an honorable discharge.

Since I meet two of the criteria qualify-
ing me for discharge upgrade, recciving
unit citations and serving a tour of duty

SQUATTER’S RIGHTS

The following court decision was
brought to our attention by W. David
King, an atlorney in Paducah, Ken-
tucky, who noted PLAYBOY’s regular
reporting of legal actions and thought
that we and ‘'Playboy Forum" readers
would agree with the judge of the
Kentucky Court of Appeals, who be-
gan his written decision with, “The
facts of this case are both uncon-
tested and unbelievable.”” It seems
a Kentucky man had attended a
wedding party at a roadside estab-
lishment, suffered injuries, sued and
won. The defendants appealed the
decision, but we'll let the judge de-
scribe the incident, editing out only
names and details of time and place
to spare anyone any further embar-
rassment.

“*Sometime after midnight, and after
consuming four highballs, the Appel-
lee, according to his testimony,
needed to relieve himself, but the
rest room was occupied and the Ap-
pellee went into a vacant field next
door for the purpose of relieving him-
self. He gave his car keys to his wife,
telling her he thought he would
walk home, and walked across the
vacant field for the purpose which he
had stated. After the Appellee had
been gone some five to ten minutes,
his wife asked assistance in locating
the Appellee and contacted the Ap-
pellant and a passenger in [his car]
and asked their assistance in locat-
ing her husband. The Appellant then
drove at a slow rate of speed through
the field, with his headlights on and
in working order, searching for the
Appellee, and in doing so ran over
the Appellee while the latter was in
a half-squatting position in the proc-
ess of relieving himself. Apparently
noticing that something had hap-

pened, the Appellant-driver then
backed over the Appellee. . .."
The court reversed the initial

$11,000 judgment against the driver
of the car and noted that the injured
man’s arguments were similar in law
to those of a pedestrian using a
public roadway. However, the court
decided, “The Appellee was in a
vacant field, with sagebrush up to his
waist, and the duties imposed by law
upon a person in a similar position
would hardly be comparable to those
duties imposed upon the user of a
thoroughtfare.”

in Southeast Asia during the Vietnam
conlflict, I applied to the review board for
an upgrading. It reviewed my case and
denied me, declaring that I do not
qualifly.
Military justice is to justice as military
bands are to music.
Daniel H. Atkinson
Seattle, Washington

DRUG-ANALYSIS SERVICE

The PharmChem Research Founda-
tion is a nonprofit, public-interest group
that operates a confidential drug-analysis
service. This service directly benefits the
public. We are able to provide factual
information about the true content of
street drugs, spotlight street-irade decep-
tions (THC that is LSD, pharmaceutical-
looking drugs that are lakes), issue timely
warnings of dangerous or extremely
strong drugs that are on the street (very
strong leroin, harmful adulterants heing
used). We see our role as that of con-
sumer protection, education, warning
and data collecting.

Approximately 750 samples are sub-
mitted each month and run the gamut
from inert substances (sugar) to a South
American topical agent (cocaine and
clay). On a monthly basis, we print The
PharmChem Newsletter, which contains
the results of the previous months’ anal-
yses, along with a feature article on the
historical, pharmacological, psychologi-
cal and physiological properties of prev-
alent drugs. The Analysis Anonymous
summary lists the samples by alleged
content, actual content, description, ori-
gin and price.

Also, PharmChem is now able to test
marijuana samples for the presence of
paraquat. That is the herbicide used by
Mexican officials to destroy the mari
juana crop. Smoking marijuana with par-
aquat is reported to cause lung fibrosis.

Frankly, we'd like to expand the
number ol samples and broaden the arca
of sample submission. Most of our sam-
ples are from the Western United States:
a broader distribution would help us in
detecting patterns of use. I believe our
service would interest vour readers, who
may obtain literature and information
on submitting drug samples by writing
to us at 1844 Bay Road, Palo Alwo,
California 91303,

John Kotecki, Director
PharmChem Rescarch Foundation
Palo Alto, Calilornia

“The Playboy

Forum”™ offers  the
opportunily for an extended dialog
between readers and  editors of this
publication on contemporary issues. Ad-
dress all corvespondence to The Playboy
Forum, Playboy Butlding, 919 North
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611.
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Taste the difference Seagram’s 7 Crown
makes. Add one part sweet vermouth and a
dash of bitters to three parts Seagram’s 7
Stir with ice and strain into cocktail glass.
Garnish with a maraschino cherry. Or pour
over ice in a rocks glass. Either way, you've
got a great Manhattan. {
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: GEORGE BURNS

a candid conversation with a promising young comedian, actor and singer

The most inspired cinematic stroke of
1977 was the casting of George Burns
as God in Warner Bros” huge money-
maker “Oh, God"" And, by God, there
may be a Second Coming of Burns's
tennis-shoed Lovd in a sequel. Playing
God isn’t bad for a performer who readily
admits that he was a god-awful vaude-
willian until he teamed up with a dainty
Irish dramatic actress and dancer named
Gracie Allen. To hear Burns tell it, in
his self-deprecatory manner, he wenl inlo
retivemeni the moment he hooked up
with Amazing Gracie. “Gracie did it all,”
he says. “AU T had Lo do was smoke a cigar
and ask, ‘Gracie, how's your brother? ”

George’s slow-burning interloculor was
the perfect foil for the loopy Gracie. As
the harassed husband, he wiclded his
cigar as if il were an SOS flare and
delivered gravelly voiced asides with im-
peccable timing. For move than three
decades—in vaudeuville, then on radio
and television—Burns and Allen were
America’s most beloved odd couple. Pre-
ferring to spend more lime wilh her
grandchildren, Gracie retived in 1958. So,
slightly daunted, George decided o con-
tinue as a single. His fears of flopping
were without foundation. He quickly be-
came a Las Vegas headliner, a sought-

“I did mess around when I was married
to Gracie. Look, nobody is a. ... I don't
cave if you were married lo Marilyn
Monroe. If you were marvied to her,
you'd cheat with some ugly girl.”

after talk-show guest and, finally, a bona
fide movie-star who won an Oscar for his
performance in “The Sunshine Boys,”
the first movie in which he played a
character other than himself.

Burns contends he was born Nalhan
Birnbaum 82 years ago on Pitt Sireet in
New York’s Lower East Side. That is
hotly disputed by some of his friends,
who insisi George is merely 45 bul plays
old in order lo score more easily with
the nubile starlets with whom he’s so
often seen, The ninth of 12 children,
Burns never realized how poor his fam-
ily was, “because everybody I knew was
poor and, anyway, we always had enough
hot food to eat . .. my mother made a
greal sauce . . . with her sauce, anything
would taste good, even a shoe.” Besides
an enduring obsession for napalm-hot
food, George also inherited his mother's
sense of humor. “She was funny by in-
ference, like I am,” he says. “She had a
greal sense of humor.” Except at choos-
ing a husband, a dour, Orthodox Jew
who was a factotum around the syna-
gogue and who died when George was
seven.

By the time he was I, Burns was a
dance teacher and fledgling vaudevillian
who would do damn near anylthing lo

“I sang a French song, ‘La Vie ¢n Rose,
for Jackie Kennedy in the White House.
She told me she'd been speaking French
all her life, but after hearing me, real-
ized she’d been doing it all wrong.”

get six minules onstage—rollerskate,
sand dance, even play second banana to
a trained seal. He kept that up for I3
years. Enter—providentially—Gracie Al-
len, a I7-ycar-old out-ofwork dancer-
actress who caught George’s act one
night in 1923, felt the poor lad needed
some help and went backslage to suggest
they team up.

At first, George was the comic and
Gracie played it straight; but when
Gracie got all the laughs, Burns decided
on a droll reversal. Not much later,
Gracie pulled a swilcheroo of her own.
At the time she teamed up with George,
she was in love with a handsome Ivish
vaudevillian named Benny Ryan. Strick-
en with appendicitis in San Francisco
while louring with Burns, Gracie waited
in vain for some sympathetic word from
Ryan. What she got was $160 worth of
flowers from George. Exit Benny Ryan.
George and Gracie were married in 1926.

That same year, Burns and Allen weve
signed to a six-year contract by the pres-
tigious B. F. Keith vaudeville chain and
they soon climbed to the top of the hill
with such malerial as the celebrated
“Lamb Chops” routine:

GEORGE: Do you like Lo love?
GRACIE: No.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY CARL IRl
“What do I think of the new comics?
You mean all the kids that are coming
up like Milton Berle, Alan King, Buddy
Hackett? Those kids will all make il.
The kids today, you can’t stop "em.”

B85
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GEORGE: Do you like to hiss?

GRACIE: No.

GEORGE: What do you like?

GRACIE: Lamb chops.

GEORGE: A girl like you, a little
girl Like you, can you eat two lamb
chops alone?

GRACIE: Alone I can’t eat them.
With potatoes I can eat them.

Though, as Burns now admils, that
bit of business is prelty silly, “Lamb
Chops” served as the centerpiece—and
Litle—for their first mouvie, a nine-minule
Vitaphone one-recler in 1929. Gracie’s
off-center “illogical logic” made exquisite
sense to a nation that had not yet turned
cynical and for which fun was siill simply
fun. George and Gracie soon found them-
selves in demand as guest performers
on hit radio shows hosted by the likes of
Eddie Cantor, Rudy Vallee and Guy
Lombardo, and in 1932 they quil vaude-
wille for their own CBS radio show.
George’s unfinished melodies and Gracie’s
non sequiturs were fixiures on the air-
waves for the next 18 years.

In 1950, Burns and Allen made the
transilion to lelevision with a siluation
comedy featuring Bea Benadaret, Larry
Keating and Harry Von Zell. The show
ran—usually near the top of the rat-
ings—until Grace rvelived. Like Jack
Benny's and Groucho Marx's, the Burns
and Allen show had a timeless quality
aboul il and you can bel your life that
reruns are being televised somewhere in
the U. 8. right now.

Burns continued on TV alone for a
year as star of “The George Burns
Show"; then he did a season with Con-
nie Stevens in the sevies “Wendy and
Me,” which he also produced. He be-
came a wealthy man: With Gracie, he
owned the 35,000,000 McCadden Corpo-
ration, which produced not only “The
Burns and Allen Show” but “The Bob
Cummings Show,” “The People's
Choice” and “Panic!” Burns also was co-
owner of the talking-horse TV series
“Mr. Ed.”

Then, convinced that “some of
Gracie’s talent had rubbed off on me,”
the 63-year-old Burns became one of the
[reshest new faces of 1959 when he
launched his solo night-club and concert
act. The acl, which consisted of songs
never sung to completion and monologs
about life with Gracie punctuated by
pufls on a huge El Producto, was boffo
everywhere. After Gracie's death in 1964,
Burns teamed up for a time with bubble-
headed blonde Carol Channing, then
went inlo the first of many periods of
semurelirement.

Burns very nearly died himself before
undergoing open-heart surgery in August
1971. One of the most constant visitors
during George’s recuperation was his

closest friend, Jack Benny, who had just
agreed to costar in the film version of
Neil Simon’s hit play about two aged,
feuding ex-vaudevillians, “The Sunshine
Boys.” Burns recovered completely, but
Benny died suddenly—and playwright
Simon and director Herberl Ross asked
Burns to replace him in the cast. Acling
opposite Waller Matthau, Burns played
the part of Al Lewis with such stylish
chaym and dignity that no one was sur-
prised when he won the Oscar for Best
Supporting Aclor of 1975. He won fusr-
ther plaudits for 1977's “Oh, God!”
and has justl completed work on the
$12,000,000 musical “Sgt. Pepper's Lone-
Iy Hearts Club Band,” based on ile Bea-
tles’ album and starring Peter Framplon
and the Bee Gees. Seveval other scripls
await his perusal.

To find out how Burns is coping with
his second experience with stardom,
PLAYBOY senl wriler Arthur Cooper (o in-
terview him. He reporis:

“George Burns s your lypical over-
night success. He lives in a large, ex-
pensively appointed house al one of the
country’s mosl fashionable addresses, in

“What the hell is wrong
with going out with me?
Look,I'd go out with
women my age, but there
are no women my age.”

Beverly Hulls. He wears modish, finely
tailoved suils and sporis coals and color-
ful turtleneck sweaters. He dines at the
trendiest restauvants and is tnvited to all
the chichi parties. He can usually be
found behind a blue cloud of cigar
smoke and on the arm of some curva-
ceous young beauly. He lools around
town in a new dark-blue Cadillac Seville.
“In truth, Burns is one of the gentlest
and kindest of men. Even when prod-
ded, he cannol find a mean word to say
about anyone. If he ever had any ene-
mies, he has managed to outlive them.
He is considerate lo the point of using a
plastic cigar holder to spave those around
him the sight of the wet tip of his cigar.
“The terview look place over the
pen‘od of a week, both al Burns's house
and on the localion of ‘Sgi. Pepper's
Lonely Hearts Club Band, the musical
in which he has the only speaking pari.
On the set between takes, silting in
a canvas chair with his name letlered on
the back, George was besieged for auto-
graphs. Women, young and old, lined
up lo pose with Burns while friends

clicked away on Instamalics. Women
simply can’t  keep their hands off
George—and vice versa.

“He is an informal fellow, a charming
raconteur, a dignified relic who, ironical-
ly enough, has never known greater fame.
And, so you shouldn’t be surprised,
Burns serves the driest martinis—and the
hotlest soup—in Southern California.”

PLAYBOY: Do you have any idea how
many times vou've been interviewed:
BURNS: More than once. If you want a
good interview, you have to ask the right
questions. If I'm sparked, I can talk for
days. ‘T'he questions that drive me nuts
are when somebody says, “What's the
[unniest thing you ever said?” “Who is
the funniest man you ever met?” “Say
something funny.” It's ridiculous. Your
guestion was pretty ridiculous, too. You
want a cgar?

PLAYBOY: No, thanks.

BURNS: That's the only excitement I get
these days—putting a cigar in the holder.
PLAYBOY: The editors said they wanted
this interview to be revealing as well as
funny. Anything you'd care to reveal at
the outset?

BURNS: I lust for chicken soup.

PLAYBOY: Actually, from what we hear,
it'’s the young women around Los An-
geles who lust after you. Why do so many
of them find you rresistible?

BURNS: Because 1 don't do anvthing!
Look. what the hell is wrong with going
out with me? 1 take them to nice restau-
rants, they meet nice people, thev eat
good food. When I take them to Chasen'’s
for dinner, in between courses they have
time to do their homework. I figure some
of their youth may rub off on me and
some of what I've got might rub off on
them. Thar is, if it doesn’t drop off
before I meet them. I'm sure I can’t hurt
them. Look, I'd go out with women my
age, but there are no women my age.
PLAYBOY: Groucho and George Jessel in
their later years built their image around
being lusty old men. And, of course,
we're told that we can enjoy sex when
were 90. Excuse us for asking, but do
you still have sex?

BURNS: | can have sex, sure. Look, it's just
as good now as it was then, and it was
very bad then!

PLAYBOY: Is it true you have sex four
times a week?

BURNS: No, that's not true. Four times a
night, maybe, but not four times a weck.
Are you a sex maniac or something? Ask
me something else. Wait. I'll ask me
something else. You mentioned Georgie
Jessel. I'll tell you a good Jessel story. 1
saw Jessel in The fazz Singer on Broad.
way. He was absolutely great. A smash.
He sang Kol Nidre. Well, it just knocked
me out. 1 was sitting there crying. I ran
back to tell Jessel how great he was, And



For the American body, the
Scandinavian morning ritual.

A wise man once said, “The morning is the rudder of the day.”
How you begin your day has a great effect on the rest of
your day. Q
From Scandinavia, where men take care of their bodies as
a mark of self respect, where to look good means to look
healthy, we suggest you begin your day in the following manner:

Kangn Soap and hot, steaming water. With fistfuls of thick, 48
zesty foam. Kangn Soap is briskly scented and hard milled to 4
last longer. To stand up to the way a man uses soap. And it
has special emollients to help the skin. Next, a bracing cold
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Bob Millord, his cousin, was working
for him and Milford says, “You can't go
in the dressing room.” *I want to tell Mr.
Jessel how great he is.” He says, “You
can’t go in and see Georgie Jessel now.
He’s in his dressing room with his clothes
off.” I said, “Look, I've scen a naked Jew
before.” Milford says, “You can’t go in
and see him. He's got a dame with him
in there.” I thought nothing could fol-
low Kol Nidre; but I guess that could!
PLAYBOY: So Jessel earned his campaign
medals?

BURNS: Ycah. When he took The Jazz
Singer on the road, he'd have a beauty
contest In every city and he'd pick eight
beautiful girls and put them in the show.
So Jessel had all these broads—every
night a different broad. And he was
married then, I think to Courtney, and
every time she caught him in bed with
some girl, she’d hit him over the head
with something, a lamp, anything. Jessel
was getting a lot of headaches.

PLAYBOY: Jessel was one of the round-
table regulars at Hillcrest, the predomi-
nantly Jewish country club in Los
Angeles, to which you and so many of
your showbiz friends belonged, wasn't he?
BURNS: Yeah, Jessel, Jack Benny, Groucho,
Al JoIs.(m, Danny Thomas, Danny Kaye,
Milton Berle. Jessel held court. He was
the storyteller. A very funny man,
Jessel, and a very ialented fellow. His
career went a little bit haywire because
he spread it out too far. He went in all
directions instead of going in that one
direction, Anyway, at the table, everyone
was fighting to get on. If you told a story
about two fellows in a saloon, no one
was interested in where the saloon was or
how the guys were dressed. Just get to
the point. And there was one fella at the
table, Patsy Flick, whose preambles were
outrageous, took up all your time. He'd
say, “This lellow was about 527 and
he wore a blue suit and the other fellow
was, oh, mavbe 57", no, maybe 5’8" and
wore spats, " Well, who the hell
cared? Whenever he’d meet vou, he'd
stop you and tell you a story. He'd Kill
the whole season with one story. So
whenever I met him, he'd start to tell
me a story and I'd say, “Patsy, I know
the story, it's a switch on the pincapple
story.” “Oh, OK.” So finally, alter 1 hit
him with that five or six times, he said,
“Gceorge, tell me the pincapple story.”
And I said, “There is no such story.”
PLAYBOY: With that crowd, there must
have been a tremendous clash of egos—
and a few isults, too.

BURNS: Oh, yeah. I'll tell you this story
about Groucho. I've never told it. It
didn’'t happen at the round table, it
happened at a party Edward G. Robin-
son gave. Groucho didn't like me. In
fact, he later said, *Jack Benny was a
very talented man and George Burns

had no talent.” If that's the way he felt,
fine. But what caused him to say it was
we were at Eddie’s party, about 20 ol us
for dinner; this is about four years ago.
Well, sometimes I'm [unny and some-
times I'm not. But I was good for two or
three minutes at the table—and Groucho
resented it. So Groucho said, “Just a
minute, George, don't take over. I'm in
show business, too.” I said, “Well, OK.
Quiet, everybody, Groucho is going to do
two funny minutes.” Well, 1 shouldn't
have said that; it wasn’t too nice. But
anyway, one thing led to another and
one woman said something like,
“George, name the top ten comedians.™
I said, “Look, I can’t do that. Thev're all
funny—Groucho, Ed Wynn, Jack Benny,
But if you want to know who 1 think is
the funniest comedian, I would have to
say Charlie Chaplin.” And Groucho re-
sented that. He said, “Charlie Chaplin
isn't the funniest comedian. I am. I'm
funnier than Charlie Chaplin.” So I said,
“Well, then 1 must be funmier than
Charlie Chaplin, too, because I'm fun-
nier than you.” And, to make matters

“Jolson sang too loud. He
didn’t want to use a
microfphone. Jolson sangin
California and you
heard him in Altoona.”

worse, 1 said, “And Chaplin did it with-
out his brothers!” Oh, Christ! Then
Groucho came out and said, “George
Burns has got no talent.”

PLAYBOY: Was he angry with you until
his death?

BURNS: Oh, no, no. 1 finally called him——
I knew he wasn't feeling well—and I
said, “Groucho, 1 changed my mind.
You're funnier than Charlie Chaplin,”
PLAYBOY: What did you really think of
Groucho?

BURNS: He was preat. Look at those
He was absolutely fabulous.
Groucho made it up. All those guys who
made it up lasted. Elvis Presley made it
up. Chaplin made it up. Jolson made
it up. Eddic Cantor was a very clever
fellow, but nobody ever talks about him.
He didn't make it up. Sinatra, Bing
Crosby, they made it up, they'l [ast.
PLAYBOY: What about Jolson? Was he the
greatest entertainer who ever lived?
BURNS: There was nobody, no greater
entertainer than Jolie! But jolie was a
tough guy. He wanted everybody in
show business to retire. He wanted to be
there alone. And Jolson—I don’t know

movies.

if you've heard this story—always had the
water running in his dressing room,
the sink, so he could never hear how
the other acts were doing. Yeah. It could
be Powers® elephants onstage—he didn’t
want to hear any applause. When he
walked on, it was Jolson taking it over.
He could follow anvhody in the world:
there was nobody as good as Jolson.
That's a big statement.

1 don’t think he was the biggest talent
I've cver seen, but I'd say he was the
best entertainer. I saw  him  follow
Caruso at a Liberty Bond rally during
World War One. Caruso came out and
sang Over There. Caruso! Then on came
Jolie. Little guy with a blue suit and a
blue shirt, very tan—he had just come
from Florida—opened up his collar and
said, "You ain’t heard nothin’ yet!” And
he was a riot. You ain’t heard nothin’
yet! Jolie was marvelous. Let ine tell you
something: When he wasn't doing well,
the Hillarest Country Club had its 25th
or 35th anniversary, I don’t remember
numbers, and we all entertained, “Jack
Benny, myself, Danny Thomas, Danny
Kaye. And Jolson closed the show. When
1 say Jolson wasn’t doing well, 1 mean
he always had a couple of million dol-
lars, but he wasn’t entertaining much.
Sang too loud. By that time, the micro-
phone had come out, you whispered.
Jolson didn't want to use a microphone.
Jolson sang in California and you heard
him in Altoona. So after we all enter-
tained, they said, *And now, ladies and
gentlemen, Al Jolson!” But instead ol
Jolson coming on, he had hired eight
violinists and they came on and started
tuning up, like there was no show on
ahead of them. We all looked, they tuned
up—bop, bop, bah. Jolie finally came on
and when he got through, you forgot
there had been anvone on before him.
And that was the first time, 1 think, that
any artist brought in his own musicians.
PLAYBOY: We're getting a little ahead of
ourself. Tell us about your background.
What's the earliest memory you have?
BURNS: Well, when 1 was very, wvery
young, I did everything. I used to shine
shoes—two cents a shine. Carried a box
with a little strap, two cents a shine.
Very little shine for two cents, just a lot
of spit. And I sold newspapers. And I
sold crackers, little vanilla crackers. You
used to get them in a grocery store, ten
for a cent. I'd sell them on the street
eight for a cent. Every time 1 sold a
penny's worth of crackers, I made two
arackers. 1 ate the profits, never made
any money. Then I joined the Peewee
Quartet. We sang in saloons, back yards,
at amateur nights, on ferryboats.
PLAYBOY: How old were vou?

BURNS: Scven. Passed the hat around. A
funny thing happened. We used to sing
just in the Jewish neighborhood, but on
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Halloween, we decided to step out and
go into the gentile neighborhood. There
wasn’t much Halloween on the Lower
East Side. And we did very well. We
made $17. We had never made that kind
ol money in our lives before. 1f we made
50 cents apiece, that was considered a
good night. Well, we made S17. And
when we came out of this saloon, there
were a lot ol gentile kids dressed up in
all kinds of Halloween outfits, and they
wanted to take our money. Jesus, we
couldn’t give up 17 bucks. So we ran to
the Jewish Bovs' Club at Tenth Street
and Avenue A. Inside, we told them that
these gentile kids were nrying to take our
money. So the boys from the club went
out and chased the genule kids away.
And they came back and said, “How
much money you gotz” And we said,
“Seventeen bucks.” So they took the 517
and chased us away. So we lost the 17
bucks. To nice Jewish boys.

PLAYBOY: Like so many other comedians
ol your generation, you grew up on the
Lower East Side of New York. What was
it Iike?

BURNS: We didn’t know we were poor.
We thought everybody was poor. A lot
ol us used to sleep on the floor, on a
mattress. One matwess would handle
four kids, because we'd sleep crosswise.
And my mother said, “You Kids are very
Jucky. Some kids have no floor to sleep
on.” We'd try to figure that out. "Where
do they sleep with no floor?”

PLAYBOY: T¢ll us about your mother.
BURNS: She was a great lady, a great
woman. Nothing flustered her. She had
a marvelous sense ol humor. She said
things by inlerence. 1 do, 1oo. 1 think
it rubbed off. When I sang with the Pce-
wee Quartet, we represented a Presby-
terian church. How that church was
built in a Jewish ncighborhood TI'll
never know. And Siegel-Cooper, which
was a department store, had a Sunday
picnic  with a  singing competition
and we won first prize. They gave us
four Ingersoll watches, which in those
days cost about 65 cents apiece. When
1 came home, my mother was hanging
the wash up on the rool and I told her,
“Momma, I don’t want to be a Jew
anymore.” She said, “What do you want
to ber’ “A Presbyterian. I've been a Jew
for seven years, I got nothing. I was a
Presbyterian for one day and I got an
Ingersoll watch.” She said, “First help
m¢ hang up the wash, then you can be
a Presbyterian.”

PLAYBOY: Besides your mother, who in-
fluenced your career? Did you have any
particular idols?

BURNS: No. Well, one guy I admired was
our letter carrier, Harry Farlev. He got
us together, the Peewee Quartet, and
taught us harmony. His name was Fein-
gold, really. He wanted to go into show

business, so he called himsell Harry Far
Iey. He also wanted to be a policeman and
he was too short to be a policeman. He
was 5’8" or something and to be a police-
man, you had to be 597. He put a
stretching machine in the basement and
tried to swretch himsell an inch. And
the machine stretched a little too
hard. It he had lhived, he would have
made it. But, anyway, he taught us har-
mony and I loved harmony.

PLAYBOY: Did your brothers and sisters
appreciate your singing and your jokes?
Did they encourage you?

BURNS: They didn’t want me to go into
show business, even though I've been
full of show business [or as long as I can
remember. They didn’t think show bust-
ness was kosher. Yon go to the Devil, you
go to hell if you go into show business.
They wanted me to be like my brother
who opened a store in Akron, Ohio. He
wanted me to come there to run the
clevator and later—who knows?—maybe

“He grabbed us and threw
us overboard. But you
couldn’t drown in the East
River, because the

garbage was so thick.”

to be a buver ol Jadies' dresses at 90
bucks & week. Who wanted thar?
PLAYBOY: How long did they [eecl that
way?

BURNS: Until I started doing well. Then
they were sorry they didn’t go into show
business.

PLAYBOY: What were some of the songs
the prize-winning Peewee Quartet made
famous?

BURNS: Oh, Good-bye Girlic and Remem-
ber Me When You're Far Away. That
was one. And then we sang Roll, Roll,
Roll Those Bones. Every quartet sang
that. It's a crap-game song. And then we
sang a song that made no sense at all. It
went, “Mary Ann, Mary sat in the cor-
ner. Night and day, night and day. She
was 50 Lrzy we thought she was crazy. . ..
Some say the Bowery is not very llowery
when Johnny comes marching. . . .
Johnny get a gun, get a gun, get a gun
and beat McNulty, too.” It made no
sense, but there was harmony there.
PLAYBOY: No wonder they kept tossing
you oft lerryboats.

BURNS: That only happened once. A guy
on the upper deck was making love to
this broad and we four kids wanted to
make a lew pennies, so we got in {ront
of him and we started to sing harmony.

He didn’t want harmony. He wanted to
kiss this girl. We were singing songs like
Always Think of Mother and She'll Al
ways Think of You. And he was making
love to this girl, who was mavbe a virgin
or something. So he grabbed us and
threw us overboard. But you couldn’t
drown in the East River, because the gar-
bage was so thick. You could always just
jump on a pile of garbage.

PLAYBOY: See, voure the one who keeps
bringing up sex. So we may as well ask
vou how you lost vour virginity.

BURNS: O, I ran two dancing schools
when I was 14. There was this pupil-
well, I tll(mght she was an old woman-
must have been 23. Married, had a
couple of kids. We did it in one ol the
meeting rooms above the dance place.
She had 1o help me. I didn't know what
to do with her. I just looked ac it and
she did it. 1 could do that mysell. 1
didn't need anybody. And it got so,
when I was doing well, I'd do it with
gloves on.

pLAYBOY: Vaudevillians must have had
their groupies. Were you a ladies’ man?
BURNS: No. Never. I was a very, very
good ballroom dancer. 1 was a great
Peabody dancer. Once, I had dates with
two girls. And one girl was a great Pea-
body dancer and the other one I could
have gone to bed with. Well, there was
a contest, a Peabody contest, so 1 took
out the Peabody dancer. I told you, the
other thing I could do mysell.

PLAYBOY: You started in vaudeville when
you were 14, What were the names un-
der which you perlormed?

BURNS: O, it didn’t make any dilference
what my pame was, because I was always
being laid off, getting canceled. 1 was
Harris of Pierce and Harris. I was Smith
ol Garfield and Smith. Then there was
an act, Brown and Williams, Sing-
ers, Dancers and Roller Skaters, and
they were doing pretty good, getting
maybe S100 a week. A lot of money.
Even with commission, that’s 90 bucks
lor two guvs. Anyway, they split up and
1 went 1o work with Brown. And we did
the same act. Well, everybody did that
act and we didn't even have enough
sense to change our names. Evervbody
was named Brown or Williams. There
was Brown and Williams and Williams
and Brown and there was Brown and
Brown and there was Williims and Wil-
liams and there were the Brown Broth-
ers and the Williams Bovs. We all did
the same act and we were all laid off
together. Later there was a guv called
Willie Delight and he had 2000 cards
printed, WILLIE DELIGHT, SONGS, DANCES &
SYNCOPATED PATTER. But he lelt vaude-
ville for another job. He had 1920 cards
left, so I bought them for two dollars.
And 1 changed my name to Willie De-
light until 1 had used up the cards. But no

91



PLAYRBOY

92

Ina dass by itself
The new Koss PRO/A Triple A.

After we developed the world fomous
PRO/4AA, there wos only one woy to go.
And that wos to come out with a stereo-
phone so much better, thot it wos in o
closs by itself. The result is the new Koss
PRO/4 Triple A. The Triple A's extro
large voice coil ond oversize diophragm
expond the realm of pure sound with on
unbelievable freshness ond life-like
intensity. And the Triple A's 10 Hz

to 22 kHz frequency response offers

o full bandwidth dynamic response
rorely heord on the fines! speckers.
When you odd to oll that the
Triple A's extro light con-
struction and comforioble
Pneumalite® suspension

duol heodband, you've

got a stereophone in o

closs by itself. Just osk

your Audio Deoler.

He knows closs.

v
RIKOSS
hearing is bellevmg
KOSS CORPORATION, 4129 N, Port Woshi » Milwoukee, W1 53212
Koss Internotionol /London, E,nglnnd Koss hm‘lc:[/Onloﬂo Coneda

=

primary amp takes care of normal

When it's time_for
the crescendo to come,
don’t get clipped off.

TACHI CLASS G RECEIVER
OUBLES YOUR POWER
WHEN YOU NEED IT MOST

I

Horol o B v'”)

Certain big musical sounds
demand peak power to avoid clip-
ping distortion.

That's where the Hitachi Class G
amp comes in. You see, the Class G
is actually two amps in one. The

¥

power per channel, both channels
driven into 8 ohms, 20-20,000 Hz,
0.08% THD—and 400 watts tran-
sient power within rated distortion.

@ HITACHI

Whenacompany cares,

It shows.
Audio Component Division, Hitachi Sales
Corporation of America,
401 West Artesia Boulevard, Compton, Ca 90220

needs; the stand-by amp cuts in

when that crescendo comes.
Hitachi's SR 2004’s Class G power

amp produces 200 watts RMS output

malter “\"h:ﬂ ﬂl}' name was, I was ﬂ]\\'ﬂ)'.‘s
laying off.

PLAYBOY: How did you become George
Burns?

BURNS: First I was Nat Burns. When I
was a kid, Burns Brothers was a coal-
delivery company on the East Side. And
there was a little fellow I palled around
with, Abie Kaplan, who was later Brown
of Brown and Brown. Anyway, Abie and
I would open the chute on the coal
truck and fill our knickers with coal for
our mothers. And when they saw us
coming down the street. everybody
would say, “Here come the Burns boys.”
And that stuck. Later I changed my
name to George, because there was an-
other Nat Burns in show business and
he was stronger than I was.

PLAYBOY: Early in your career, you were
mairied briefly, weren't you?

BURNS: An hour,

PLAYBOY: Tell us about it.

BURNS: Hannah Siegal was her name. We
did a Latin dance act and we were
booked for 36 weeks on the small
time. We opened the show. Pretty bad
act. But I thought it was great. At least
I was in show business. And this girl,
her father wouldn’t let me take her out
of town unless I married her. Well, 1
wasn't going to cancel 36 weeks, so I
married her. I think I was about 22.
PLAYBOY: You've often said that until you
teamed up with Gracie, you were plain
awful. Did you ever leel you should give
up show business and run your brother’s
elevator in Akron?

BURNS: No. You see, I thought I had
made it. Sure, I was awful, so bad that 1
thought I was good. But look, I had
make-up, I had music, I had skates—we
used to dance on roller skates. I didn’t
have a job, but I had everything to go
with it. If somebody said, “What are
you doing?” I'd say, “Are you kidding?
I'm in show business!”

PLAYBOY: Enter laughing, Gracie Allen.
How did you meet?

BURNS: It was 1923. I was playing with
Billy Lorraine, our last three days to-
gether. We were going to split up, not
because we were angry with each other
but because we couldn’t get another job.
So Gracie came backstage to visit a girl-
friend, Rena Arnold, who was the head-
liner on the bill. And Rena wold Gracie,
“Those two boys are splitting up. Maybe
you'd like to work with one of them."”
Well, Gracie was a dramatic Irish actress
and she was out of work. So she went
out front and saw our act. And she said
she’d work with me if I could do away
with a gold tooth I had in the front of
my mouth. So I got rid of the gold
tooth. Well, I didn't get rid ol it right
away. I found out that Max Factor made
whitening that vou could put on, white
enamel. And I went to work with Gracie.
PLAYBOY: What sort of act did you do?
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BURNS: An act T wrote. Actually, T got it
mostly out of College Humnor and Cap-
tain Billy’s Whizbang. I'd take the jokes
and switch them. I always had a good
feel for how to switch a joke. The secret
of our success was that 1 knew what to
do offstage and Gracie knew what to do
on. Anyway, I was the comic, with wide
pants and a turned-up hat and a bow
tie that worked on a swivel. A lousy,
smalltime act. I never thought I'd go
anyplace, so I built all my acts to be on
as number two. That was my ambition
in life. Well,
theater in Brooklyn, $30 for three days.
We walked onstage for the matinee.
And I'm no I noticed that this
little girl, there was something very
charming about her. And the audience

we were booked at some

fool.

noticed it. Gracie would ask me these
questions and the audience sort of gig-
gled at the questions. But when I did
the joke answers—nothing. Not a snick-
er. Well, when we came oftstage, I said,
“Look, let's reverse this thing.” 1 gave
Gracie all the funny lines. If Gracie
told a joke, it wouldn't get a laugh. But
il she told sort of an off-center thing,
that got a laugh.

PLAYBOY: Why?

BURNS: Well, that character ftted her.
And the audience found her, 1 didn't.

The audience didn't like her to do any-
thing sarcastic. It didn’t go with her.
She was too dainty, too ladylike. She
wasn’t a girl with big things. She was a
beautiful little girl, like a little doll, a
little Irish doll. So I started finding
those off-center, illogical logical lines for
Gracie, and we started to do well. To
give you an idea of how much the audi-
ence really liked Gracie—I smoked a
cigar. The reason I smoked a cigar 1s 1
never knew what the hell to do with my
left hand. I could smoke with my lelt
hand, and I got so good I was able to
smoke with both hands. That was my
big talent. Anyway, the first thing I'd do
belore the matinee, I'd always find out
which way the wind was blowing on-
stage. So I stood on the side where my
smoke didn't go in Gracie’s lace. If the
smoke hit Gracie, the audience would
hate me.
PLAYBOY: Didn’t
Irish temper?
BURNS: Oh, yeah. Let me tell you what
happened once when we were playing
New Orleans. Gracie had bought a new
dress, which cost $400, to wear in our
act. Before we opened, she sent the dress
to a place called the Chiffon Cleaners,
and when it came back, the dress was
ruined. Gracie was heartbroken and
went to the cleaners and demanded $400

Gracie also have an

to replace the dress. Well, she got no-
where. So we were on the stage, the
theater was packed and the audience was
loving us. When we got to our closing
number, we came to the joke where 1
smppcd the music and said, “A funny
thing happened to my mother in Cleve-
land,” and Gracie was supposed to an-
swer, “I thought you were horn in
Buflalo.” Well, instead of answering me,
she just walked down to the footlights
and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, when
I armived in New Orleans, I had a brand-
new dress which cost me $400, and yes-
terday I sent it to be cleaned by the
Chiffon Cleaners, which is located at the
corner of St. Charles and Canal Streer.
When it came back, it was absolutely
ruined. ] went down there, and since 1
could never wear the dress again, 1 asked
them to make good on it. They not only
refused but were very rude to me. I'll
be leaving New Orleans at the end of
the week, but you people live here. So
I'm warning you, don’t send your clothes
to the Chiffon Cleaners, which i1s located
at the corner of St. Charles and Canal
Street.” And, with thag, she turned and
walked back to me and said, “I thought
you were born in Buffalo.” Of course, the
joke did not get a laugh. That night,
she made the same speech but in a
different part of our act. We still had
six more days in New Orleans and I
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knew there was no stopping Gracie. For-
tunately for my peace of mind, the next
day there was an envelope for Gracic
with $400 in it, compliments of the
Chiffon Cleaners.

PLAYBOY: Gracic's approach sounds logi-
cal to us. What's an example of the
illogical logic of her character?

BURNS: Well, a line where I'd say to
Gracie, "Did the nurse ever drop you
when you were a baby?” She says, “No,
no, no. We couldn’t afford a nurse. My
mother had to do it.” And she didn't
say it to be lunny. What she meant was
they couldn't afford a nurse. Gracie
would put pepper in the salt shaker and
salt in the pepper shaker and I'd say,
“Gracie, why did you do that?”” And she
looked at mc like, “Poor [ool,” and she'd
say, “Well, people always get mixed up
and now when they do, theyre right.”
It was so simple for her.

PLAYBOY: How long did it take after you
hit on that formula for you to reach
the top?

BURNS: Well, eventually we got married
and signed a contract for six vears for
$500 a weck, which was a lot of money.
And one night Gracie and I were at a
party at Arthur Lyons—he was Jack
Benny's agent—and in the middle ol the
party, the phone rang and Arthur came
over to us and said, “Look, how would
you and Gracic like to make 51700

tomorrow?” I had never heard of S1700
in my life. I said, “Doing whatz” He
said, “Fred Allen is supposed to do a
short in Long Island, [or nine minutes,
and he can’t make it, he's not feeling
well. You want 1o go do nine minutes
and get S17002" Of course. It was very
easv for us to do nine minutes. Seven-
teen minutes of material, that's all we
had. Anyway, the short was to be filmed
in the mterior of a living room. Well,
our act didn't fit that, because we did a
street-corner act—Gracie would pass, I'd
up my hat and flor with her. We
couldn’t do that in a living room. So I
had to concoct something. Didn’t want
to lose that §1700. So we came out in
the living room, [ took off my hat while
Gracie was looking in ashtrays, under
ashtrays, behind sofas. I said, “What are
you looking for?” She said, “The audi-
ence”—which took us right out of the
living room. I said, “You see the camera
there, vou see the little lens? IF vou look
in that little lens, that's the audience.
Now, Gracie, were taking somebody’s
place, were supposed to do nine min-
utes. And if we can do nine minutes,
we'll get $1700. Do you think we can do
nine minutes?” She said, “Ask me how
iy brother is.” I said, “Gracie, how's
your brother?” And she kept talking, I
kept doing straight, and she was in the
middle of a joke and 1 looked at my

watch and T said, “Hold it. You can’t
finish that. Our nine minutes are up.
Ladies and gentlemen, we just made
$1700." And Gracie waved goodbve. And
that short was a big hit. They signed us
for four shorts a year for $3500 each.
That meant $14,000 a year. We were in
the big time.

PLAYBOY: What was Gracie like offstage,
around the house?

BURNS: Well, she took care of the house
and we had two lovely children, Sandra
and Ronnie, and she took care of the
children. Gracie had a lot of very, very
good friends. She liked to go shopping,
she liked to wear good clothes. She was
busy. We were on radio [or 18 vyears.
That was easy, because you could read
the script. But on television for eight
years, we had a script of 40 pages to
memorize and 28 or 29 pages belonged
to her. And Gracie wasn’t [ull of show
business like I was. Gracie used to like
those soap operas. For instance, vears
ago, I came home alter just signing a
contract with Chesterfield for another
year. It was an awful lot ol money. I
was all excited and I said, “Gracie, I
have some wonderful news.” She said,
“Not now, Ma Perkins 1s in trouble.”
Well, I had to sit there until Ma Perkins
got out of trouble. Ma Perkins! Who
the hell cared about Ma Perkins?
PLAYBOY: You and Gracie were married

I
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for 38 years, in one of show business’
ideal matches. Today, a third to a half of
all marriages are ending in divorce.
What's wrong?

BURNS: There's nothing wrong. That's
just the lifestyle. Today the kids live
together and they have children and if
they like the way the children look, they
get married. And if they don't get along,
all they have to do is get divorced and
live together again, and they're happy
again. In the old days, anybody having
an affair before marriage, it was hush-
hush.

PLAYBOY: But it happened all the time.
BURNS: It was happening but with the
door closed. Now they do it with the
doors open and they scream to the neigh-
bors, “Look, we're having an affairt™
1t’s entirely different today: “Come over
and watch us!”

PLAYBOY: What do you think of all this
liberalization?

BURNS: I don’t know if it’s good or bad.
I'm a singer, not a swinger. 1 couldn’t
make a dollar i that other business.
Nobody would pay me for that. Even in
our marriage, I don’t ever remember
when 1 kissed Gracie that she applauded
me. 1 made Gracie laugh. Gracie mar-
ried me because 1 was funny. Sex was
never a part of it. We had sex, of course
we had sex. Look, we slept together.
We were not only married 38 years, we

were married three times that, be-
cause . . . don’t lorget, 1 slept with
Gracie, I ate with Gracie, I dressed with
Gracie, I worked with Gracie. When 1
was with Gracie for 38 years, it was 38
years. And we ncver got into each
other’s way with our marriage. It was a
wonderlul marriage.

PLAYBOY: Did you cheat on each other?
BURNS: Well, I don't know about Gracie,
but I'll tell you a story about me . . .
OK, I'll tell ir. We were married for a
lot of years and I had a . . . what's
another word lor condom?

PLAYBOY: A rubber.

BURNS: A rubber, OK. A rubber fell out
of my pants when I got dressed. We
were married maybe 20 years. And this
silly maid upstairs took the rubber and
put it on my dresser. And Gracie saw it.
When 1 came home, I saw this thing and
I said to the maid, “Did you put this on
here? How stupid can you be” Well,
Gracie wanted a silver centerpiece that
cost $750. I thought it was silly to buy
it, but when I found out that Gracie
saw that rubber. . . . If I'd said to Gracie
that the boys at the Friars played a
joke on me and they put that in my
pocket, 1 think Gracie would have left
me. Gracie was smart. You couldn’t do
that with Gracie. So I never said a word.
The next day, I got the centerpiece and
also a $10,000 diamond pin for her.

Never said a word. The next night, I
gave her the pin and she accepted it.
And we never talked about it.

PLAYBOY: So you did mess around a bit?
BURNS: Well, not a bit. But I did mess
around then. Look, nobodv is a . . . I
don't care if you were married to Mari-
lyn Monroe. If you were married to her,
you would cheat with some ugly girl.
PLAYBOY: Since your main acknowledged
talent was for smoking a cigar, vou must
have felt surange going out onstage on
your own alter Gracie retived.

BURNS: Yeah. But when vou're forced to
do things, you do them. With Gracie, I
did a lot, but not onstage. I sat there
with writers; 1 knew how to fnish an
act, how to end it; I knew exats, | knew
entrances. That's very important; vou
must know how to get on and you must
know how to get ofl. In vaudeville, if
you could take good bows, you didn't
have to have a good act. There was a
certain knack in taking a bow. You'd
walk off the stage and vou did a lousy
act. Then you'd come on taking a bow
with an instrument in your hand.
They'd say, “Well, mavbe he plays,” and
give you an ovation. Well, T knew all of
that. So 1 knew all about show business,
but I never had to perform onstage.
PLAYBOY: And at the age ol 62, vou were
reborn as a performer.

BURNS: Well, T didn't want 1o retire, 1
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was too voung to retire. So I went into
show business by myself. I was booked
into Harrah's at Lake Tahoe and I had
a great show. I got Bobby Darin, who
sensational, the DeCastro sisters,
wonderful, and PBrascia &
Tybee, the best dancing act in show
business. Three acts. Who needed me?
Anvway, the audience lLiked the show.
And eventually I staved and learned to
do monologs by myself.

PLAYBOY: Gracie was in the audience for
vour night-club debut. What did she
think of it?

BURNS: I'll never forget what she said
when 1 asked her. She said, “I thought
it was a fine show, it was put together
qust great.” I didn't want that answer.
I wanted to know how she liked me. So
Gracie said, “Well, vou're good, but you
recite your monologs.” That knocked
me on my can. Recite mv monologs!
That meant I wasn’t thinking. I did it
like a machine. Gracie’s line straight-
ened me out. The next day, I stopped
reciting. And all these little songs I'd
been doing at parties all my life—I put
them in the act. So the act developed.
And then you know what happened.
Jack Benny was supposed to do The
Sunshine Boys and he left us. I took his
place and the picture opened up a whole
new career for me. And here I am an
actor. But I might turn out to be such a
great actor that I might never sing again.
And you know what happened to Paul
Muni. [Pause] You're supposed to say,
“I didn’t know that Paul Muni sang.”
PLAYBOY: We didn't know that Paul
Muni sang.

BURNS: How about Edward G. Robinson?
Spencer Tracy? This could go on and
on. 1 love it. I love to sing. You like my
voice?

PLAYBOY: Your voice is . . . interesting.
But is it one of the world's treasures,
like Marlene Dietrich’s legs, worth in-
suring [or $1,000,000, as you did?

BURNS: That was a publicity stunt. They
thought it would be a good idea. I think
it was a bad stunt. It was too obvious,
too obvious.

PLAYBOY: You just mentioned Jack Ben-
ny, your closest friecnd. How did you
meet him?

BURNS: Well, Jack was poing around
with a girl named Mary Kelly, and they
pretty near got married. This was before

Wils

who were

he ever met Mary Livingstone. And Mary
Kelly and Gracie Allen and Rena Ar-
nold, three very religious Catholic girls,
all lived together. Then 1 started to
work with Gracie and that's how I met
Jack. We'd go out together. Even then,
he was doing stingv jokes. His writers
really didn’t find that for him; he was
doing it early on the stage. One of
his big jokes was that he took a girl out
to dinner and he told her a joke and she
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Jaughed so hard that she pretty near

dropped her tray.
PLAYBOY: There's a rumor that you could
crack up Benny as no one clse could.
BURNS: That’s because [ never tried to
crack him up. If vou told Jack a joke,
that wouldn’t do it. In other words, if
vou had to stop the conversation to
make Jack Benny laugh, that wouldn’t
work. But il he started it . . . like Jack
said to me once—this might not cven
be funny in telling it—he said. “I didn’t
sleep last night.” I said, “How did you
sleep the might before?” “Great.” I said,
“Sleep every other night” Well, that
knocked him out. There's a story I'd
never tell, but I think it’s funny. . . .
We were handled by the same agent,
Tom Fitzpatrick, a wonderful man who
just couldn’t say, “I've got no job [or
vou.” 50 if he had no job for vou, he'd
open the drawers of his desk, looking
for papers. The minute he started look-
ing for papers, you knew you were
Laying off. So I was coming out of Fitz-
patrick’s ofhce in the Palace Theater and
Jack was standing in front of the Palace
and Jack says, “You and Gracie working
next week:” I said, “No, Tom just
looked through his drawers.” Well, that
killed him. He thought that was terribly
funny. And I diduo'e. In [act, I resented
Juek's even laughing at this. Lousy joke.
But he started to laugh on the sireet. So
I stopped about three or four people,
strangers, and he was standing right
there, and [ said, “Why is this man
Lwghing?™ The next thing vou know,
there was a crowd of 50, 60 people
standing around Jack Benny while he
wits on the sidewalk laughing. And no-
body knew why he was laughing.
PLAYBOY: Is it true that he would actu-
ally fall oft a chair and pound the floor?
BURNS: Yeah, he'd fall on the floor. And
it was always little things that broke him
up. Like we were at Chasen’s, he was
with one party and | was with another
party, and he came over to say hello. |
said, “Sit down, Jack, have a little salt.”
Now, that’s a nothing line. But it mur-
dered him. He went back to his table
and told them, “What do you think
he just said? ‘Sit down and have a liule
sall.” ™ Nobody at his table thought it
was funny, but they all screamed, be-
cause Jack was hitting the table and
falling on the floor. So Jack kept telling
everybody this fercockieh joke and 1 got
sick ol it. So I said to Jack one day,
“Jack, do me a lavor. Tell everybody
Milton Berle said that and not me.”
Another time at Chasen’s, Jack and 1
were having dinner and  Jack got s
brilliant idea. He said, “I can make
Chasen pav lor our check.” I said, “How
do you do that?" He said, “Simple_
We're both good customers, we're always
cating here. We'll get into an argument
when the check comes and I'll call Dave

Chasen over and I'll say, ‘If George
Burns pays the check, I'll never come in
here again.” And then you say, ‘Il Jack
Benny pays the check, I'll never come
in here again.” Chasen will tear up the
check. Easy. Can’t miss.” I said. "OK,
Jack.” So we had a nice dinner. check
came, Jack called over Chasen and he
said, “If George Burns pays the check,
I'll never come in here again.” I never
said a thing. I just sat there. So Chasen
gave fum the check.

PLAYBOY: We remember hearing some-
thing about a piece ol thread
BURNS: Oh, the thread story. We were at
some party and Jack had a litde picce of
white thread stuck on the lapel of his
coat. 1 told Jack that [ didn’t know they
were wearing little pieces of thread on
lapels—would he mind if I borrowed
it? And I wok the little piece of white
thread off his lapel. Well, Jack was a
wreck. So, the next day, I got a httle box
and 1 put the thread in the box with a
little note saying, “Thanks for lewing
me wear this last night.” Well, Man
called me later and she says, “That
piece of thread arrived an hour ago and

“lasked Gracie to talk
to the fellow wp there and
make sure [ got the
part. Talk to His son, I
told her, because he's
Jewish, too.”

il Jack doesn’t ger oft the floor, 1 might
leave him.”

PLAYBOY: Benny alwavs talked in super-
latives about mundane things—the sofi-
esi towels, the best spaghetti
BURNS: Right, right. Jack once said to
me, “This is the coldest glass of water
I've ever had in my life.” Now, how
would anybody know the coldest glass of
water? See, all the big things in life hap-
pened o Jack, evervihing big: big con-
tracts, big money, big jobs, big honors.
The big things didn’t mean too much to
him. So little things got to be very big
in jack's life. I don’t know it you know
this story—Jack had just signed a con-
tract for a couple million dollars and I
saw him at the club. [ knew about the
contract. I said, “Jack, you look all excit-
ed.” He said, “Yeah, I just drove from
downtown back and I ook Wilshire
Boulevard and I found out if you go 27

miles an hour, you miss every red light.”

He'd just signed a contract for $2,000,000

and he's excited about the red lights!
Oh, here’s a preat Bennv story: We

were at a party and Jack went to the
mantelpiece and picked up a ciga-
rette and began to light it. And I said,
“Hold everything. Jack is now going to
do the match bit.” Now, Jack is stand-
ing there, evervbody stops talking,
they're all looking at Jack and he’s got
a cigarette in onc hand, a match in the
other. He doesn’t know what to do. He
put the cigarette in his mouth and lit it.
I said, “Oh, new finish.” End of Jack.
PLAYBOY: Yet Jack would go to any ex-
treme to break you up—and never suc
ceeded. Why?

BURNS: Because he tried so hard. Jack
always wried to set me up for a laugh.
Like the time Gracie and I arrived in
Minneapolis and checked in at Jack's
hotel. I called him and told him 1 was
coming up. Jack said, “Don’t come up
for two minutes.” I knew right away he
was sewting me up. So when I got up
there, I sent the maid into his room
ahead of me. Sure enough. he was stand-
ing on the bed. naked, with a flower in
one hand and a pitcher of water in
the other.

PLAYBOY: Bennv had a lamous line that
supposedly wriggered the biggest laugh
ever on radio—"Your money or vour
lite”—at which point he paused to pon-
der the choice. Did you and Gracie have
any similar bit®

BURNS: Well, our biggest smash was
Gracie’s missing brother. We got this
idea of Gracie's brother being missing
and we thought we'd go on a few CBS
programs and ask whether anyone had
scen Gracie's brother. Until then, if you
had vour own show, vou didn’t make
guest appearances on anyone else’s. We
were the first to do it. Eventually,
the thing caught firc and we went on all
the shows. Like, the phone would ring
on some dramatic radio show about, say,
a submarine and Gracie would say, “Is
my missing brother down there?” We
went right to the top of the ratings.
PLAYBOY: Did Gracie find her brother?
BURNS: No. He changed his name. He
really did. Gracie had a brother, George,
and they started kidding him about be-
ing Gracie’s missing brother. So he
changed his name.

PLAYBOY: Gracie’s death must have hit
you very, very hard.

BURNS: It did. For months, I couldn’t
sleep. The last eight years, Gracie and [
had twin beds. We always slept together,
but the last eight vears we slept in twin
beds. I inally began sleeping in Gracie's
bed a few months alter she died. And it
worked; it did a lot for me. And | visit
Gracie.

PLAYBOY: You still go to the cemetery?
BURNS: Once a month. I talk to her.
When I was up for The Sunshine Boys,
I asked her to talk to the fellow up
there and make sure I got the part: but
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don’t 1alk o Him, I told her, talk to His
son, because he's Jewish, too.

PLAYBOY: Well, somebody up there must
like you. You got the part and at 79 be-
came i movice star.

BURNS: Well, that was casy, because The
Sunshine Boys called for somebody who
wias old, somebody who came [rom
vaudeville. somebody who came f{rom
New York and somebody who was Jew-
ish. How they found out I'm Jewish, 1'l1
never  know! Somebody must  have
sneaked into Hillerest's locker room.
PLAYBOY: Did you expect to win the
Oscir? Were you surprised?

BURNS: [ felt I'd win it, because every-
hody convinced me that I would. All
the people kepe telling me, “George,
you're going ro win it.” Finally, T be-
lieved it. If I didn't win the award, 1
would have killed mysell.

PLAYBOY: Was winning the Academy
Award your most memorable moment?
Did anything else in your career top it?
BURNS: Well, playing the Palace Theater
the first time was as big as getting the
Oscar. Maybe bigger, maybe bigger.
Whoever thought I'd play the Palace?
That was really something,

PLAYBOY: Why are so many great conics
Jewish?

BURNS: Well, for the same recason that
blacks are great athletes and fighters.
That's the way you could get out of the
ncighborhood. I think that most acrors,
practically all the comedians, came [rom
poor lamilies.

PLAYBOY: Earlier, you were talking about
personalities who will last because they
broke new ground: Groucho, Chaplin,
Benny. What about Lenny Bruce? Was
he a comic genius?

BURNS: I guess he was. Maybe he got 1o
be a genius too soon. Lenny Bruce was
the first one ever to say lour-letter words,
say anything he wanted. I never under-
stood that kind of humor.

PLAYBOY: What about the new comics
spawned by Bruce and Mort Sahl—
Richard Pryor, George Carlin, the late
Freddie Prinze?

BURNS: You mean all the kids that are
coming up like Milton Berle, Alan King,
Buddy Hackett, Jan Murrav? Those kids
will all make it. The kids today. you
can't stop ‘em. Look, I gave Bobby
Darvin his first job in Vegas and I gave
Ann-Margret her hrst job in Vegas. Well,
OK, what did 1 do for them? I heard
them and they were great and 1 took
them to Vegas and 1 got on the stage
and 1 said, “Ladies and gentlemen, Bob-
by Darin.” And 1 walked off the stage
and Bobby Darin killed the audience.
Or Ann-Margret: “Ann-Margret, ladies
and gentlemen.” And she was a star,
right [rom the first minute. You mean
to say il 1 hadn’t introduced them some-
bodv else wouldn't have? I always go
back to one thing. Powers always said
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that “every elephant has its own per-
sonality.” You know, I never knew what
the hell he meant by that.

PLAYBOY: Lenny Bruce became something
of a martyr because his humor was con-
sidered, among other things, too politi-
cal. Do you think comedians make a
mistake by becoming political?

BURNS: No, if that’s their cup of tea. I'm
not political at all. I've met Presidents:
Franklin Roosevelt, Jack Kennedy. I was
invited to the White House when Ken-
nedy was President. Bobby was there, so
was Teddy. We sang harmony together.
PLAYBOY: A f[ar cay [rom the Peewce
Quartet.

BURNS: Yeah. I'll tell you who is very,
very good. Teddy Kennedy is a great
comedian. He got up and he gave an
intitation of his grandfather, who was a
politician in Boston, Fitzsomething. The
President was on the floor. And I was
sitting next to Jacqueline Kennedy and
she said to me, [ don't know what he's
laughing for. He's heard that 20 times.”
I sang a French song, La Vie en Rose,
for Jackie. She loved it; told me she had
been speaking French all her life. but
alter hearing me, she realized she had
been doing it all wrong. And I was at
Kennedy's birthday party when Marilyn
Monroe sang Hapry Birthday.
PLAYBOY: Did you know
Monroe?

BURNS: I knew Marilyn. Never danced
with her. Too bad, because I understand
she danced close, You want a martini?
PLAYBOY: Sure. You spend a lot of time
around young people; have you ever
tried marijuana?

BURNS: No.

PLAYBOY: Does it concern you one way
or the other? Do you think it should be
legalized? Or banned?

BURNS: How would you know if you
don’t try it7 You got some with you?
PLAYBOY: No. I{ we did, would you try it?
BURNS: No, because, look, I'm drinking
a martini. That's the same thing, isn't
itz 1 don’t think you get more out of
marijuana than you do a martini.
PLAYBOY: If one of your young ladies
came back here and smoked marijuana,
would that offend you?

BURNS: I don't think so. No. Look,
people smoke it. 1 went to a party and
people sat around and smoked mari-
juana. That was all right. You pass the
joim around. I didn’t bother with 1,
because I didn’t want to waste it. Look,
I can’t get any more kicks than I''n get-
ting. What can marijuana do for me
thiat show business hasn't done?

PLAYBOY: A lot of kids in show business
have destroyed themselves with drugs.
BURNS: I can see where that can happen.
I'm not much of a drinker; I have a
couple of martinis before dinner. a cou
ple of drinks when I go out. But when
I was working alone without Gracie, I

Marilyn

was drinking quite a bit before I walked
Unsl:lgc. [ was \'t‘l}" Nnervous il])()ll[. “’O‘l’k-
ing alone. So I can see where sometimes
you need something.

PLAYBOY: Another thing about contem-
porary entertainers is that they become
famous and rich so quickly they don't
know how to handle it. With you and
your contemporaries, it took a long time
to come up through the vaudeville cir-
cuit, didn't it?

BURNS: Yeal; it took [our years for an
Irving Berlin song to become popular
and it would stay popular for four
years. Now, with television, radio and
records, it's a week and vou have a new
hit, a new star.

PLAYBOY: How do you spend vour time
these days?

BURNS: I get up at eight o'cock. I do
some floor exercises upstairs. Take a
shower. I come down. have breakfast.
Then I go upstairs and I get dressed.
Then 1 go out and do my walking. I
walk between 15 and 20 minutes. Fif-
teen minutes is a mile. Brisk walk. Then
I come in, have a cup of tea, finish get-
ting dressed, and I'm at my office at nine
o'clock. I'm writing another book, so I
try to write seven or cight pages a day.
And there’s a lot of mail I've got to
answer. Then I go to Hillerest for lunch;
used to be a very exciting table, but now
evervbody's gone, I have lunch, then I
go inside and play bridge [rom one-
thirty to three-thirty. And then I come
home, 1 take a nap at four o'clock. I get
up at five-thirty. If I've got nothing to
do, I'll have a couple of martinis and
I'll have my dinner, watch a little tele-
vision and at nine or nine-thirty, I go up
and read. If I've got something to do,
I get dressed and 1 go out.

PLAYBOY: When you go out, where do
you like to go?

BURNS: Oh, Chasen’s, Gatsby's, the Palm.
And I like to go to discothéques. It's very
easy to dance today. You just push the
girl out and let her dance. Then, when
she gets around to you again, you push
her out again. I'm at the point now
where I'm a fine pusher.

PLAYBOY: Seriously, were you really a
great dancer?

BURNS: Seriously, ves. Was Valentino a
great dancer? When Valentino was I8
vears old, he used to dance at Churchill’s
and he used to get about 18 bucks a
week. He used to dance at these alter
noon teas. The women would come and
have cocktails and tea and dance with
these gigolos like Valentino—they didn't
call them gigolos then, they called them
lounge lizards.

Valeska Suratt was a very, very big
star on Broadway, and she went into
Churchill’s and saw this beautiful young
Valentino. So she danced with Valen-
tino and he told her he was leaving for
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PLAYBOY

Hollywood to go into pictures. And she
said. “What's your name. voung man?”
And he said, “My name is Rudolph
Valentino.” And she said, “Well, the
first thing I would do is change that
name.” Which I did. and I've been call-
ing mysclf George Burns ever since!
That's a lovely story. It's a great lie, isn't
it? It's a beautiful lie.

Actually, not many people know this,
but I taught Fred Astaire how to dance.
PLAYBOY: You taught Fred Astaire how to
dance?

BURNS: Are you an echo chamber? Yeah,
I taught him to dance, Gracie and I
made a picture with him, Damsel in Dis-
fress. We got a lot of money for it,
560,000 for six weeks' work. And I'm
what you call a right-legged dancer. I've
got a good right leg but a bad left one.
And I knew if Fred Astaire saw me
dance, he'd keep the right leg and fire
the left one. So there were two guys in
vaudeville who used to do a whisk-broom
dance and I thought it was a great dance.
I sent for one of them and he taught
Gracie and me the whisk-broom dance.
So we met Fred Astaire and I said, “Fred,
I'd like to show you something: the
whisk-broom dance we used to do in
vaudeville.”  Which we didn't. But
560,000 for six weeks! We did the dance
and Fred thought it was just great. He
said, “Geez, great dance.” T said, “Well,
il you want it. it's vours!” He said. “You
mean we can do it in the movie” I said,
“Of course.” He said, “OK.” Got him.
Got ourselves $60,000 and [ was teaching
Fred Astaire to dance,

PLAYBOY: Diudn’t yvou also make a movie
with W. C. Fields?

BURNS: Yeah, The International House.
There was a scene in that picture at the
table, where Gracie hits Fields with one
of her offbeat lines and leaves. When
they were shooting it, Fields came over
and he said, “Jesus, T feel kind of silly,
sitting at this table and she hits me with
this line and she walks away and I have
nothing to say. 1 need something.” So
I said, “I'll tell you what to do. You've
got a drink of Scotch on the table"™—
Fields was always featuring the hooze
“and a glass of water and a cup of cof-
fee. Why don’t you take the two pieces
of sugar and put them in the water. mix
the coftee and drink the Scotch?” It got
a big laugh. And he said 1o me, “George,
you're the greatest man I've cver met
in my life.”

PLAYBOY: Did you like Fields?

BURNS: Oh, yeah. He came to our house
a few times for dinner. He used to bring
his own gin with him. Wore a vest with
four pockets and he had two drinks in
each pocket, in case you ran out of gin.
First time he came over, he forgot his
vest. So he called his chauffeur and said,

106 "Go home and get me my vest.” I had

heard about his vest and I said, “Look,
I'm a gin drinker myself, Bill, so vou
don’t need the vest.” And he yelled to
his chaulfteur, "Forget the vest. I've got
gin from another source.” Another Fields
story, I don’t know whether anybody
knows this story and I don’t even know
whether it's true, but I think it is. W. C.
Fields, when he was a very voung man,
was married to a very preuty girl. He was
in his early 20s and he went 10 England
and he did a juggling act. No talk. What
they call a dumb act. Just juggled. At
the finish of his act, he used to jugele
cigar boxes. There was a great English
star on the bill with him. And Fields's
young wife went [or this star. When
Fields left England, she stayed with this
star, This star stole W. C. Fields's wile,
but Ficlds stole his delivery. That de-
livery, talking on the upbeat, was the
other guy’s delivery.

PLAYBOY: You've been around a long
time——

BURNS: Yeah, I was brought up to respect
my elders and now I don’t have to re-
spect anybody,

PLAYBOY: As we were going to sav, you've

“Sitting opposite me on the
plane was a givl in a see-
through blouse. Over Albu-
querque, I think, one of

»

them winked at me.

known most of the great comedians,
What about Fred Allen?

BURNS: Oh, yeah. Gracie and 1 used to
do a routine about the bird, the hepple-
white, a crazy routine that we made up.
About Gracie's brother, who would go
hunting and take four dogs, and the next
day he'd take four more and the follow-
ing day he'd take four more. What hap-
pened? He used to shoot them. She said,
“He aimed at the bird. but he shot the
dogs.” So I said 1o Gracie, “Why don’t
you go hunting with him?” Big laughs.
Anyway, we met Joe Frisco and he said,
“Hey, that hunting routine—I'll give
you a great joke. The bird that he goes
hunting for, the hepplewhite, why don't
you have the bird fly backward because
it's not interested in where it’s going,
it's interested in where it's been?” I'm
going back 50 years. It's an old joke. So
we did it at the Palace and the joke was
a smash, a big hit. It gave a believability
to this crazy routine. Well, I got a call
from Fred Allen and he said the joke
about the backward bird was his. In
those days, if it was your joke, only you
could do it. You had to write your act

down and register it at the Pat Casey
office. If somebody stole your joke, Pat
Casey would say. “Take it out,” and vou
had to take it out or you couldn’t get a
job. Nowadays, if your jokes aren't
stolen, you fire your writers! Anyway, it
was Fred Allen’s joke. I oftered him $400
for it, but he wouldn't sell it. So T called
up John P. Medbury, who was writing
for us then, 1 explained the problem
with Fred Allen and. without a pause,
John says, “Have the bird fly upside
down. In case the hunter shoots it, he
falls up.” And we did it and it was just
as great. In fact, Fred Allen offered me
S400 for that joke. Which is not true,
but it gives vou a good finish.

PLAYBOY: You have a reputation as one
of the nicest men in the world. Have you
ever done anything particularly nasty,
something that vou're ashamed ol?
BURNS: Well, I have a temper. I blow up
at people. Once, when I owned four tele-
vision shows, I was fuming at this guy
because he had done something wrong—
I forget what it was—and the next day
he didn’t come to work. I said, “Where
is he?” And they said. “He thinks you
fired him.” Me? I didn't fire anybody. I
called him and said, “Please come back
to work.” I'd get mad, but then I
wouldn’t know about it the next day.
PLAYBOY: Looking back over your life,
do you have any regrets? Is there some-
thing you haven't done or that you'd
have done differently?

BURNS: No, I want to do it all again, but
not different. Once more. A couple of
times more.

PLAYBOY: Sum up your philosophy of life.
BURNS: You have to have something to
get you out of bed. I can’t do anything
in bed, anyway. The most important
thing is to have a point, a direction
vou're headed. II kids had that, it would
help a lot. If you can get a kid to fall
in love with something, his lifestyle goes
in that direction. I always knew where I
was going. I was always in love with
show business.

PLAYBOY: George, what's the secret to
staying young?

BURNS: Young girls. I flew in from New
York recently and sitting opposite me on
the plane was a young, beautiful girl
wearing a seethrough Dblouse. That
blouse made me very nervous. When
I looked at it, I sort of got the feeling
it was looking back at me. In [act, over
Albuquerque, I'm not sure, but I think
one of them winked at me. When we
were landing, 1 had wtouble fastening
my seat belt.

PLAYBOY: Lven Gracie wouldn't believe
that story.

BURNS: You told me I was supposed to
be funny. You didn’t say I had to tell

the truth.
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The onetime Presidential
crony and political "fixer"
finally tells his story:

How sex was peddled to
Senators for votes.

How a football franchise
was bought in the Senate.

How J.EK. bartered a
quashed indictment for
an OK of his nuclear-
arms treaty.

What L.B.J. really thought
of the Kennedys.

How the Watergate Gang
tried to dig up dirt on the
Democrats.

By BOBBY BAKER
with LARRY L. KING

1 HAD NEVER BELIEVED that I would go to jail
Even during sensational Congressional hear-
ings fueled by some Senators who loved to see
their names in print (while others may have
feared that same fate, should I tell all I was
presumed to know), even through countless
investigations by FBI and tax agents, even
through Federal-grand-jury proceedings culmi-
nating in my indictment on nine criminal
counts, even through the long trial and my
subsequent conviction, and through the end-
lessly complex appeal processes, 1 simply had
not believed that I would be sent to jail.
Certainly, 1 had not believed it on that
October day in 1963 when—not a little angry
and drunk—I impulsively resigned as Secretary
to the Majority of the United States Senate.
Nor had I believed it, seven years later

110 almost to the day, when the U.S. Court of
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Appeals unanimously affirmed the find-
ings of my trial judge, Federal judge
Oliver Gasch of the District of Columbia.

In my secret parts, I refused to accept
that I was jail bound even after the
Supreme Court of the United States, just
before Christmas in 1970, denied my pe-
tition for certiorari. That meant that my
legal appeals were exhausted and that I
must prepare to live in prison for a maxi-
mum period of three years.

As the family car pulled away from my
home in the Spring Valley section of
Northwest Washington, where I'd once
been a neighbor to Lyndon B. Johnson,
I was obliged at last to re-examine my
faith in miracles. It dawned with a physi-
cal finality that only a car wreck could
prevent my surrenclering the next morn-
ing to U.S. marshals in Lewisburg,
Pennsylvania, there to begin my term in
Federal prison.

It would be convenient to the art of
storytelling if I could claim that during
that long ride over hazardous highways, I
mused on how Bobby Baker had fallen
so far and so fast. Bobby Baker: pal of
Presidents, advisor to the mighty, a
political mover and shaker, hailed as
“the 101st Senator” by, among others,
John F. Kennedy. “The last man I see
at night,” Lyndon Johnson often had
said, “and the frst man I see every
morning."”

Bobby Baker, who'd been rumored as
a possible future governor or Senator
from his native South Carolina and who
had not heen entirely innocent of savor-
ing that rumor. Bobby Baker, who had
cavorted with lobbyists and show folk
and athletic heroes as well as the politi-
cal biggies, and whose country-boy heart
perhaps had enjoyed it a shade too
much. Bobby Baker, who had been at
least a paper millionaire, a kid up from
scratch and a compulsive hustler. Bobby
Baker, who had assisted Senators in their
well-intended public programs as well as
in their less noble—if entirely human—
ambitions of money and the flesh.

The truth is, however, that on that
night ride toward Lewisburg Federal
Penitentiary, I was alternately morose
and pointlessly manic. Not for a long
time would I become introspective about
my life; not for longer still would 1
begin to understand much of what had
happened to me, or why, or be able even
to marginally sort out which portions of
the blame might accrue solely to me or
which portions might properly be as-
signed to other men or institutions. It is
an ongoing process and probably shall
continue throughout my life,

L

On the morning of June 1, 1972, my
prison ordeal was over. I slept little on
my final night and arose in great excite-
ment. The press knew I was coming out

112 of jail; a covey of reporters and camera-

men awaited me. I said to them, “Sixteen
months and eighteen days ago, I told
you I would do my duty and do it with
honor. I have. Thank you.” I did not
respond to their questions but ducked
into the car driven by my wife and set
out toward the free life. In fact, given
the pillorying I'd taken from the press, I
rather enjoyed being in a position of not
giving a damn that its members stood on
the side of the road and howled for more
particulars as we sped away. Once we
arrived in Washington, there was a
pleasant surprise: Old friends—not elect-
ed politicians but people I'd worked
with, drunk with, done business with,
gone to [oothall games with—had ar-
ranged a welcome-home party for me at
Duke Zeibert's Restaurant. They gave me
a standing ovation when 1 walked in.
Did it make me feel good? You're damn
right it did. I'd been a little short on
standing ovations for quite a while.

I had no way of knowing that only 16
days later a band of burglars would
break into an office in the Watergate
complex and that their capture, in time,
would cause the Nixon Administration
to apply the screws and threaten me with
yet another stretch in jail.

L

I originally arrived in Washington in
1942, innocent in my half-formed belief
that Congress comprised a collection of
nature’s noblemen come together to
form a more perfect Union. The scales
eventually would drop from my eyes.

In retrospect, I suppose one might say
that I had a little of Sammy Glick in me.
Ambition was honorable in the society 1
had been raised in; however, I tried
constantly to learn, to serve, to improve
myself.

One learned, too, the human frailties
harbored by each Senator. Senator Ben-
nett Champ Clark of Missouri, when
sober, was a kind and gentle man. When
drunk, however, he became an abusive
tyrant, one who railed and cussed at his
subordinates. Consequently, I danced
attendance upon Senator Clark in the
early part of the day and then, as the
hours passed and he began to show signs
of inebriation, I made mysell scarce. I
learned that Republican Senator Charles
McNary of Oregon, an Irishman with a
twinkle in his eye and a man I much
admired for his friendly countenance
and ability, simply could not see a skirt
pass by without compulsively chasing it.
For a while, 1 distrusted Senator Robert
Wagner, Sr., of New York—a truly nice
man—Dbecause, as part of the normal
initiation rites, he once sent me to the
Senate Document Room to fetch a non-
existent “bill stretcher.”

Of all the Senators in my early Wash-
ington years, my favorite was a small,
unassuming man from Missourt. Harry
Truman was the most genteel man I

ever met. Not once did T see him act
imperiously toward lowly page boys.
“Young man,” he would say—not “Son-
ny,” as so many called us—"Young man,
when it's convenient, could you please
get me a glass of water?” Or, “Young
man, would you mind calling my secre-
tary and asking her to send me such and
so?” In any popularity contest among
page boys or Senators, I think Truman
would have won in a landslide.

From my earliest days as a knickers-
clad page boy, I had heard whispers of
what Senator might be entertaining his
secretary on the office couch, which Sen-
ator’s legs had betrayed him in chambers
or in a hideaway office after a hve-
martini lunch and what Senators had
their hands out. These originally were
little more than rumors, the prattle of
subordinates spying on their masters,
and sometimes may have been suspect in
the specifics. As I climbed in the Senate
hierarchy, however, 1 would fAind them
true in a general sense and come to
know my own secrets.

One of my earliest discoveries was that
the storied Capitol Building—so massive
and awesome to the eye with its grand
expanses of marble, impressive columns,
burnished desks, silk drapes and general
aura of polish—contained dozens and
dozens of hideaway nooks and crannies
not visible to the naked eye; it was as if
the original architects had anticipated
that legislators might require a special
solitude, though I'm uncertain as to
whether they knew the extent to which
many Senators would utilize the hide-
away nests for their private recreations.
These spaces were highly coveted by the
powerful, and particularly by the playful.

I learned early on that should one be
asked to seek out one of the hidden
offices and gently rap on the door as a
signal that the Senator locked away there
should hurry to the legislative chamber,
one should not assume that the Senator
is alone. Such Senators as Dennis Chavez
of New Mexico, Tom Hennings of Mis-
souri, Burnet Maybank of my home state,
Pete Williams of New Jersey or Clair
Engle of California might be having no
more than a quick visit with John Bar-
leycorn. Old or new ladyfriends, how-
ever, might be found in the company of
the Alben Barkleys, Estes Kefauvers, Jack
Kennedys, Lyndon Johnsons or Bob
Kerrs, among others. (Senator Kerr was
not, strictly speaking, a compulsive skirt
chaser: For years, e carried on what
amounted to a monogamous love affair
with one of his secretaries, who later was
paid—according to what she told me—
£50,000 to not write her memoirs.)

Although I partied with certain Sena-
tors and made informal introductions of
others to eager young ladies who'd let it
be known they were out for a good time,
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I drew the line at furnishing them pro-
fessionals. Only once was I literally
badgered to produce a woman for a Sen-
ator's gratification. He was a deep-dyed
Southerner, a real mushmouth whose
name I do not intend to use, because he's
still alive, still in the Senate and prob-
ably needs no more problems.

The Senator telephoned my office one
afternoon, sounding as if he'd been
locked up in a bourbon distillery for
about three days, to insist that 1 find a
lady to accommodate his passions. 1 said,
“Senator, I just wouldn't know how to
go about that” He called again a few
minutes later to insist that I bring a
woman io his Virginia home. “My wife's
away and my dick’s so hard a cat
wouldn't scratch it,” he said. “I'll pay
real good.” Again, 1 demurred. The
third time the statesman called, he said,
“Bobby, I'm gonna keep on callin’ you
till pussy shows up on my doorstep. And
if you don’t bring me pussy, I ain't
bringing you no more votes.” I said I'd
see what I could do.

I walked to a hotel bar near the Senate,
where I knew a young cocktail waitress
rumored to do a little minor-league
hustling in her spare time. Wayne Brom-
ley, a lobbyist friend, went with me. “1
don’t want to know anything about the
arrangements,” I told the cocktail wait-
ress, “but I know where there's a horny
Senator with money in his pocket.” She
said give her a few minutes to find some-
one to replace her on the shift.

Bromley, the girl and I drove out to a
well-appointed home about 20 minutes
from Capitol Hill. When we arrived, the
randy Senator was standing in the center
of his dining room, holding on to the
table with both hands; despite such sup-
port, he was swaying in invisible breezes.
“Senator,” I said, “this is Miss Smith and
she’s your date for the afternoon.”

The Senator looked past me, squinted
at the woman and said, “Honey, less me
and you fuck.,” The girl later told a
friend of mine that she'd extracted $100
and cab fare. The Southern Senator in
question tended to avoid me for a while
after that, but 1 found that his vote was
easier to obtain than previously.

If you can't always tell a book by its
cover, then the same may be said for
some Senators. When Estes Kefauver of
Tennessee died, after establishing his
public image as a warmaker against or-
ganized crime and corporate gougers or
bilkers, many were shocked to learn that
a large chunk of his $300,000 estate was
made up of stock in drug companies he
had been charged with regulating.

I was not the least bit shocked. For
one thing, I'd long heard stories that
Senator Kefauver was among those Sena-
tors who willingly put themselves up for
sale; he didn’t particularly care whether

114 he was paid in coin or in women. What

always amazed me was that the press
didn’t tumble to the story. More than
once, Senator Kefauver skated on the
thin ice of trouble by attempting to se-
duce women, one of them a comely
newswoman, through tactics bordering
on the strong-armed; 1 recall fretting
within Democratic circles, after he'd
been nominated for Vice-President in
1956, that such dangerous news might
become public.

I once delivered $25,000 in cash that
was earmarked for Senator Kefauver. I
handed the money over to a Kefauver
staff man in his committee office in the
old Senate Office Building. That, in it-
self, was a violation of the law. It's for-
bidden even to hand over a legitimate
campaign contribution—to say nothing
of an outandout bribe—on Federal
property.

I can’t say that the staff man knew
what the money was for, but I certainly
knew it was for the purpose of the
Kefauver subcommittee’s finding that
George Preston Marshall, owner of the
Washington Redskins football team,
held an illegal monopoly with his so-
called Redskin Television Network. This
network profitably televised the Redskins
games throughout the Southern states.

The money to influence the Kefauver
decision had been paid by certain inter-
ests in Texas. It was delivered to me by
one of the Texans" employees who knew
his way around the back rooms of power.
I, in turn, handed it over to the Kefauver
staff man. More is implied than stated in
such transactions. As I recall, I handed
him the money in a briefcase the courier
had given me and simply said, “I hope
you'll get this to the Senator with the
compliments of some Texas friends.”
He nodded, accepted the briefcase with-
out comment and launched into a dis-
cussion of Democratic politics.

People who wonder why the Dallas
Cowboys-Washington Redskins football
rivalry seerns to be among the most bitter
in the National Football League may
better understand after reading this
story. A group of Texans badly wanted
to gain a profitable N.F.L. franchise for
Dallas, They ran into trouble in the
form of stiff opposition from Marshall,
the Redskins’ owner, who as one of the
founding fathers of the N.F.L. claimed
unusual power and influence,

Marshall was by then an old man and
an old-fashioned racist who wouldn't
hire a black player until Secretary of the
Interior Stewart Udall forced it by a
political power play in 1961. Udall sim-
ply told Marshall that his lily-white
football team would not be permitted to
play in the new D.C. stadium, built with
tax funds, unless blacks joined the squad.
The Redskins then signed Bobby Mitchell,
the feet running back who'd starred at the
University of Illinois.

Marshall long had considered the
South to be his team's natural territory
and his personal preserve. He was ada-
mantly against sharing the South with a
Texas-based team certain to divide re-
gional loyalties at the expense of his
pocketbook; at the time Dallas went into
the league, the N.F.L. had no Southern-
based team. Marshall’s proprietary in-
stinct, wholly robber baron in character,
may well have been rejected by an
honest subcommittee; but with millions at
stake, the Texans took no chances.

I was approached by the courier,
whom 1 knew as a fellow reveler and
high roller in Washington.

“Bobby,” he said over drinks in my
office, “my job and my ass are on the
line. I've got to lock up that damn foot-
ball franchise for Texas and I've been
told not to leave any stone unturned.”

I remember that it was after hours and
my office—with the employees gone—
was as hushed as a corporate lawyer's on
Wall Street. In the quiet, 1 said, “Have
you got any money to spend?”’

*“Sure,” he said. “But how much?”

I said, I don't have any idea. But you
need to see Senator Kefauver. Explain

ur problem. If 1 know Estes Kefauver,
he'll play the ball once you put it in
his court.”

The courier said, “Can you arrange
the appointment?"

1 said, “No sweat.”

I arranged the appointment. The next
thing I knew, the courier brought a
briefcase into my office, handed it over
and said, “"There's $25,000 cash in there.
Will you get it to a fellow named so-
and-s0?” And 1 did.

Clint Murchison, Jr., a powerful Tex-
as industrialist, later applied whimsical
thumbscrews to Marshall in an effort to
remove his opposition to the Dallas fran-
chise. In company with my law partner,
Ernest Tucker—and at Clint’s sugges-
tion—I bought from composer Barnee
Breeskin the rights to the Redskins'
official song, Hail to the Redskins.
Barnee, fortunately for our cause, found
himself in financial straits at the time we
approached him and eagerly accepted
our offer without knowing why we
wanted the song—which Marshall, gen-
erally a shrewd businessman, had aston-
ishingly neglected to buy. You couldn’t
make that sort of basic boo-boo when
engaged in a pissing contest with the
Murchisons. Anyhow, Tucker and I
bought the song for $2500. Our price for
the Redskins’ being able to continue to
use the song: withdrawal of Marshall's
opposition to the Dallas N.F.L. fran-
chise. Since Marshall's band was left
with only Dixie as an alternate fight
song, we got what we asked. The Murch-
isons, naturally, had provided the $2500
to buy the song, Thus, for peanuts, they

(continued on page 176)



\ the life of this top
01 : model consists mostly of
acting out other people’s fantasies.
we give hera chance to star in her own

Newsweek, previewing this Fay Wray-
King Kang pase starring Apollania
and baxer Ken Nartan, called it “a
brazen biceptual fantasy.” Hmmm.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ARA GALLANT
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For storters, how about o cozy litlle
ménoge & ftrois (obove)? Apollonia’s
split-image boyfriend is evidently in o
reflective mood. At right, Apollonia
portrays a liberated lody who hos just
bounced her erront beou out on his eor.
But not without quite o struggle, ap-
parently. Notice all the debris: lamp
shade oskew, her housecoat at holf-mast.

As a street kid {(obove), Apollonia acts
in her own version of West Side Story.
She is such a hit in the part that she
becomes a famous movie star and is
mobbed by outogroph aond souvenir
(i.e., clothing) seekers at Monhottan’s
ultrachic Studio 54 discothéque (right).




LL oF us have fantasies; few of us get to realize
them, especially in front of a camera. One of the
troubles with being a model—and Apollonia
Van Ravenstein is at the top of that profes-

sion—is that you spend all your working hours
acting out other people’s fantasies. Apollonia hasn’t
complained about that, you understand; professionalism
oozes from her pores. “Apollonia has a greater range of
cmotion than any other model in the business,”” opines Ara
Gallant, photographer of fashion's haut monde. “She has an
actress” sense of what a photograph is about.” It scemed to us
a shame that such talent should be visible only in fashion

magazines, so we asked Apollonia to confess a few of her own
[antasies and have Ara photograph her for us in situations in
which she had always wanted to find herself. These dreams of
Apollonia are fairly recent ones. When she was a youngster in
the Netherlands, she fully expected to live out her life as a
French teacher. But at the age of 17, she went to Paris and
started modeling. Five years ago, she went to New York and
joined the toprated Zoli agency, which, though it has made
her a big name professionally, has never given her the chance
to play Fay Wray 1o Ken Norton’s King Kong. “In this age of
machines, I love romance,” says Apollonia of this project. As
for us, it's easy to see we've gone ape over Apollonia.

3

No offense to Amanda
Bloke, but if Apollonia
hod played Miss Kitty in
this ' getup, Gunsmoke
might still be on the air.
Both cowpoke and card-
sharp seem to be enjoy-
ing the view of Apollo-
nia as a donce-hall girl.

Apollonio’s high-society dreom self gets
entongled with a taxi door on Pork
Avenue. Obviously, Apollonia didn't
heed her mother's warning: Alwoys
wear clean undies when out for a ride.
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personality

BY MARK GOODMAN

SAVALAS MAY HAVE WORN

OUT HIS WELCOME ON THE TUBE
BUT OUT THERE IN THE REAL
WORLD, HE STILL COMES OFF AS
SEX SYMBOL. SUPERSTAR AND
CROWD PLEASER SUPREME

ELLY LOVES YA!

ARISTOTLE “TELLY" SAVALAS is sitting on
a sofa in Western Airlines’ VIP lounge
at Los Angeles International Airport, a
glass of wine clasped in one hand and,
in the other, the pink-sheathed thigh of
his companion, Pam, a coolly stunning
brunette approximately one third his
age. He 1s dressed in Southern California
regimentals: double-breasted, cream-col-
ored blazer and open-collar shirt of royal
blue set oft by the traditional Malibu
medallion. Inscribed on the medal’s face
1s Telly's Pop, Savalas' race horse, which,
running ijured [he was finally put to
sleep not long ago], had finished 26 and
a half lengths off the pace in his last
outing and will not be featured this sun-
ny afternoon at Tijuana’s Apua Caliente
Race Track, where it has been officially
proclaimed Telly Savalas Day.

Telly introduces me around: his
brother Gus (Constantine Socrates), re-
cently retired from the State Departiment
Information Service (Athens embassy);
Larry N(rwl)(rrg, pl{:l‘SUl’lill pholugr‘up]u:r,
promoter of *Telly—Apparel for the
Man” and Savalas” self-described “right-
hand man,” who is “at his side 24 hours
a day”; and Pam, origins unknown, who
will be at Telly's side all of this day. He
turns back to her and begins talking
sotio voce, his hand all the while strok-
ing her lovely thigh. While we await the
arrival of Telly's publicrelations man,
Mike Mamakos, with the tickets for San
Diego, Gus begins to tell Pam a story of
sibling love.

“Telly saved my life, you know,” he
informs her. “I had been told by doctors
here that I needed a double arterial
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bypass, even though I had no pain and
no symptoms——"

Telly interrupts, “I called DeBakey
and Cooley in Texas—figured I might as
well get the best. But a guy who knows
told me, ‘Forget Cooley, he's just a
glamor boy.” "

Gus resumes, “Anyway, get this: These
doctors here went ahead and sent me to
somebody in Norfolk, Virginia, for
open-heart surgery.”

“When that happened,” says Telly, “I
asked this cardiologist I know at NYU,
‘Do you really think this is necessary?”
He said to me, ‘Put it this way. Have
you ever heard of anyone being sent to
Norlolk for open-heart surgery?” ™

“Telly got me out of there pronto,
before they operated,” Gus concludes.
“He sent me to Santa Barbara for a
month. I ate carrots and lima beans and
walked fifteen miles a day. I've been fine
ever since.”

Telly sips his wine and grins. “I may
have to have open-head surgery before
my brain goes soft,” he says.

Gus winks at Pam. “Telly wrote a
book, you know. Brain Surgery Self-
Taught.”

Pam smiles appreciatively.

It is inevitable, even in the VIP
lounge, that the autograph hounds will
sniff out their quarry, As always, Savalas
is careful to be gracious, to make sure a
fan, insofar as it is possible, walks away
with a remembrance of personal contact
with a warm and generous human being.
After each signing, Telly returns his
attention to Pam and her thigh.

Soon Mamakos enters with the tickets.
We are scheduled to fly to San Diego,
there to be whisked by helicopter to
Agua Caliente. As we head toward the
gate, Telly and Pam hand in hand,
the entourage trailing, whispers rise
from the crowd, “Kojak . .. Kojak. . .."

That's right, Kojak, TV’s blessed men-
ace and the most extraordinary sex sym-
bol ever [ashioned. You see him on the
tube every week, strutting the sidewalks
of New York in his own brand of threads
with a lollipop in his mouth or swinging
through a2 number in a special such as
Telly . . . Who Loves Ya, Baby? with a
leer on his face, and you just have to
wonder about the Seventies. Forty years
ago, Telly Savalas would have gone head
to grotesque head with Charles Laugh-
ton for the role of Quasimodo. Indeed,
Just a few years ago, he was playing
ex-Plc. Quasimodo and Sergeant Quasi-
modo in all those hip/revisionist World
War Two shoot-outs (The Dirty Dozen,
Kelly’s Heroes); he has played Pontius
Pilate, Al Capone and assorted swine.
Such roles fell naturally to an actor with
a reptilian skull, accipitrine eyes, edema-
tous nose and a mouth that lady colum-
nists love to call “cruelly sensual,” but

looks just plain big to me. Now, alter five
smash seasons on CBS with Kojak, he is
Telly, baby, with the booze and the
broads and the ponies and money pour-
ing over him like ouzo. Who can explain
it? Who can tell me why? Here's Telly:
“Look at this classic nose! There are
times when I think I am absolutely
beautiful. There's a definite pleasantness
about me. My mother used to say to me,
‘Aristotle, you're the most attractive man
in the world. And you've been attractive
for over 2500 years. You are the image of
the Hermes statue done by Praxiteles. Go
look at the Parthenon and see your face.’

“Listen, do you know that even he-
fore Kojak, I was once voted the third
sexiest man on the screen? Truc. Women
like me—they feel they can tell me
things. The day of the blue-eyed Anglo-
Saxon is gone. That’s not where life is
at. Those socalled handsome leading
men were pretty dull, anyhow. I com-
pensate for not being one of those guys
by the way I think, feel, act and articu-
late. ‘They add up 1o make me extremely
good-looking.”

He laughs. “See, ain't nuthin’ wrong
with me. It's just the freaky times.”

These freaky tines have made Savalas
a bigleague celebrity and a big-time
sport, and one of the consequences of
this is that he is about to be feted at
Agua Caliente and have a plaza in Ti-
juana named after him.

As we settle into our seats in the first-
class cabin, Telly suddenly cries, “All
a-board! Mine-ola . . . Massa-pe-qua . . .
Gar-den City. .. .’Board!”

The stewardess asks himm what he
would like. “Wodka, baby . . . I want
wodka. "Board!"

Larry and Gus occasionally echo the
cry. It is apparently a popular routine.
Soon drinks are served as Mamakos tells
me, “This is going to be quite a produc-
tion today. Theyre dropping twenty
thousand pictures of Telly over Tijuana.
They wanted to drop ten thousand lolli-
pops, too, but the police nixed that.
Might wipe out a couple of Mexicans.
Instead, they're going to pass them out
at the track.”

The steward greets Telly, then asks,
“Can you give us a tip on today’s horses?"

Telly (affably): “Won't know ‘em till
I see ‘e, pal. ’Board!”

As we swing low over San Diego’s
iridescent blue bay, Telly takes Pam's
hand and tells her, “Before you were
born, Pamela dear, I was a young Serv-
iceman in this town. I fought the war
right down there. . ..”

Then he grins at Gus. “Hyde Park . . .
Lyn-brook. . .. ’Board!”

The first screw-up of the day occurs
at the airport; seems there are eight
helicopters scattered about various hang-
ars, none of them operational. But two

limousines are gassed and waiting. Telly
removes his blazer and climbs into the
lead limo. “Lemme drive,” he says, and
we're oft on the road to Mexico.

A motorcycle escort picks us up at the
border and we wing toward Agua Cali-
ente, sirens screaming. The reception
committee is waiting for us at the track:
Mayor Fernando Marquez Arce, in a tan
leisure suit, and his retinue; a 12-piece
mariachi band, complete with guitars
and violins and trumpets; five festive
sefiorilas in peasant blouses bearing a
blue banner with white letters:

TELLY SAVALAS DAY
AGUA CALIENTE

Telly emerges from the limo, waves at
the gathering crowd, poses for the cam-
era squadrons with the motorcycle cops.
The mayor, in careful English, presents
Telly with a huge gold key to the city.
“Always we are glad 1o have vou in our
town. . . .” It’s an agreeable moment
even in the fierce Mexican sun, but with
a nice shading of absurdity about it: the
alcalde in his leisure suit playing the
thinestone Gaucho, Telly in dark, dark
glasses looking like the only Occidental
operative in the Tonton Maconte.

Telly joins the sefiorilas holding his
banner as Mamakos tells Newberg, “OK,
we've got to go dedicate that street now.
Get our people into the limos, the press
into that truck.” Moments later, we ar-
rive at what is about to be rechristened
the Plaza de Telly Savalas, with Telly
posing with the mayor and the director
of public affairs for Tijuana and the
local director of tourism and telling the
NBC reporter down from San Diego,
“Great fun, great trip, great city of
Tijuana.” After the interview, he turns
to Pam, laughs and says, “When do you
suppose the races start, for Chrissake?"”

Only Pam, in open-toed white shoes
with gold spikes and a dress as light as a
pink cloud at dusk, looks cool. Every-
thing else is white and hot and con-
Iusing, and as the crowd begins to surge
and roar, “Tel-ly! Telly! Telly!” 1
somchow conjure up, with a more sinis-
ter sense of recall than is really neces-
sary, the climactic street scene in
Suddenly Last Summer.

We pile into the limos and sweep
back to the race track. The musicians,
in gay caballero drag, are waiting on
the steps with a musical tribute to Tel-
ly’s heritage. All I can say is, if you've
never heard a mariachi band playing a
medley of Hellenic favorites, you don't
know what a lively tune is.

We are seated at luncheon tables at
the track’s glassed-in Turf Club. While
nachos and wine are served, Telly tears
the tout sheet out of the Daily Racing
Form and begins to scan it, expertly,

(concluded on page 233)



we preview
the latest
resortwear in
havana...

Above Tight, Margaux
sirikes a pose for Pul-
itzer Prize—winning pho-
tographer David Hume
Kennerly (above). When
PLAYBOY sent them both
to Cuba on assignment,
almost everybody there
seemed to know who Miss
Hemingway was; Ken-
nerly, of course, is best
known as President Ford's
confidant, visual chroni-
cler in the White House.
Say “Queso,” Margaux!

A cigarchomping Ameri-
cano can find happiness in
Havana’s Revolution Square
with paramilitary threads
such as these (right). Our
imperialist sports a cotton
madras safari  shirt, from
Baracuta by Van Heusen,
$18, and cotton twill sharts,
by Country Britches, $30.
The bottom line is a pair of
dark-brown cowhide boots,
the better to stamp out
reactionary sentiment with,
from Frye Boots, about $70.

...while a young
hemingway
rekindles old
memories

By
MARGAUX

HEMINGWAY

s wg approached

Cuba in a twin-en-
gined plane from Miami,
we flew into heavy
clouds. T felt we were
going through some pro-
tective  covering, as if
Treasure Island lay be-
low. I felt strange vibra-
tions, as if I were going
to be rediscovering some
lost land, and was think-
ing it had to be a great
place, and most likely still
was, because Grandpapa
lived there for so long and
was so happy there. I was
really excited to finally
return to Guba.

We swooped down
through the clouds and
landed at Havana's José
Marti Airport. Just after
we passed through cus-
toms, I went to the bath-
room. In the john, a
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The prodigal grand-
daughter comes home.
Here Margaux mugs
for a local photogru-
pher in Havana's
Ceniral Park. Polaroid
has not made in-
roads inio Caslro’s
republic, but that
doesn’t stop cubano
versions of Italy's
paparazzi from mak-
ing instant prints.
Below is an example,
in which Margaux
smiles with all her
grainy goodness.

Margaux parks it where Papa used to many years
before, at the famous Floridita bar. In hand, a
frosty daiquiri—when in Cuba, we always say, do
as the Cubans do. (Margaux’s camisole and slacks are
by Soo Yung Lee; her sandals by Charles Jourdan.)

= Gregorio, Papa’s onetime skipper, poinis out to sea to show
Margaux where he and Hemingway fished for marlin.
Gregorio is still a most respected boatman on the island.

A piece of string is all Margaux needs lo get one of the omnipresent small
fry into a game of cal's cradle oulside El Castillo del Morro—now a museum
housing military memorabilia from the days of Spanish rule. (Margaux’s colion
122 top is by Rafacl; her jewelry and bell, heve and throughout, by Terrafirma.)

La Bodeguita is where Papa often let
his hair down, though Margaux, shown
here with Angel Martinez, the proprie-
tor—who also remembers Papa—wears
her hair up. (Her pullover and striped
skirt are by Bill Kaiserman for Rafael.)




At right, our yanqui cools his
heels ot Las Ruinas restaurant in
a raw-silk ventless jocket

with houndstooth design and a
faint plaid overlay, $180.
Underneath, he wears o cream-
calored ribbed short-sleeved
cotton shirt, $26. The slacks

are light-beige polyester

and linen with dauble-pleated
front and wide, straight legs,
$40. Bottoming off the outfit is o
pair of two-tone beige

calfskin wing tips, $80. They're
all fraom Yves Saint Laurent.

At bottom right, with

acean spray and the city in the
background, aur man in
Havana jogs in a putty-colored
synthetic hooded zip jacket

with D-ring shoulder trim, $80,
matching slacks that

feature an elasticized waist and
angled pockets, $35, plus

o brimmed hat that reverses to
navy, $15, ail from Mighty-Mac.

speaker was blaring, “Climb every moun-
tain, ford every stream. . . .” And I
thought, Oh, my God, my first impres-
sion of Cuba—climb every mountain!

L ]

We got into the bus that was going
to be our home on the road for the next
few days. The Cuban tourist official who
was accompanying us, giving a big
chuckle, said to me, “OK, we got a
dressing room in here for you, but we
don’t have a mirror.” I thought to my-
self, I don’t need a mirror. I'm not some
skinny model who has to primp in front
of a mimror all the time, I was into
athletics—a ski racer—and it annoyed
me to be stercotyped at first glance. We
got along fine after that.

-

My first stay in Cuba was in 1956. My
parents, sister and I had an apartment
at the Edificio Rio Mar in Havana, right
down the Malecon Boulevard from the
Riviera Hotel, which was where the
PLAYBOY editors and models and photog-
rapher David Kennerly stayed on chis
trip. On that first day back, I thought
of the things a person remembers from
childhood. Some turn out to be real and
others turn out to be things we dream up.
Sometimes I think that those we dream
up are as important. What I remember

Our copitalist plungers check out the surf
on Varadero Beach. The one ot left wears
beige raw-cotton trunks with elasticized waist
and orange fluorescent stripes, by David
Leong-New York, about $18. The other wears
red polyethylenecoated cotton swim trunks
with multicolor-striped leg trim, fram Male
Pawer by Comme-Ci Comme-Ca, abaut $11.
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At left, Margaux poses in front of a
portrait of Grandpapa in the lookout
study that Miss Mary built for him

al the Finca. Mary explained in “How
It Was” that the tower was lo
accommodate the considerable family of
cals that hung around the Finca and

to provide a quiet and airy workroom for
Ernest. The portrait of Hemingway is

one that David Kennerly thought brought
out the resemblance between Margaux
and her grandfather, (Margaux’s
outfit is by Rafael.) In a more relaxed
mood, Margaux sets a brisk pace on
the sands of Faradero Beach. This
picture was taken after she discovered
that the beach umbrellas strewn

along the sand are not as airy as they
look: They're made of concrele.

A member of the pLAYBOY parly found
that out the hard way—Uby simashing
his head against one. A small setback
for Cuban-American détente.

At right, Margaux peers out from
Mary’s bedroom window at the Finca.
Looking back at her is onc of the
refugees from Hemingway's brood of
cals that used to have free rein of

the place. In the courtyard, the
descendants of the chickens raised by
Mary and Ernest mill about, trying
their best to ignore the cal.

Below: Older sister Muffct and Margaux pose with Mary in the chaise longue poolside
with Papa at the Finca in a 1958 snapshot [rom the family collection. Below right:
Margaux tries oul the same chair—and finds it a tighter fit than she remembers.

In the master bedroom (above), Mar-
gaux stands amidst African trophies and
shotguns. The room also contains a col-
lection of the tropical footwear in which
Papa used to pad around his Caribbean
pavadise. Underneath the glass on the
desklop is one of Margaux's favorite
finds in her grandfather’s house: a dead-
pan license issued by Idaho permitting
Hemingway to drink within its borders.




Our traveling company has
found its way ta Cojimar, Papa’s
favorite fishing village. The stand-
up guy is outfitted in a nylon
windbreaker with raglan
shoulders and snap cuffs that
reverses to white cotton/
polyester terrycloth, by Nino
Cerruti Sport for Jaymar-

Ruby, $37.50. He also wearsa
pair af cotton seersucker

clam diggers, by Buckeroo,
about $19. His amigo wears

a hooded pullover with tabbed
collar, $30, and match-

ing pants, $17, both from
Country Roads by Robert Stack.
The sunglasses are

from AmberMatic, $30.

best about being in Cuba in 1956
is how the huge ocean waves used to
smash up against our apartment win-
dows. Later, I figured that was somec-
thing T had just made up—the waves
couldn’t have been that strong. But the
first thing I did on this trip when we got
to our hotel room was to look outside.
There were the waves, smashing up
against the sea wall, sending water 30 or
40 feet into the airl I watched from the
window, mesmerized, as the waves hit
cars passing by. No dream.
.

Before I left for Cuba, my mother had
told me about an incident that hap-
pened when we lived at the Rio Mar
apartment. This was when there were a
lot of Las Vegas people in Havana.
Mother used to try to strike up con-
versations with some of the other ladies,
but they weren’t too talkative. Today, I
kind of have a hunch why. Anyway, the
kids liked to fish off the side of the dock
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e ¢ Above left: Margaux and friend share a quiel moment during a respile from her hectic fashion-

A shooting schedule. Above right: She inspects Cuba’s best-known export at the Parlagas cigar factory,
. where arlisans assemble the hand-rolled Havana stogies that have kept diplomais the world over puffing con-
tentedly after dinner. (Her shiri jacket is by Perry Ellis for Porifolio; the dress is by Bill Kaiserman for Rafael.)

Muargaux obviously digs
the floorshow at the
Tropicana, the largest and
most famnous of Havana's
night clubs. To get a fecl
of what it’s like, piciure
Las Vegas during the
Fifties. It's alive and well
and out of moth balls here.
One somewhat peculiar
feature of the floorshow is
tts African motif: lots

of spear raitling, loincloths
and restless natives. If

the Cubans can export aid
to Ethiopia, the least

they can do is to import a
little African soul.

As you ean see, Margaux
dressed appropriately for
the occasion with
enormous droofry earrings.

(Her outfit is by Rafael.)

Left: That building
looming in back of
Margaux is the capi-
tol in downtoun
Havana. It once was
the seat of govern-
ment, but these

days Fidel works out
of the Revolution
Palace. (Margaux’s
“big shirt” is from
Willi Wear.) Right,
Margaux bids fare-
well to Cuba at

the José Marti Air-
port. (Her dress

is by Rafael.)




in front of the Edificio Rio Mar, using
broomsticks to which they tied jack-
knives. One of the kids was fishing for
tiburénes—sharks—with some kind of
hall on the end of the knife, but he
didn’t get any bites. His little sister, who
happened to be my best friend—I was
two or three at the time—was standing
nearby. This boy suddenly grabbed her
and dunked her into the water as shark
bait. I ran back to the apartment, scream-
ing, “Mother, Mother, the {iburcnes are
going to eat up my friend!” As I recall,
I don’t think he got any bites.
.

We shot our first session of fashion
photography the frst day, and by the
time we finished, I was bushed. We took
a break at La Bodeguita del Medio, one
ol Grandpapa's best-known hangouts. La
Bodeguita turns out to bhe a funky,
charming tavern whose walls are cov-
ered with graffiti. And that’s when I had
my first real encounter with the family
legend: Angel Martinez, the former own-
er, seemed to recognize me at once,
rushed up and gave me a warm bear hug.
He has shiny white hair, beautiful skin
and hands that somehow made me think
back to the Fiftics. P < -~ W,

“You look just like your grandfather!”  The gringo at left above mixes it up with a future contender in a cotton gauze pullover, from
he exclaimed. Cioo by Calicut Corp., $30. His houndstooth pleated slacks are from Trousers by Barry,

What a compliment! about $65. On his head, on Adam hot, $B, ond shades by Foster Grant, $6. Above right,

He asked me about my father, Jack, our yanqui considers the future of industrial capitalism in Los Ruinas restaurant. He takes his
whom he had known as Bumby when /ie  ease in a rayon Howaiian shirt, by Trenco Ultimo Fashions, $60, linen slacks, from Trou-
was a kid in  (continued on page 215) sers by Barry, about $55, and cotton espadrifles, from George G. Graham Galleries, $15.
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Kid, you're going out there an unknown, but you're coming back a star! Amid the cuties of the Tropicana, our fast-stepping friend is cucum-
ber cool in a knit cotton pullover and cotton/polyester slacks, $35 each, both from Pierre Cordin Relax. His plaid shirt is by Hothaway, $23.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DAVID HUME KENEELY
PRODUCED BY HOLLIS WAYNE
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thurman munson or johnny bench? tom seaver or jim palmer? which nine players would

EACH YEAR, A NUMBER of baseball

allstar teams are selected and an-

nounced with considerable fanfare.

First, there are the teams that play in the major leagues’ own

midseason All-Star game, teams on which the starters are se-

lected by the fans—the popular favorites. At season’s end,

the Associated Press and United Press International poll

baseball writers and broadcasters for votes on the best all-

round players, while the Rawlings sporting-goods company
sponsors the Gold Glove defensive all-star teams.

These selections, distinctive though they may be within

their given criteria, overlook one important standard of

individual athletic achievement: the ability to excel in the
ultimate clutch situation, when all the cash is on the line.
‘Who, in other words, are the money players—the men who
have an instinct for pay dirt, who are able to consistently
come up with the big play or the big hit when it counts the most?

That's the question that praysoy wanted answered. And
to get the answers, we went straight to the people whose
business it is to know such things: the 26 major-league
managers. The managers are on the field 162 games a year
and, in addition to knowing their own players better than any-
one, a large part of their job is to analyze the opposition
and devise strategy based upon opposing players’ swrengths




the major-league managers pick to be on a mythical team in a mythical hig-money game? (hint: munson's the catcher)

and weaknesses, The managers know which players can
deliver and which cannot when all the cash is on the line.

So we got in touch with the 26 major-league managers, as
their number stood between the 1977 and the 1978 baseball
seasons: Tom lasorda, Los Angeles Dodgers; Sparky Ander-
son, Cincinnati Reds; Bill Virdon, Houston Astros: Alvin
Dark, San Diego Padres; Joseph Altobelli, San Francisco Giants;
Bobby Cox, Atlanta Braves; Danny Ozark, Philadelphia Phil-
lies; Chuck Tanner, Pittsburgh P!f.!tts Vernon Rapp, St.
Louis Cardinals; Herman I-r.ml(s Chicago Cubs; Dick Wil-
liams, Montreal Expos; Joc Torre, New York Mets; Billy
Martin, New York Yankees;: Don Zimmer, Boston Red Sox;

Earl Weaver, Baltimore Orioles; Roy Hartsficld, Toronto
Blue Jays; Ralph Houk, Detroit Tigers; Jeff Torborg, Cleve-
land Indians; George Bamberger, Milwaukee Brewers;
Whitey Herzog, Kansas City Royals; Gene Mauch, Minnesota
Twins; Billy Hunter, Texas Rangers; Bob Lemon, Chicago
White Sox: Dave Garcia, California Angels; Bobby Winkles,
QOuakland A’s; Darrell Johnson, Seattle Mariners.

We asked the managers which players they would pick to
play on a nine-man team in the most crucial money game of
the season. Forget the bench. Forget the designated hitter.
Forget the bull pen. Who are the nine best players in all the
major leagues—among at least 650 active players—when it comes

ILLUSTRATION BY ERALDO CARUGATI
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0"’man Munson

Rod Carew

Joe Morgan

Dave Concepcion

Pete Rose

to the ultimate clutch situation?

‘The response was immediate, enthu-
siastic and considered. We received re-
plies from 24 of the 26 managers, with
two declining to participate for personal
reasons (because we guaranteed the man-
agers anonymity as to individual ballots,
we do not feel it would be fair to par-
ticipating managers to name those who
did not).

The results of the balloting are dra-
matic. Many of today’s highest-paid al-
leged superstars received no votes at all,
including New York Yankee pitchers
Catfish Hunter and Don Gullet, Boston
pitcher Mike Torrez, Milwaukee out-
fielder Larry Hisle, Atlanta outfielder
Gary Matthews and Texas shortstop Bert
Campaneris; meanwhile, such other
members of the “millionaires’ club™ as
Bobby Grich and Bill Campbell received
only one vote apiece and Reggie Jackson
reccived but four. The National League
champion Los Angeles Dodgers placed no
one on the team and the world-champion
Yankees had only one representative; the
leading team winner, with five represent-
atives, was the Cincinnati Reds, distant
runner-up to the Dodgers in the N.L.
Western Division last year.

Of the ten players on our final team
(there were co-winners at one position),
one was not even selected to play in last
summer’s All-Star game, while two oth-
€rs were not among the starters selected
in the fans’ balloting. Only three of our
money players showed up on the 1977
Rawlings Gold Glove teams, selected
on the basis of defensive play, while
there were five among the allstars
picked by sportswriters for United Press
International and six on the Associated
Press team.

All of this means nothing more than
that the managers, in sclecting their
money-player candidates, used a different
and more rigorous set of standards than
did those voting for players on the other
allstar teams. The money players may
not be the [ans’ favorites, or get on well

with sportswriters, or have the best
season-long defensive stats—they simply
do the best job in those key situations
when doing well means the most. And
while they might not be earning as big
a pay check as some other big names in
baseball, perhaps, on the basis of this
showing in the esteem of baseball man-
agers, the money-player superstars will
finally have a hands-down bhargaining
tool with which to demand cash com-
mensurate with their ability to deliver it

The winners of pLAYBOY's first annual
Cash-on-the-Line, Clutch-Player All-Star
Poll are as follows:

FIRST BASE: Hod Carew, Minnesola
Tuins (11 votes). The veteran Carew fi-
nally reccived the attention he deserves
as baseball’s best hitter last season—at-
tention that included a Time cover
story—largely because he was at or near
the mystical .400 batting mark for most
of the year. He ended the season hitting
.388, a mark 50 percentage points higher
than anyone else in the major leagues;
this was Carew’s sixth league batting
title, and only [our players have won
more in all of baseball history. He also
led the majors in hits (239) and runs (128),
led his league in triples (16), batted in 100
runs, hit 14 home runs and stole 23 bases.
In the field, Carew played his first full sea-
son at first base (his former home was at
second) and managed to chalk up a 994
fielding average, with but ten crrors—
figures that placed him among league
leaders at his new position. After such
a season, there was little surprise when
the sportswriters voted Carew the Amer-
ican League’s Most Valuable Player for
1977. (Other first-base votes: Steve Gar-
vey, Los Angeles Dodgers, 7; Keith Her-
nandez, St. Louis Cardinals, 2; Chris
Chambliss, New York Yankees, 1; Tony
Perez, Monureal Expos, 1; George Scott,
Boston Red Sox, 1; Carl Yastrzemski,
Boston Red Sox, 1.)

SECOND BASE: Joe Morgan, Cincinnati
Reds (20 votes). Morgan was the highest
vote getter in our poll, with only four

votes going to rival second basemen, a
feat that is all the more remarkable
given that 1977 was his weakest season
in six years in such key statistical areas
as batting average (.288), hits (150) and
stolen bases (49). Nevertheless, a subpar
Morgan season would be a career high-
light for an average player, and the 34-
year-old two-time National League Most
Valuable Player (1975 and 1976) contin-
ued his superb defensive play with a
993 fielding average that was tops among
major-league second basemen and won
him a spot on the 1977 Rawlings Gold
Glove team. (Other second-base votes:
Bobby Grich, California Angels, 1; Jorge
Orta, Chicago White Sox, 1; Willie Ran-
dolph, New York Yankees, 1; Rennie
Stennett, Pittsburgh Pirates, 1.)

THIRD BASE: George Bretl, Kansas Cily
Royals (6 votes): Pete Rose, Cincinnali
Reds (6 votes). The only co-winners in
our poll, Rose and Brett also had vir-
tually identical 1977 seasons in over-all
statistics: Rose had a .311 batting aver-
age and a .958 fielding average; while for
Brett, these figures were .312 and 957,
respectively. Otherwise, balloting at this
position represented a dead heat be-
tween youth and experience, with the
86-year-old Rose continuing to excel in
a career that has included three batting
titles (1968, 1969, 1973), nine 200-hit
seasons and awards for Rookie of the
Year (1963) and Most Valuable Player
(1973); while the 25-year-old Brett, now
in his ffth major-leaguc season, IS just
beginning a promising career that al-
ready includes one batting title and a
200-hit season (both 1976). (Other third-
base votes: Mike Schmidt, Philadelphia
Phillies, 4; Ron Cey, Los Angeles Dodg-
ers, 3; Graig Nettles, New York Yankees,
3; Enos Cabell, Houston Astros, 1; Butch
Hobson, Boston Red Sox, 1.)

SHORTSTOP: Dave Concepcion, Cin-
cinnati Reds (10 votes). Compared with
fellow Cincinnati poll winners Morgan,
Rose, Foster and Scaver, shortstop Con-
cepcion is a virtual unknown, never




George Brett

George Foster

Cesar Cedeno

Dave Parker

Tom Seave!

having won a batting title, home-run
title or M.V.P. award. Instead, all Gold
Glover Concepcion has done is to
anchor a defense that in 1977 was best
in the majors and provide his share of
the clutch hits, bunts and sacrifices that
helped the Reds win the world series in
1975 and 1976. (Other shortstop votes:
Rick Burleson, Boston Red Sox, 7; Garry
Templeton, St. Louis Cardinals, 4; Mark
Belanger, Baltimore Orioles, 1; Bill Rus-
sell, Los Angeles Dodgers, I;
Yount, Milwaukece Brewers, 1.)

LEFT FIELD: George Fosler, Cincinnali
Reds (15 votes). Foster in 1977 had the
sort of season that dreams are made of:
His 52 home runs, 149 runs batted in
and 388 total bases led the majors, while
his 124 runs scored led the National
League and his .320 average was third
best in the league. These statistics, plus
his excellent .992 fielding average, were
sufficient justification for Foster's being
voted the leaguc’s Most Valuable Play-
er for 1977—the third consecutive year
in which a Cincinnati player had won
the honor.

CENTER FIELD: Cesar Cedeno, Houston
Astros (11 votes). I there could be said
to be a slecper on PLAYBOY's money-
player team, Cedeno would be it. He
had a subpar year in 1977—hitting only
279, or 13 points under his seven-year
career average—and was not cven a
member of the National League tcam in
the All-Star game last July. The usual
line on Cedcno is that he is a player
who has yet to live up to his enormous
potential, that his sterling 1973 statistics
(-320 average, 25 home runs) should be
the rule, not—as so far—the exception;
judging by the votes of the major-league
managers, however, the slick-fielding Ce-
deno has delivered on suflicient potential
to make him [ar and away thc best
moncey center fielder in baseball (closest
rival Mickey Rivers was nine votes
back, while National League Golden
Glover Cesar Geronimo gol nary a vote).
Nor doecs the Astros’ management

Robin

appear to have any complaints: Last
February, it rewarded Cedeno with a
reported ten-year, $3,500,000 contract; if
so, the longest and richest contract ever
granted to a major-league player.

RIGHT FIELD: Dave Parker, Pilisburgh
Pirates (7 votes). What National League
hitting honors George Foster didn’t win
last season, Parker did, including the
batting cown (.338), most hits (215)
and most doubles (14); to these totals,
Parker added 21 home runs, B8 runs
batted in and 107 runs scored. The
27-year-old Parker, now in only his
fifth full major-leaguc season, is also a
standout defensive player who was
chosen to be on the 1977 Rawlings
Gold Glove team: in fact, Parker
might have the best throwing arm of any
outfielder in baseball, as indicated by the
fact that last year he participated in nine
double plays—five more than any other
outfielder.

(Other outfield votes: Joe Rudi, Cali-
fornia Angels, 5; Carl Yastrzemski, Bos-
ton Red Sox, 5; Reggie Jackson, New
York Yankees, 4; Jim Rice, Boston Red
Sox, 4; Al Cowens, Kansas City Royals,
3: Greg Luzinski, Philadelphia Phil-
lies, 3; Reggic Smith, Los Angcles Dodg-
oas, 3. Mickey Rivers, New York
Yankees, 2; Bobby Bonds, Chicago White
Sox, 1; Lyman Bostock, California An-
gels, 1; Lou Brock, St. Louis Cardinals,
I; Jose Cruz, Houston Astros, 1; Andre
Dawson, Montreal Expos, 1; Ruppert
Jones, Seattle Mariners, 1; Fred Lynn,
Boston Red Sox, 1; Garry Maddox, Phil-
adelphia Phillies, 1; Al Oliver, Texas
Rangers, 1; Bill Robinson, Pittsburgh
Pirates, 1.)

CATCHER: Thurman Munson, New
York Yankees (12 votes). This vote is
testimony to the fact that Munson has
finally outpaced his nemesis Johnny
Bench in their Olympian mano-a-mano
to determine baseball’s best catcher.
It has not bcen an easy hattle [or
Munson. In the 1976 world series, for
example, his outstanding .529 batting

average was barely, but decisively,
topped by Bench’s 533; even in last
year's series, when Munson had the
catching accolades all to himsell, his bat-
ting heroics were overshadowed by the
hitting of teammate Reggie Jackson.
Nonetheless, the 31-yearold Munson—
who in 1977 hit .308, with 18 home
runs, and in 1976 was the American
League’s Most Valuable Player—is now
most definitely number one in the eyes
of baseball managers. (Other catcher
votes: Johnny Bench, Cincinnati Reds,
5; Ted Simmons, St. Louis Cardinals, 3:
Joe Ferguson, Houston Astros, 1; Carl-
ton Fisk, Boston Red Sox, 1; Darrell
Porter, Kansas City Royals, I; Jim Sund-
herg, Texas Rangers, 1.)

PITCHER: Tom Seaver, Cincinnati Reds
(9 votes). At this point in his still-
blossoming carecr, about the only new
platean 33-yearold George Thomas
Seaver has to look [orward to is the for-
mality of a Hall of Fame election. Last
season, having Dbeen traded from the
New York Mets to the Reds, Seaver com-
piled a 21-6 won-ost record, a 2.59
carned-run average (third best in the
majors) and a league-leading total of
seven shutouts; about the only disap-
pointment was his failure to strike out
200 or morc batters [or the tenth con-
secutive season (he had only 196), thus
stopping at nine a siring of 200-strike-
out seasons that is also unprecedented in
the annals of major-league bascball. This
year, all Seaver has to look [orward to is
a [ull season pitching in [ront of one of
the most Iethal line-ups in baseball. Pity.
(Other pilcher votes: Jim Palmer, Balti-
more Orioles, 414; Frank Tanana, Cali-
fornia Angels, %, Tommy Johm, Los
Angeles Dodgers, 2; Steve Carlton, Phil-
adelphia Phillies, 114; Bill Campbell,
Boston Red Sox, I; Sparky Lyle, New
York Yankees, I; Don Sutton, Los Angeles
Dodgers, 1; Jerry Koosmman, New York
Mets, 14; Bruce Sutter, Chicago Cubs, 14)






jb sz MEET Gail Stan-

ton in her hotel room.
She is wearing a blue-
satin bathrobe and she
smells like jasmine. We
ask her what folks do
these days down in her
home town, Memphis,
Tennessee. “Same as
usual,” she deadpans.
“They spend all day
drinkin® RC [pro-
nounced ali-ruh-see]
Colas and catin” Moon
Pies.” We then ask what
the hell a Moon Pie is
and, amused by our
Yankee ignorance, she
explains that it’s a choc-
olate-marshmallow con-
coction. Astute readers
will recall sceing Gail in
The Girls of the New
South, April 1977. As
she explains, Memphis
15 in the Bible Belt and
the local reaction to

SOUTHERN EXPOSURE

June playmate gail stanton is a new-fashioned memphis belle

“I golta have a kind of
down-home guy. I'd
rather have somebody
who doesn’t have any-
thing and treals me
like a woman than
some rich guy who acts
like I'm a possession.”

PHOTOGRAPHY
BY DAVID CHAN
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“I love animals. I'd like to lake all of
them out of humane shelters and put them
on a big prece of land somewhere.”

“Northern food makes me
sick. I wish they knew how to
cook black-eyed peas and rice




her appearance in
PLAYBOY was some-
where between indig-
nation and uutmg(_"..
“Folks who didn't even
know us called my par-
ents, just to tell my
mother what a disgrace
I was. My older sister
and I shared an apart-
ment then, and we'd
get these obscene
phone calls. Some
guys were cl They
would act like they
worked for a messen-
ger service and say
they had a small pack-
age for me. ‘About six
inches,” they'd say, and
we’d hang up.” But
despite such com-
plaints about her
home town, Gail loves
it and the South in
general. “The South's
come a long way. Ra-
cial attitudes have
changed, for one thing.
Young Southerners
have gone from accept-
ing the ways of their
parents to adopting a
whole new way of
thinking. In fact, I
think in some ways,
the South is much bet-
ter than the North.
The most unfriendly
people I've met in my
life were Northern-
ers.” Gail is a comput-
er programmer for

jous and a model
for fun. She takes her
discovery by PLAYBoY
with a grain of grits. “'I
don’t like the life of
modeling and I'm not
planning on being a
movie star. I'd much
rather talk about hu-
mane treatment for
animals or Mideastern
relations.” Her concern
for animals begins




“I dated Elvis a couple of times. I was surprised at how
sincere he was. He was a remarkable man, a real gentle-
man, a model Southern man. Elvis made Memphis proud.”

“What turns me on? It would be sophisticated to say a new
vibrator with seven attachments and a tub of orgy buller—
but,m‘lua”y, I like whispering, massaging and kissing.”







at home with her
two Afghan hounds,
but she’s also an avid
member of The Mem-
phis Humane Society.
Her interest in the
Middle East is the re-
sult of a two-month
modeling job she took
there last year. “Our
media give such nega-
tive images of Arabs.
All Americans think
Arabs do is live in
tents, ride camels and
screw the humps. But
actually, they are a
very serious, very re-
ligious people.” Gail
describes herself as an
example of the mnew
Southern woman,
who's ““goal-oriented
and outspoken.” With
girls like Gail below
the Mason-Dixon line,
it's no wonder the
South is rising again.

“A Jacuzz s greal
before making love.
It kinda gets cvery-
thing circulating.”




“When we did the shivi-blowing shots in the Memphis amusement
park, good ole boys were standing around with their hands in their
pockets and when it was time to say goodbye, one of the old men
working the controls couldn’t even stand up from behind his table.
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

In fix you, you tightwad!” screamed the wom-
an. “If you won't increase my allowance for
clothes, I'm going on a bedroom strike!”

“Go right ahead,” responded her husband
calmly. “My secretary has the tightest little
strikebreaker in town.”

What with this business about talking to
plants, it stood to reason that some sickie would
start making obscene fern calls.
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An impoverished young man and his attrac-
tive wile were unexpectedly invited to go on a
cruise by a rich bachclor sportsman, but the
latter’s real purposc was soon revealed. “You
know,” he said to the husband on deck after
dinner the first night out, “vour wife is a
ravishing creature who interests me strongly
and—well—I take vou to be a needy but sport-
ing man of the world. I'm willing 10 make you
a gift of this ship if you'll only let me spend
the night with her.”

The young man drew himself up. “You
offend me, sir,” he replied. “There’s the motor
dinghy and we're not too {ar from shore. I may
be a man of the world—but screw another
man’s wife? Not on my yacht, you don’t!”

We've heard they've come up with a special
scent for feminine hygiene sprays for teeny-
boppers. It's called Statutory Grape.

Said she: “Please excuse my timidity.”
Said he: “It’s just goddamn frigidity!”
Then she sobbed, **Oh, my dear,
It would fast disappear
If your tool had more goddamn rigidity!"”

The callgirl and the psychiatrist had just com-
pleted a session on his couch, but neither
made a move to leave. They both sat quietly,
simply looking at each other. Finally and
simultaneously, they broke the silence:

*Fifty dollars, please!”

Since Jack and I up together in a nudist
colony," beamed the bride, “an important part
of adolescence for me was watching an ugly
dickling turn into a beautiful shvaniz!”

Woasn't that great, baby?" panted the fellow to

his date in the motel room, after he had per-

suaded her to try a number of contortionist

positions taken from a kinky sex manual.

be"Actua]ly," sighed the girl, “I liked the book
tter.”

A delibuff spinster named Mellish
Bought substitute meats she’d embellish;
And once, hardly flustered
When fresh out of mustard,
She got off on a hot dog with relish!

What's the trouble, Mac” the sympathetic bar-
tender questioned the morose drinker. “Why
don’t you tell me about itz”

“I got caught today screwing my next-door
neighbor,” groaned the fellow.

“Hey, that's heavy! Who caught you,” pur-
sued the bartender, “her husband?”

“No,” moaned the drinker, “*his wife.”

lam asking, sir,” blurted out the highly formal
and also highly nervous youth, “for your
daughter’s hole in handy matrimony!"”

Skin Ricks are the only dramatic medium, we
suppose, in which it’s acceptable for an actor
to muff his lines.

A tam boy chanced upon his grandfather en-
gaged in the solitary sin behind the barn.
“Whatcha doin’, Gramps,” he snickered,
“whackin’ offz”

“Nope,” answered the old man with a shrug,

"y

“just whackin’.

ks it true,” a tourist finally got around to asking
the Oriental cutie he’d picked up in a Hong
Kong bar, “that your—er—{emininity runs side-
ways instead of up and down?”

“What difference does it make?” giggled the
girl. “Are you a harmonica player:”
Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Johes Editor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Hl. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Johes cannot be returned.



“Does it have to be white, Captain? Would you
consider something in a paisley?”’ 145



My FRIEND the humorist Reuben Ka-
zarsky called me on the telephone in
my apartment in Miami Beach and
asked, “Menashe, for the first time in
your life, do you want to perform a
mitzvah?”

“Me a mitzvah?" 1 countered. “What
kind of word is that—Hebrew? Aramaic?
Chinese? You know I don’t do mitzvahs.
particularly here in Florida.”

“Menashe, it’s not a plain mitzvah.
The man is a multimillionaire. A few
months ago, he lost his whole [amily
in a car accident—a wife, a daughuer,
a son-in-law and a baby grandchild of
two. He is complctely broken. He has
built here in Miami Beach, in Holly-
wood and in Fort Lauderdale maybe a
dozen condominiums and rental houses.
He is a devoted reader of yours, He
wants to make a party for you, and if
you don’t want a party, he simply wants
to meet you. He comes from somewhere
around your area—Lublin or how do
you call itz To this day, he speaks a
broken English. He came here from the
camps without a stitch to his back, but
within fifteen years, he became a million-
aire. How they manage this I'll never
know. It's an instinct like for a hen to
lay eggs or for you to scribble novels.”

“Thanks a lot for the compliment,
What can come out from this milzoah?”

“In the other world, a huge portion
of the leviathan and a Platonic affair
with Sarah, daughter of Tovim. On this
lousy planet, he's liable to sell you a
condominium at half price. He 15 loaded
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and he's been left without heirs. He
wants to write his memoirs and for you
to edit them. He has a bad heart;
they've implanted a pacemaker. He goes
to mediums or they come to him."”

“When does he want to meet mez”

“It could even he tomorrow. He'll pick
you up in his Cadillac.”

At five the next afternoon, my house
phone began to buzz and the Irish door-
man announced that a gentleman was
waiting downstairs. I rode down in the
elevator and saw a tiny man in a yellow
shirt, green trousers and violet shoes
with gilt buckles. The sparse hair re-
maining around his bald pate was the
color of silver, but the round face re-
minded me of a red apple. A long cigar
thrust out of the tiny mouth. He held
out a small, damp palm, pressed my
hand once, twice, three times, then said,
in a piping voice:

“This is a pleasure and an honor!
My name is Max Flederbush.”

At the same time, he studied me with
smiling brown eyes that were too big
for his size—womanly eyes. The chauf-
feur opened the door to a huge Cadillac
and we got in. The seat was upholstered
in red plush and was as soft as a down
pillow. As I sank down into it, Max
Flederbush pressed a button and the
window rolled down. He spat out his
cigar, pressed the button again and the
window closed.

He said, “I'm allowed to smoke about
as much as I'm allowed to eat pork on
Yom Kippur, but habit is a powerful

|
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L _:_!_l meet max: rich, gaudy, loud—but behind

the parrot facade is a man who spent
LI months in a cellar waiting for death
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force. It says somewhere that a habit
is second mature. Does this come from
the Gemara? The Midrash? Or is it sim-
ply a proverb?”

“I really don’t know.”

“How can that be? You're sup
to know everything. I have a Talmudic
concordance, but it's in New York, not
here. I'll phone my iriend Rabbi Stem-
pel and ask him to look it up. 1 have
three apartments—one here in Miami,
one in New York and one in Tel Aviv—
and my hbrary is scattered all over. I
look for a volume here and it turns out
to be in Israel. Luckily, there is such a
thing as a telephone, so one can call.
I have a friend in Tel Aviv, a professor
at BarIlan University, who stavs at my
place—for free, naturally—and it's easier
to call Tel Aviv than New York or
even someone right here in Miami. It
goes through a little moon, a Sputnik or
whatever. Yes, a satellite. I forget words.
I put things down and I don't remem-
ber where. Our mutual friend. Reuben
Kazarsky, no doubt wold vou what hap-
pened to me. One minute I had a fam-
ily, the next—1I was lelt as berelt as Job.
Job was apparently still young and God
rewarded him with new daughters, new
camels and new asses, but I'm too old
for such blessings. I'm sick, too. Each
day that I live is a miracle from heaven.
I have to guard myself with every bite.
The doctor does allow e a nip of
whiskey, but only a drop. My wife and
daughter wanted to take me along on
that ride, but I wasn’t in the mood. It
actually happened right here in Miami.
They were going to Disney World. Sud-
denly, a truck came up driven by
some drunk and it shattered my world.
The drunk lost both of his legs. Do you
believe in Special Providence?”

“I don’t know how to answer you.”

“According to your writings, it sccms
you do believe.”

“Somewhere deep inside, I do.”

“Had you lived through what I have,
you'd grow frm in your beliefs. Well,
but that's how man is—he believes and
he doubts.”

The Cadillac had pulled up and a
parking attendant had taken it over. We
walked inside a lobby that reminded
me of a Hollywood supercolossal pro-
duction—rugs, mirrors, lamps, paintings.
The apartment was in the same vein.
The rugs fele as soft as the upholstery
in the car. The paintings were all ab-
stract. I stopped belore one that re-
minded me of a Warsaw rubbish bin
on the eve of a holiday when the garbage
lay heaped in huge piles. I asked Mr,
Flederbush what and by whom this was,
and he replied:

*“Trash like the other trash. Pissako or
somne other bluffer.”

“Who is this Pissako”

Out of somewhere materialized Reu-
ben Kazarsky, who said, “That's what he
calls Picasso.”

“What's the difference? They're all
fakers,” Max Flederbush said. “My wife,
may she rest in peace, was the expert,
not me."”

Kazarsky winked at me and smiled. He
had been my friend even back in Poland.
He had written a half-dozen Yiddish
comedies, but they had all failed. He
had published a collection of vignettes,
but the critics had torn it to shreds and
he had stopped writing. He had come to
America in 1939 and later had married
a widow 20 years older than he. The
widow died and Kazarsky inherited her
money. He hung around rich people.
He dyed his hair and dressed in cordu-
roy jackets and hand-painted ties. He
declared his love to every woman from
15 to 75. Kazarsky was in his 60s, but he
looked no more than 50. He let his hair
grow long and wore side whiskers. His
black eyes reflected the mockery and
abnegation of one who has broken with
everything and everybody. In the cafe-
teria on the Lower East Side, he excelled
at mimicking writers, rabbis and party
leaders. He hoasted of lus talents as a
sponger. Reuben Kazarsky suffered from
hypochondria and because he was by na-
ture a sexual philanthropist, he had con-
vinced himsell that he was impotent. We
were friends, but he had never intro-
duced me to his benefactors. It seemed
that Max Flederbush had insisted that
Reuben bring us together. He now com-
plained to me:

“Where do you hide yourself? I've
asked Reuben again and again to get us
together, but according to him, you were
always in Europe, in Israel or who
knows where. All of a sudden, it comes
out that you're in Miami Beach. I'm in
such a state that I can't be alone for a
minute. The moment I'm alone, I'm
overcome by a gloom that’s worse than
madness. This fine apartment you sce
here turns suddenly into a funeral par-
lor. Sometimes I think that the real
heroes aren’t those who get medals in
wartime but the bachelors who live out
their years alone.”

“Do you have a bathroom in this
palace?” I asked.

“More than one, more than two, more
than three,” Max answered. He took my
arm and led me to a bathroom that be-
dazzled me by its size and elegance. The
lid of the toilet seat was transparent, set
with semiprecious stones and a two-dol-
lar bill implanted within it. Facing the
mirror hung a picture of a little boy
urinating in an arc while a little girl
looked on admiringly. When I lifted the
toilet-scat lid, music began to play. After
a while, I stepped out onto the balcony
that looked directly out to sea. The rays
of the setting sun scampered over the

waves. Gulls still hunted for fish. Far off
in the distance, on the edge of the hori-
zon, a ship swayed. On the beach, I
spotted some animal that from my van-
tage point, 16 floors high, appeared like
a calf or a huge dog. But it couldn’t be a
dog and what would a calf be doing in
Miami Beach? Suddenly, the shape
straightened up and turned out to be a
woman in a long bathrobe digging for
clams in the sand.

After a while, Kazarsky joined me on
the balcony. He said, “That's Miami. It
wasn't he but his wife who chased after
all these trinkets. She was the business-
lady and the boss at home. On the other
hand, he isn't quite the idle dreamner he
pretends to be. He has an uncanny
knack for making money. They dealt in
cverything—buildings, lots, stocks, dia-
monds, and eventually she got involved
in art, too. When he said buy, she
bought; and when he said sell, she sold.
When she showed him a painting, he'd
glance at it, spit and say, ‘It's junk,
they'll snatch it out of your hands. Buy!”
Whatever they touched turned to money.
They flew to Israel, established Yeshivas
and donated prizes toward all kinds of
endeavors—cultural, religious. Naturally,
they wrote it all off in taxes. Their
daughter, that pampered brat, was half-
crazy. Any complex you can find in
Freud, Jung and Adler, she had it. She
was born in a DP camp in Germany. Her
parents wanted her to marry a chief
rabbi or an Israeli prime minister. But
she fell in love with a gentile, an archae-
ology professor with a wife and five
children. His wife wouldn’t divorce him
and she had to be bought off with a
quarter-million-dollar settlement and a
fantastic alimony besides. Four weeks
after the wedding, the professor left to
dig for a new Peking man. He drank
like a fish. It was he who was drunk, not
the truck driver. Come, you'll soon see
something!”

Kazarsky opened the door to the living
room and it was filled with people. In
one day, Max Flederbush had managed
to arrange a party. Not all the guests
could fit into the large living room.
Kazarsky and Max Flederbush led me
from room to room and the party was
going on all over. Within minutes, may-
be 200 people had gathered, mostly
women. It was a fashion show of jewelry,
dresses, pants, caftans, hairdos, shoes,
bags, make-up. as well as men’s jack-
ets, shirts and ties. Spotlights illumi-
nated cvery painting. Waiters served
drinks. Black and white maids offered
trays of hors d'oeuvres.

In all this commotion, I could scarcely
hear what was being said to me. The
compliments started, the handshakes and
the kisses. A stout lady seized ne around
and pressed me to her enormous bosom.

(continued on page 200)
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a carnal career guide to the best-laid professions

REMEMBER the first time vour school guid-
ance counsclor asked, “What are you
going to do when you grow up. Johnnyz"

Maybe you were a precocious child
and answered truthfully, "I'm going to
get laid a lot.”

The counselor would laugh or send
you off to the school shrink, who would
try to make vou grasp reality. “No, what
vocation are you going Lo pursuc?”

A much less interesting question, but
vou'd answer. A policeman. A doctor. A
lawyer. Anvthing but a school counselor.

Did you ever think the two questions
might be related? Do certain professions
make out more than others? Sex is a
great fringe benefit for any job. Who gets
laid the most, though? Do women secret
ly lust after certain career types? It's not
exactly the Kind of question that leads
to a Pulitzer Prize. but we decided to
tackle it anyway. We hit the streets and
toured singles bars in several cities.

Most of the women with whom we
talked were in their 20s and carly 30s.
About a third of them were secretaries.
Another third were teachers and writers
and the rest were saleswomen, waitresses,
models, actresses and members of some
30 other occupations, from hooker to TV
commentator. About a tenth were unem-
ployed. By the time we called an end to
our research, we had answers from nearly
300 women, most of whom went 1o
singles bars occasionally and had slept
with at least ten men. We interviewed
women in New York, Los Angeles, Chi-
cago, Denver, Houston, Miami and At-
lanta; but this is in no way a statistically
pure survey. It is biased in favor of
young, sexually active women who live
in big cities. We did not interview farm
girls from Montana or 60-year-old seam-
stresses from Yonkers. Most of the wom-
en with whom we talked were the kind of

article

By SHARON O'HARA

women you probably stare at in offices
and in bars while wondering if there’s
a chance vou could score.

We chose our questions with care. You
can’t just go up to a girl in a bar and
say, “Hey. honey, what is the occupation
of most of the men you've screwed?” So
first we asked an innocent question, an
icebreaker: What occupation do vou pre-
fer to date? (By the way, English majors,
weTe perfectly aware that you don’t date
an occupation, vou date a member of an
occupation; but in a crowded bar, where
the noise level approximates that of a
moon take-off, you try to keep the ques-
tions as simple as possible.}

Next we asked: Is there one occupa-
tion that most of your lovers have had?
That is a sneaky question. First of all,
it assumes that a girl has had a number
of lovers—virgins and women who had
slept with only a couple of men dropped
out of our survey at that point. Unfor-
tunately, the answer to that question
was usually, “Well, they haven't all had
the same occupation”; so we'd hem and
haw until we could see that the girl trust-
ed us, then go in with the killer: But
what occupation are you most likely to
pick up in a bar or someplace like that?
We also asked those women if they could
name the occupations of their best and
worst lays, on the theory that a girl
would probably look more kindly on the
second salesman she met if the first had
been a ball in bed. Similarly, we want-
ed to find out if any occupations were
nixed because their members were such
notoriously bad lays—and we had a few
surprises, as vou'll see.

We discovered that there are two ma-
jor types of women who go to bars,
those looking for a rich man who will
show them a good (i.e., expensive) time
and those looking for a creative person

ILLUSTRATION BY KIM WHITESIDES

who's an interesting talker (and perhaps
an even more interesting fuck).

You should not conclude, dear reader,
that the latter group is more promis-
cuous; many girls confided that when
a man spends a lot of money on them,
they feel somewhat obligated to sleep
with him. Women who are looking
for men with money are in the majority,
especially in Chicago, Los Angeles and
Houston. In answer to our first question,
60 percent of our interviewees said they
would prefer to go out with lawyers, doc-
tors and businessmen, in that order. A
third preferred writers, film makers, mu-
sicians and artists and the rest named
40 other occupations, [rom physicist to
cowboy. Oddly enough, only five women
said they didn't have any preference as
to a man's occupation.

Chicago women are looking for men
with money and Los Angeles women are
looking for creative men with money—
film makers, directors, music producers
and the like. New York women prefer
musicians, writers and general odd-
balls—a disproportionate number of
well-dressed women at Maxwell's Plum
on New York's Upper East Side said they
wanted to meet explorers. drug dealers
and the unemployed (“They have more
time to fool around,” said a 22-year-old
student). Southern women, by the way,
are the least particular as to a man’s
occupation. We found ourself agreeing
with the conclusions in the April 1977
FLAYBOY article on The Girls of the New
South; namely, that Southern girls will
sleep with anything that moves.

On to the next question. There is a
definite discrepancy between the kinds of
occupations women say they want to
meet and the kinds they do meet. The
same women who said they prelerred to

go out with doctors and lawyers generally 153
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settled for salesmen and accountants.
At Butch McGuire’s, a prototypical sin-
gles bar in Chicago, onc girl who was
looking for lawyers but dated account-
auts explained: “I guess I date so many
accountants because they hang around
bars a lot and I hang around bars a lot
and we're bound to meet.” The same
can be said, by the way, for bartenders.
Many single women who go to bars fre-
quently search out and make friends
with the bartender so that they have
someone to talk with when the action
is slow. Two recent graduates of the
University of Illinois told us that at col-
lege, bartenders are considered campus
studs, much like football players, and
that many girls fight over the privilege
of going out with them. Anyway, when
these girls graduate and move to big
cities, they find themsclves gravitating
to bartenders again out of habit and
nostalgia. Maybe it’s not too late to sign
up [or that bartending course.

It is not surprising that over half of
our respondents told us they most often
sleep with businessmen, salesmen and
lawyers, since a proportionately large
number of men with those occupations
exist in the general population. After
those, the women named musicians, writ-
ers, teachers, students and bartenders.
Reasonably enough, there were a num-
ber of women who said they most often
dated men who worked in fields related
to their own jobs: Manicurists went out
with hairdressers, models with photog-
raphers, stews with pilots, writers with
other writers and actresses with actors
and agents. Most women, in fact, tend to
date and sleep with whoever is most
available in their offices or favorite bars,
rather than search out a man with a
particular occupation.

There are some exceptions, however,
An unemployed Cher look-alike told us
she likes to get high and thus makes a
point of looking lor drug dealers to sleep
with. A couple of writers we know share
hooker-organizer Margo St. James's at-
traction to power and purposely seek out
cops, pimps and high-level editors of
girlie magazines. A 26-yearold told us
that she dates only musicians. “Only a
musician properly appreciates a girl's
body,” she said. “Besides, they have such
gifted fingers—and mouths.™

The second hall of the questions,
which dealt with the occupations of a
woman's best and worst lovers, turned
out to be much more interesting than
the first half. Although many women had
trouble nailing down a specific occupa-
tion as the one they preferred to date,
few had any dificulty remembering the
occupations of their best and worst lovers.

We started by asking about worst lays,
because most women are more uptight
about sharing the intimate details of
someone they've loved than they are

about bad-mouthing some poor yo-yo
who couldn’t get it up. Women, you men
may be astounded to learn, love to talk
about men's sexual prowess in quite
clinical detail, and they can be merci-
less, especially when it comes to guys
who ejaculate prematurely.

Out of curiosity, I asked one such
woman what she meant by premature
¢jaculation and she said, “It means he
came before I did, doesn’t it? I mean,
he never could seem to last more than
half an hour.”

When it comes to picking sexual part-
ners, women do not use a great deal of
logic. In our survey, we found women
who said they preferred lawyers—did, in
fact, date lawvers—and who also said
that, for the most part, their worst lays
were lawyers. That didn't stop them
from dating more lawyers, however. The
same thing happened with salesmen and
businessinen. A teacher from Houston
said she continued to go out with a lot
of athletes, even though her worst lay
had been an athlete: “He had a memory
for a dick,” she complained. Who was
her best lay? “A printer.” Had she gone
out with other printers since? “No, 1
like athletes.”

Of the 59 occupations described as
worst lays, lawyers were named more of-
ten than any other. Following them were
salesmen, students, accountants, doctors
(especially shrinks), writers, teachers and
actors. What was wrong with those men?
Here are some opinions:

“My worst was a writer. The pen is
not mightier than the sword, if you know
what I mean.”

“A student. He was very inexperienced
and very much in love. The combination
was lethal.”

“Ex-seminarians and ex-priests. Sexu-
ally, they're preadolescents. They never
heard of the clitoris—I'm sure they think
it’s a monument in Athens.”

“I'm leery of men on the upper execu-
tive level, guys who make more than
$50,000. Some of them have very Kinky
ideas about what they like. I'm not a
prudc, but these guys never seem to
want to just fuck; they’d rather watch
you masturbate or they want you to pee
on them or something.”

“My worst was a lawyer; in fact, my
two worst were lawyers. They were both
bad for the same reasons: no staying
power and no sweet talk; both were
master grunters.”

“I had a terrible time with a doctor
who forced me to do things I didn't
want to do.”

“An actor [ slept with once wanted to
look in the mirror as we made love—so
he could look at himselfl”

“The worst was a thief. He refused to
have an orgasm—he was proud of his
staying power—and he fucked me until
I was so sore I couldn’t walk.”

Then there was the opera singer whose
cock was “no bigger than a raspberry,”
the junior V.P. who “loved his therapist
more than me,” the dancer who “would
rather T had been a man™ and the Andy
Frain usher who “climaxed even belore
he got his pants off.”

The women in our survey named 63
different occupations as best lays. As with
worst lays, the reasoning sometimes
reflected on the women’s occupations
and sometimes didn’t. There were a cou-
ple of surprises, though. It i1s commonly
thought that although womén may say
they want to go out with doctors and
lawyers, in their hearts they are longing
to be ravished by construction workers,
not to mention cutlaw bikers. Well, ac-
cording to our survey, that cherished bit
of mythology doesn’t hold up. Can you
guess which group of men received the
most votes as best in bed? Businessmen!
Followed by writers, lawyers, the unem-
ployed, teachers, actors, athletes and bar-
tenders. Considering their numbers in
the population, there was also an inor-
dinate amount of praise for gamblers,
thieves, junkies, pimps, mobsters and
other outlaws.

What makes a man good in bed? Does
it have anything to do with his occupa-
tion? Here are some opinions from
around the country:

“The best lay 1 ever had was a me-
chanical engineer and, yes, his occupa-
tion did have something to do with his
being good. He was the kind of guy
who liked to tinker with things to see
how they worked and that's the way he
approached women. I know that sounds
weird, but he really knew how to turn
me on!”

*“A bartender was the best. He had a
certain disdain for women, but I'm inore
uninhibited with someone I'm basically
hostile to.”

“A telephone installer. He was gentle,
took his time and, best of all, he held me
for the longest time afterward. There's
nothing worse than a fellow who hits
and runs.”

“I'll niever forget the movie director
who got me together with another lady.
I loved it!"”

“I once knew a baseball player with
a l4-inch bat and he was always ready
to swing.”

“I'd have to say that my best lay was
an advertising exccutive. He was [at but
terrific at cunnilingus.”

“The best was a bus driver, and his
occupation was irrelevant. He made me
feel as if I were the most desirable wom-
an in the world, even though I knew he
was married.”

“The best lover 1 ever had was a bank
robber who was wanted by the FBI.
First of all, he was incredibly hand-
some—tall, dark and he never wore

(concluded on page 192)



“Priscilla, the orchestra’s playing our song.”
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debra jo fondren,

the editors’—and
readers'—choice for
playmate of the year,
takes a thrill-of-a-
lifetime trip to paris
and the bahamas

to pose for leading
european movie director/
glamor photographer
francis giacobetti

Cié?}j)lc ask me how I feel about \ ‘ . \

having men look at my body. I tell N
them I feel very good about it. It's
158  when they don’t that I start to worry.”






HE SCRIPT for The Debra Jo Fondren
Story would be rejected by any self-respect-
ing Hollywood producer. We can hear
them now: “Too pat. Where's the tension,
the drama, the believability?" Take, for
instance, this synopsis of the first reel: A
young. beautiful girl. an avid reader of
PLAYBOY, dreams of becoming a Playmate.
Unfortunately, she lives in a small city in
Texas. Beaumont is the namec and it's slightly
off the beaten track. She is spotted by a
rrLaYBoY photographer’s assistant, who sug-
gests she just might have what it takes.

A few test shots later, our heroine finds her-
self in the centerfold, as the September 1977
Playmate. Public reaction is overwhelming.
The readers write volumes, peppéered with
such adjectives as stunning and fantastic, and
imploring, “More!” The editors huddle:
“We've got a winner here!” Debra Jo is named
Playmate of the Year and is whisked off to
Paris to sit for Francas Giacobett, one of the
world’s foremost photographers of women.
End of reel one. But, as they say, not the
end of the story.

Actually, this is not a fairy tale and Debra
_[0 is hip-dc(?p in reality. For her, the past [ew
months have been a breathless romp around
the country, touring on various PLAYBOY
promoli(ms—mm(?lhing of a revelation to a
girl who had seldom been outside Beaumont.
“People are the same everywhere,” she dis-
covered, “they just have different accents.”

Naturally, the high point so far has been
her trip to Paris. “At the time we arrived, it
was cold and rainy, but you could still tell
it was beautiful.” Debra’s compliment was re-
turned with interest by Parisian men, who were
s0 taken with her and with the length of her
tresses they  (fext concluded on page 226)
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r]:w Playmate of the Year gets so many nice gifts, it’s like
Chnistmas i June. I can’t wait to try out my new Datsun 2802
on those wide-open Texas roads. I don’t think I'd want to
drive it in Paris, though. The city has too many wild drivers.”
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I Cl love money; I'm not going to lie about
' it. But if you're not happry in your own mind, no
amount of money is going to buy that for you.
When I think of security, I think about home and
friends and family. Those ave the important things.”
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1
Em‘niuah’)ﬂ, I'll get married

and have children. But right

now, my career is most important.
Too many things are happening for
me o be able to give children the
care they need. I mean, I feel

bad about having to leave my cats!”










m— 1 used to think in tevins of depending on a man for my happiness,
but finding out I can make it on my own has made me a stronger, happier
person. I believe in women’s lib every place but in the bedvoom. There, “N'.‘
I think the man should be in control. It makes me feel more feminine.” > i
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we were two smartasses who should
have been at each other’s crofches, yet
here we were, ploying thrust-and-parry
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HERE 1 was, talking with this wom-

an. She was neat and I wanted to
L say something that would make her

say, "Hey.” I didn’t want her to
say, “Wow.” “Hey" would do. But what
should I say? She talked about her ex-
husband. I talked about my ex-wife. We
had another drink.

I was getting bombed. I opened up. I
really wanted her.

“My wife was a bitch,” I said.

“My husband was a bastard,” she said.

When I was a kid, I used to think
bastard was the male of bitch, just as
dog was the male of cat. I don't know
what I was doing thinking about sex at
that age, because I never did again until
after I was 40.

But we weren't getting anywhere.
“I've got to piss,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said. “The last guy
who was here pissed off the porch. There
were great arcs of piss in the morning."
She said, “Upstairs, to the right.”

“It was a funny thing,” I said when I
came downstairs again. “I had this pro-
fessor at Alabama, who told me——""

“But what were you doing at Ala-
bama?” she said.

So I had to tell her how cheap it was
at Alabama, how you could go there for
less than it took to stay at home. I re-
membered then that this was something
I always had to explain to a new woman,
at a certain stage—not usually this stage,
though, not after the first piss. “Seven
dollars 2 month for room,” I said. *“Thir-
teen dollars a month for board.”

“But how did you hear about Ala-
bama?" she said.

“Rose Bowl,” I said. I wanted to tell
her about my map puzzle of the United
States but was afraid I'd lose the thread.
“Rose Bowl was worth a thousand tui-
tions a year, they figured.”

“But how did you hear?” she said.

“My mother heard,” I said. “She lis-
tened to the radio a lot—that old
Atwater Kent. It ran on batteries, can
you believe it? She listened to the game
and offered me a choice of Mass Aggie—
Mass Aggie, for Christ's sake—or Ala-
bama. One of them was a hell of a lot
farther away than the other.

“What was I saying?"” I said.

“You were saying how you met her,”
she said, jumping all the way back to
before the piss.

**Oh, yes,” T said. “"Her husband was in
the class I had."”

“*She wasn’'t?"” she said.

“Oh, no,” I said. "It was the husband.
The husband was in love with the one
girl in the class. We were all in love
with her, but she was in love with him."

“Were you in love with hers” she
said. “I mean, really in love? I think I
was in love once and I want to know.”

“Of course I was in love with her,” I
said. “Why should I be different?”

“But that has nothing to do with you
and her,” she said.

“Everything has everything to do with
everything,” T said. We had had a hell
of a lot to drink. “One night, when he
was fucking this girl in the stacks of
the library under the aegis of 821—
Dewey decimal system—the wife came
to me and asked what was going on."

“And what was going on?" she said,
refilling my glass with the local store’s
own Scotch.

“How should I know?" I said. “They
didn’t hit it off. Incompatibility, as they
say, Perhaps 813 would have been better.”

"Don’t fuck around,” she said.

“That's what she said,” I said. “But
I had just met a girl I thought I could
fuck on the next date—there never was
a next date, for some reason or other—
but, anyway, I had a pint of Seagram’s
Seven and a package of Trojans in my

desk drawer. That's all T knew: Sea-
gram'’s and Trojans.”

“But where is your wife in all this#”

“I'm telling you,” I said. “I said,
“Scratch my back.” Oh, but she was a
great back-scratcher, the best since I
used to sleep with my sister when we
were very little. But she was something
else when she really got down to it. A
wildcat. Of course, I was proud of the
marks on my back and never felt them
at all at the time, except to cringe my
crotch a little closer to hers.”

“I'm all confused,” she said. “Where
is the girl you loved:"

“I'm trying to tell you about this pro-
fessor at Alabama,” I said. “He told me
to take R.O.T.C. ‘Me take RO.T.C.?' I
said. But 1 took it anyway, because he
had it figured. He'd been there. Thought
he was Tietjens. Had even been gassed
around Belleau Wood.”

“Who was Tietjens, for Christ's sake?"
she said.

“He was Tietjens,” I said. “'Ford Mad-
ox Ford’s Tietjens. World War One and
all that shit. A good man but fucked up.
He had an awful wife. He fucked me
up, too, because I signed the name
Tietjens to a motel receipt and absent-
mindedly put it in my pocket. Of course,
my wife found it and had 1t in court
and fucked up my divorce.”

“That was pretty fucking dumb,” she
said. I made a note that I had got her
talking dirty.

But there was still a coffee table be-
tween us, and I was getting nowhere, and
that’s about as dumb as you can get. Two
people who might as well have been
frothing at each other's crotches, and we
were sitting there making nice-nice.

“But the funniest thing,’" I said, “was
how we got married.”

“It can’'t be funnier than how I got
married,” she said, but not at all as if it
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were really funny. “We went into this
courthouse in the middle of goddamned
Towa with our license in our hands, and
the J.P. told us to wait # minute, He was
doing something at his desk. T was look-
ing out the window and my husband was
reading some lawbook from the bookcase
when someone said, ‘Well, do you or
don’t you? And two locals in bib over-
alls said, 'Congratulations." ™

“At least you married the girl—boy—
you loved,” I said.

“No," she said.

“Why didn't we meet thirty years
ago?" I said.

“Like when I was nine?" she said.

“I may be a shit,” I said, “but I'm not
that kind of shit.”

“I couldn’t think how to say no,” she
saicd. “How to let him down easy.”

“The whole medical examination,” [
said—I didn’t need to hear it—"was this:
‘Do you know any reason why she will
be disappointed on her wedding night?’
Of course I didn't. That's the kind of
thing it takes fifteen or twenty years to
figure out.”

“Did you really do R.O.T.C.?" she
said. ““The whole bit?™

“The whole motherfucking bit,” [
said. “Second lieutenant 7. 5. Army Re-
serve—or whatever it was. He said, ‘Be
inefficient’—by which he meant fuck up.
‘But only a little.” How was I to know
the limits of my ability to fuck up? ‘Just
enough so they'll send you back to work
at a training center." So they kicked me
out and I got married.”

“The chronology 1s confusing,” she
said, and she polished her glasses while
she glowered at me owlishly.

“It's as clear in my head,” I said, “as
God's view of eternity.”

“Elucidate,” she said.

“Her hushand and I were living to-
gether in New Orleans,” I said.

“I" she said.

“She was in Tuscaloosa, finishing her
degree. Some weekends she came down
to see him and some weekends she came
down to see me, ‘Go awayl’ I shouted
when he rattled the door while she and
I were in bed and he was supposed to be
working. ‘Goodbye,” she said and Kissed
him at the bus station before she got off
at the edge of town—‘Naughty, naughty,’
the bus driver said—and came back to
spend a few days with me. There was a
balcony where we watched the moon
rise. One nmight, when I turned to her,
there was a skull on her pillow.”

“A real skull?” she said. “1 used to
dream my husband was a loaf of bread.”

“Bread is all very well,” T said. I guess
I thought I ought to acknowledge her in
some way. She splashed cube after cube

170 into my drink.

“Do you suppose if I married the
other one . . " she said.

“What other one?” I said. Now I was
the one who was confused.

“The one I loved—or thought I did—
when 1 was seventeen,” she said.

“Oh, that one,” I said.

“Do you suppose sooner or later I would
have dreamed he was a loaf of bread?"

“Marriage makes strange bedfellows,”
I said. As I said it, I realized it was fun-
nier than I meant it to be—actually, I
hadn’t meant anything. But she laughed
and T took all the credit. God knows,
there’s enough credit you deserve and
never get.

“Or maybe a radish,” she said. “Maybe
he’d have been a radish.”

“But the truth of the martter 1s,” 1
said. “that I fucked up so well they
wouldn’t have me in the Army. They
wouldn’t even allow the draft board to
have me. No one would have me and I
wound up at the welding school.”

“I didn’t know that,” she said.

“Neither did I,” T said. We were ex-
actly where we were before. One hell of
a sexy lady on that side of the coffee
table that was complete with ice bucket
and tongs, and on this side of the table
something or other in remarkahly good
shape for its age, considering, except that
I bhadn’t been able to get it up since
about 1956, though she had no way of
knowing that. My teeth were in great
shape, though. I gnashed them at her.
Let her think about that a little.

“What big teeth you have, Grandma,”
she said.

“Right on,” T said. T tended to forget,
when I got interested, exactly what dec-
ade I was in.

“It was all over,” I said. “'I knew it was
all over. She knew it was all over. Every
thing was over except the dancing in the
streets. But she had to come down to New
Orleans to stage one last scene. She was
in theater. Did I mention that? She said,
‘It’s all over.” I said, “What a pity. I was
going to ask vou to marry me." She said,
‘I accept.””

*Jesus Christ,” she said. ““Just like that?
But, then, T suppose I said, ‘I accept’
just like that, only I was the one who was
appalled when I said it.”

*Jesus Christ,” I said.

“My husband—that shit,” she said,
“was a chaser., He chased boys and he
chased girls.”

“I never had that problem,"” I said.

“Lucky you,” she said.

“She just chased me,” I said. “You call
that lucky?"”

“Have an ice cube?” she said. And she
put three into my glass. They now stood
up above the rim. I'd have welcomed a
splash of Scotch.

“I was actually drafted,” T said, “and I
was turned down. I volunteered and I
was turned down. ] was wrned down
for the Canadian army. I was plenty un-
desirable.” I looked at her hopefully, but
she didn't rise to it. Not even another
ice cube, “So I went back to school and
kind of got married.”

“I didn’t know she was married be-
fore," she said.

“It was no secrer,” I said. “We just
didn’t tell anybody."

“Who can have a secret,” she said, “in
a town like this?”

“To be sure,” T said, “it's generally
known that on December seventh, 1941,
I was writing the great antiwar novel of
the war. I worked all that day and fin-
ished it and threw rwo handfuls of oat
meal into two cups of water in the
cookie tin on my gas heater and lay
down to listen to the radio. The rest
is history.”

““What I Was Doing on December
Seventh’: the story of your generation,”
she said.

“And what is the story of your gen-
eration?” I said.

“When I first heard the Beatles.”

"It makes a difference,” I said.

“It sure as hell does,” she said. There
were seven slick magazines, a bottle of
Scotch, ice in a bucket and a flowering
azalea on the coffee table between us,
two glasses and an overflowing ashtray.

“That's why T was divorced at filty,”
I said, “and you were divorced at thirty.”

“She called me up and asked for the
name of my lawyer, you know,"” she said.

“I didn’t know that,” I saxd.

“But you already had him, clever you.
And she was disappointed because she
had heard he arranged handsome sertle-
ments—is she a Victorian? That's a curi-
ously Victorian statement—handsome
settlements.”

“Antediluvian,” 1 said.
straight for the jugular.”

“I thought it was my mother when she
called. "Hello, Momma,” I said. I was
really embarrassed. She wasn‘t.”

“She thought she was my mother, too,”
I said.

“What did you think?” she said.

“T didn’t know what to think,” I said.
“I checked it all out: mother, sister,
daughter, and decided she was my best
friend’s wife that he palmed off on me,
the fucker.”

I began to make my move around the
coffee table and, what with one thing
and another, trips to the john, refilling
the ice bucket, stuff like that, before 1
knew what was going on, she was on the
couch and I was in her chair. She looked
even better now that [ was looking down

(continued on page 220)

“She goes
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“I've passed your complaints along to the captain.”
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them to his sides, cock his legs, roll
forward, and then spring with what
looked like all his strength into a per-
fect flying arch. Foam boils up where
the divers go in and the sound when
they hit the water is like an old cannon
going oft. Then, a few seconds later, he'd
be up, waving one arm and treading
water against the white surge that was
trying to slap him up onto the rocks.

After a couple of divers and a couple
of tequilas, I was telling myself I could
live through it. I'd probably get hurt
real bad, but it wouldn’t kill me. I could
get out past those rocks, all right, then it
would just be a matter of going into the
water as straight and skinny and strong
as I could. I figured the worst 1 could get
would be a broken back. Or else . . . or
else I could sit right there on that ter-
race, have another shot of Cuervo, may-
be six, lay back on my laurels and
review the risks already taken. The worst
I could get would be a hangover.

All of these things are at their best in
retrospect, anyway. Hanging on an ice
cliff in a storm, worrying about death, is
not fun. But thinking about it later—ah,
that’s wonderful. You run the memory
again and again in your head, and every
time, you think something new into it,
make up meanings for it, draw lessons
out of it, spin metaphors; and if you do
it right, you can make yourself cold,
make your heart pound all over again,
no matter where you are.

Strangely, it's the timid moments that
stand out when I think about it. I know
now that if 1 jumped over the moon and
made it, I'd probably get on myself after-
ward for not pointing my toes. In every
case, I look back and tell myself I could
have done more or done it with more
grace. Not that it would have changed
anything if I had. Not that I can’t leave
the cowardly parts out of the story when
I tell it to my grandchildren. Still, it's
strange how closely bound up your best
and worst moments are. Nothing resem-
bles a bump as much as a hole. and
nothing resembles a moment of courage
as much as a moment of cowardice. There
were times during these assignments
when 1 was sure the only reason [ went
ahead was that my fear of being thought
a coward was bigger than my fear of
jumping out of an airplane, or off a ski
jump, or walking on a wing.

The question I heard most over the
course of these adventures was, Why?
And I heard it from myself as much as I
did from other people. It's a damn good
question, and it deserves not to be
answered too quickly. For a while, I was
telling people that the reason I was
doing these things was that there was no
reason for them; that everybody ought to
have at least one totally unreasonable
project going at all times, and I believe
that. But that's more a smart crack than

it is an answer. Just as Edmund Hillary's
famous “Because it was there” is a smart
crack. A greal smart crack, though.

Certainly, money was part of the rea-
son—a big part, yes. I'd finish one stunt,
and even as I sat down to write about it,
I knew that when I finished 1 was going
to have to get down out ot my head and
up off my ass and go do another one;
and if the rent hadn't come due, if the
kids hadn’t needed braces, if there hadn't
been a pay check waiting at the other
end, 1 wouldn’t have gone on with it.
But to say that I did it entirely for
the money isn’t right, either. After all,
there are other stories to be written,
other professions, il it came down to that.

In fact, the why of these things for
me probably has something to do with
the nature of writing for a living. You
spend so damn much time in your
head that finally the muscle between
your ears is the only one with any tone
to it, the only one that can take any
punishment or do any tricks. You get so
used to working everything out the way
Aristotle and Thomas Aquinas did that
when you are faced with raw physical
terror, you might as well be a four-year-
old kid on his first trip to the zoo. To
stand there face 10 face with something
truly monstrous and hairy, something
with claws as big as your hngers can't
help but teach you something about
your place in the natural order that you
weren’t going to learn any other way.

I met the animal in me on that ice
climb. When it got bad up there, when
I thought I might die, my mind cowered,
and whimpered, and then shattered, But
the animal consciousness in my flesh and
bones rolled out like the hell’s angel he
is and did what had to be done. Separa-
tion of body and soul like that is ter-
rible and magnificent, something you
can feel, as if the mind knows it can
afford to give up and go on 1o what-
ever's next, but not the body. The body
knows that if it falls off any ice cliffs,
there will be no tomorrow.

That's about as close as I came to any
metaphysical revelations in the run of
this goat dance. And I thought that one
up after the fact, while I was sitting
safely in my own garden, watching the
jays eat what was left of my lunch. Out
there, when you have the fear on you,
thoughts, all thoughts, are like Muzk
in a falling elevator.

The other things 1 learned weren't
much of a surprise: that I'll probably die
saying something like “Oh, shit,”" that
adrenaline is the most powerful drug in
the entire pharmacy, that 1 always
underestimate my limits and that all of
these stunts are pale metaphor for the
things in this life that are truly danger-
ous: Just before I did the wing walk, I
married my girlfriend. The editors, how-

ever, refused to count it as number four
in the series.

I told them before I went down to
Mexico that there was a good chance I'd
walk away from this one. They said
they understood, but I don’t think they
did. Four times they'd sent me out and
four times I'd come back with the ugly
beast “fear” more or less strapped to the
fender, and I think I was making it look
Loo easy.

“The thing about this dive is,” 1 told
them, “once you get off that rock, it’s
aerodynamics. You're a missile. . . .”

They looked at me as if to say, “Is
this the kid who climbed the ice? Who
jumped the ski jump? Who pitched him-
sell 2500 feet out of an airplane? The
kid who walked the wing?"

Maybe it is and maybe it isn’t, I told
myself.

“Oh, hell, I'll ry it,” is what I told
them. In a way, they seemed pleased.
I think maybe they were getting tired of
all this thrill-of-victory stuff and wanted
to see what I could do with a little
agony-of-defeat writing.

Before I left, while 1 was packing my
suitcase, I tried to promise myselfl that I
wasn't going to dive, no matter what,
wouldn’t even consider it, wouldn’t
agonize over it, either. Four big-fright
gravity games in 12 months is enough.
You make no apologies after a run like
that, and you don't sit around and tor-
ture yourself about the one that beat
you completely. But then . . . there I
was, watching the Mexicans do it, telling
myself I could probably live through it
to write the story. Something in me
wanted to do it. Wouldn’t this one make
their eyes bug out and their blood run
cold? I thought.

One of the divers came around to col-
lect 50 cents. I gave him a dollar and
when he said that was too much, I told
him no, it wasn’t. His name was Fidel
and he had a broad face and a paunch
that hung out over his tight red trunks.
He looked about 40 years old. I asked
him what kind of injuries the clavadistas
got when they didn't hit the water right.
Broken bones, he told me, when the
arms sometimes collapse into the head
on impact. And the eyes, he said, if you
break the water eyes first instead of with
the top of your head, you go blind, But
they have an association, he said, and
the 26 divers in it have a fund, so that
if one of them is hurt or killed, his fam-
ily is taken care of. I didn’t ask him if
there was a fund for half-wit gringos
with a history of foolish moments and a
little too much sauce in them. There are
no funds for people like that, people
like me. Just simple services when the
time comes.

Fidel moved off through the crowd,
looking for more peso notes, and pretty

(concluded on page 190)
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drink By EMANUEL GREENBERG

IF you peTecT a tinge of equivocation in the title above, you're a pretty sharp cookie; because that's exactly
what's intended. Prepared, packaged cocktails are something of a mixed bag. But they do offer a lot to
the single guy on the. gallop—particularly in the .convenience category. Stating the obvious: Prepared
cocktails dispose of considerable measuring, squeezing, stirring, shaking, fumbling with ice trays and the
mess accompanying that ritual. There's also the matter of the daiquiri that becomes progressively sweeter
due to undissolved sugar at the bottom of the glass or the sour that varies in tartness, from drink to drink,
depending on the size and acidity of the lemon. Premixed quaffs are, if nothing else, consistent.

They also provide a kind of social insurance; with a representative assortment on tap, you should be
able to field any challenge guests toss at you. Strawberry margarita? Of course. Mai tai? To be sure. Pifia
colada? Why, certainly. Cherry-chocolate boom-boom swirl? No . . . but how (continued on page 228)
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WHEELING AND DEALING

(continued from page 114)

“We traded handshakes with Bobby Kennedy and
then handed him the money in a white envelope.”

assured themselves of a franchise now
probably worth $20,000,000.

The Murchisons understood how busi-
ness sometimes was done in the hardball
world of Washington politics. Although
in 1960 the Murchisons backed Richard
Nixon for President, and gave him Lord
knows how much money, they had their
Washington operative bring a bet-hedg-
ing $10,000 in cash for the Kennedy-
Johnson ticket. The loyal courier and I
flew o New York City, where, outside
an office building owned by the Kennedy
family, we wraded handshakes with Bob-
by Kennedy and then handed him the
money in a white envelope. He whisked
it to the safety of his inner coat pocket
and, as with so many people to whom 1
have made cash deliveries, seemed eager
to see our departing dust,

L

Money flew fast and loose on Capitol
Hill in the Fifties and Sixties. As we
learned in the later Watergate investi-
gations and in more recent scandals
involving the buying of Congressmen by
the government of South Korea, it still
does. There’s another verse to that song:
As long as men and women in politics,
or in the business world, thirst for pow-
er and the good life, it always will. No
matter how many ethics committees or
codes of conduct or campaign expendi-
ture laws are passed, the eager and the
greedy will find ways to get theirs.
“Money talks and bullshit walks,” my
father used to say; I've never found a
reason to disagree with him.

No one ever bought me for cash,
though I mindlessly imitated the com-
mon practice of many Senators, and the
prevailing institutional mores, in accept-
ing more subtle forms of bribery. I real-
ize that now; had I stopped to examine
the original values instilled in me, I
would have realized it then. Like many
a country boy exposed to the bright
lights and the good life, however, I en-
joyed it and wanted more. More wine.
More women. More song. More money.
More power.

My social friends, from the time I
reached my mid-20s, were almost all
powerful men, whether Senators or busi-
nessmen. They had far more money than
1, enjoyed more perks, lived better. Not
only did I want to share the good life
with them, it was a point of pride to
carry my financial weight in their com-
pany. I did not want to accept their
charity by having them pick vp my

176 checks or consider me to any degree a

moocher or a dead beat. In short, I
faced the old problem of keeping up
with the Joneses—and those Joneses
could not be kept up with on a Govern-
ment salary ranging at various times
between $10,000 and $19,000 annually.

I therefore entered into business deals
with Senators, lobbyists, a J.F.K. Cabinet
member and other public officials or
former politicians. I have no doubt that
those opportunities would not have
come had I been anyone but who I was.
I have no doubt that the hundreds of
thousands of dollars I borrowed from
banks, and the generous lines of credit
they extended to me, often through the
intervention of Senator Kerr—who was,
after all, the second-ranking Democrat
on the Senate Finance Committee, and
therefore influential in tax matters—
might not have been so readily available
had I not been Bobby Baker and well
connected at the top. No question about it.

Invariably, as one became trusted by
Senators and then friendly with them,
there would be opportunities to get in
on the ground floor: to make invest-
ments or buy stock in cases where maybe
somebody knew a little something no-
body else knew. Such as what specific
ruling might soon be expected from a
regulatory agency. Or what parcel of
land might be going up in value due to
the coming of a new highway or housing
development or military base. Sometimes
the young employee offered such oppor-
tunities didn’t know whether his sponsor
knew anything or not, or what it might be
if he did, but you didn’t ask questions in
the absence of volunteered details.

My investments did not immediately
excite Dun & Bradstreet, though I
made money at a more rapid clip than
I'd been accustomed to. As the years
passed, I became increasingly friendly
with Senator Kerr, who was a wealthy
co-owner of Kerr-McGee Oil Industries,
as well as blooded cattle, ranches, real-
estate developments, banks, blue-chip
stocks and you name it; there’s no doubt
that he was the richest man in the Sen-
ate when he died on January 1, 1963.
Money was Senator Kerr's god; given
our budding friendship and his preoccu-
pation with money, it seems only natural
that he would have given me my first
investinent opportunity.

In 1949, Senator Kerr offered me the
opportunity to buy 100 shares in Kerr-
McGee Oil. “It's a growing company,
Bobby,” he told me. “Nothing's a sure
shot unless you've got a gun, but this is

the next thing to it.” That was good
enough for me. Although I was going to
George Washington University at night,
and then to law school classes; although
my salary was only about $6500 and my
net worth, including furniture, could
not have been more than $5000, I rushed
home to Pickens to borrow the necessary
$3300 from an attorney named Julien
Wyatt. He let me have it on my signa-
ture. Before long, I'd made about a
$10,000 profit on Senator Kerr's advice.

George Smathers, the urbane and
handsome junior Senator from Florida,
oftered my next investment opportunity.
Smathers, his assistant Scotty Peek and I
shared a high appreciation for the good
life. We all had a litile high roller in us;
we'd reveled together a bit by the time
Senator Smnathers suggested I buy stock
in the Winn-Dixie company in the
amount of $2100. I bought in and made
a small profit. A bit later, Smathers
permitted me to buy into a land deal
near Orlando and I eventually made
about $7000 as my end of the profits. I
learned through Smathers, chairman of
the Transportation Subcommittee, of
a pending railroad merger of Atlantic
Coast Line and Seaboard and bought
into both companies on a small scale,
ultimately realizing about $1000 in
gains. As Secretary to the Majority, I
inquired as to the status of the postal-
rate bill and learned from the staft of
Senator Olin Johnston's Post Office and
Civil Service Committee that low mass-
mail postal rates would continue. I
therefore bought stock in the Spiegel
Mail Order House, at ten cents on the
dollar, and made more than $10,000.
Other and bigger investments would
come later, and those would cause me
griel in time, but at the moment, 1 was
satisfied with my connections and felt
that at last I might be on my way.

To Senator Kerr, the answer to every-
thing was money. If you had enough of
it, you could do anything you wanted. If
you didn't, then you were unlikely to
accomplish very much and you simply
were not a free man. Like many a good
businessman, Bob Kerr knew that it took
money to make money. He knew the
value of investments and he held that
not all investments had to be made in
stocks and bonds or commodities or real
properties: You could buy people. He
would make loans or campaign contri-
butions or gifts to his colleagues if it
would woo their votes for his favored
causes. Many of his favored causes, of
course, put money into his own pocket.
Senator Kerr could look upon an “invest-
ment” in another Senator as simply a
smart business practice, another form of
refurbishing the factory or retooling the
machines. Where Senator Johnson at
least worried about the appearances of

(continued on page 236)
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of those who deserve
more than o backward
glonce. First up is No-
vember 1977 Playmate
Rita Lee, pictured in
the bedroom of a con-
dominium in Mon-
zanillo, Mexico.
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For the man who shuns the
outdoars for the comfort of
his living raam, what could
be mare pleasurable than
an au naturel cancert by
Navember 1974 Playmate
Bebe Buell (above right)?
8ut who cauld turn down
the invitation to fresh-air
living affered by December
1973 Playmate Christine
Maddox (below right)?

It is soid that the sun
shines equally on all,

but the particular beam
that's caressing 1978 Play-
mate of the Year Debra Jo
Fondren (far left) seems to
be giving it a little extra.
And March 1977 Playmate
Nicki Thomas (left) praves
the adage that behind
every beautiful woman is
a beautiful behind.




At left, our camera sneaks up an 1974 Playmate
af the Year Cyndi Woad, capturing her in a
moment of ecstasy during her morning bath in
Puerto Voliarto. We have found that if you

focus your eyes on May 1976 Playmate Patricia
Margot McCloin‘s buttacks (belaw), they seem

ta follaw you acrass the room. Finally, there’s brown-
eyed girl with cheeks Denise Michele (bottom),
glimpsed during her April 1976 Playmate shaoting
in the maonlit Hawaiicn countryside. And naw, @
quiz: Quick! Dan't look back, but tell us haw many
bikini lines there are in this pictorial. Gotcha.
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“Yowre right . .. everything tastes better outdoors!”
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under the beard

THERE'S A VILLAGE halfway between Ka-
luga and Moscow where once lived three
handsome brothers, three wild young
men. And in the same village lived the
beautiful Fyokla Matveevna. wile of the
parish priest. Now. this Father Savva was
always running about and wrying to find
some way to impress the bishop with his
spiritual zeal—and thus neglecting his
wife. So it was that, while the priest
was away, Fyokla would receive each of
the brothers secretly.

But, like the virgin bloom on a young
girl’s checks, no secret lasts very long in
this wicked world. One day, when the
brothers were on their way to cut wood
in the forest, each stopped at l"yuklu's
house for a morning embrace. To each
of them she gave a big piece of fresh
crusty bread. Thus, when noon came and
the brothers sat down in the forest clear-
ing to cat, it was quite clear to all that
Ivan had one heel, Mikula the middle
and Alyosha the other heel of the loaf.

Mikula and Alyosha began to argue
their claims and they were reaching for
their axes when Ivan said, “Stop! Let’s
use our wits! I propose that whoever of
us is cunning enough to put it into the
wench under the priest’s very beard will
get exclusive rights to her. Agreed?”

Impressed with such wisdom, the two
others drew lots with Ivan for the first at-
tempt—and, ol course, Ivan won.

The priest and his wife were just sitting
down 1o dinner when there was a knock
at the door. “Ahl, my son, what can I do
for you:" asked Father Savva. “Why do
you look so oubled?”

“A terrible thing, Father,” Ivan re-
plied. “I hardly know how to tell you—
but I think some evil eye has been cast
on your house. I happened to gl:mcc
through those old, warped panes in your
front window and only the Devil knows
what shocking things I thought 1 saw
inside. I simply had to warn you!”

The priest thought of the bishop and
a shiver of horror ran down his spine.
“I'll look [or mysell,” he said.

Ivan dropped the door’s bar into place
and Fyokla, laughing with anticipation,
cleared the table. When Father Savva
peered through one of the thick, distorted
panes, he saw his dear wile with her back
on the table and her arms and legs twined
around Ivan, who was pumping madly.

The priest gave a yelp and scuttled
for the door, but it was barred. He ran
back to the window in time to see Fyokla
arching her back and sighing in ecsLasy.

When, at last. he thrust the door open,
the priest found the two calmly scated,
clothes all in order, at the laden table.
“Anything wrong?"" Ivan asked. "“Was I
having a bad dream?"

“Nothing to it,” muttered Father Sav-
va, “but I think I will have those wretched

from Severnye Skazki, first published in 1909

panes replaced tomorrow.”

The next day. when the priest returned
from Matins, he found Mikula at lis
house. “I want to buy five chickens from
vou to start my own Hock,” said Mikula.

He had already had a word with Fyokla
and, on the way to the coop, she sald, teas-
ingly, “Dear husband, aren’t you afraid
of the evil eye Ivan spoke of? Might it
not work s mischiel out here as well?”

The priest grunted, gave her a sour
look and went into the enclosure to pur-
sue the nimble birds. Quickly, Iyokla
leaned over the [ence and raised her ramp
in the air while Mikula Hipped up her
skirts and put his own cock into her coop.
“Oops, vou've pot the wrong one!” she
called to her husband. “Catch the other!™

Red-Haced and stumbling with fatigue,
Father Savva Jooked up to see the two
leaning on the fence with such vigor that
it creaked beneath them. “Oh, ves, that's
the o-0-0-o-ne!” Fyokla finally cried our.
A little baffled, but relieved, the priest
was able to hand over the chickens and to
collect his money at last.

The next morning, with a fresh onion
hidden in his hand, Alyosha sat under a
tree outside the priest’s house, sobbing as
if he were dying. Father Savva ran outside
and wied to comfort him. Alter much
more Dblubbering, Alyosha finally con-
[essed. “I'm supposed to be married to-
morrow, Father,” he said, “and I don't
know one end of a woman from the oth-
er. I'm so scared! I have to go to Lukeria,

Ribald Classic

the whore at the tavern, to find out.”

“That would be a mortal sin.” said the
pric.'i[, scenting that he mighr score a
point with the bishop by doing a skillful
bit of domestic counseling. And the lad
seemed so piteously innocent that there
wis nothing to fear. “If we—my dear wife
and [—were to show you just the manner
of marital duties, perhaps,” he added.

Alyosha cowered and wept even louder,
but the priest ook him to the bedroom
and there gently ordered Fyokla and the
boy to undress. Fyokla summoned a mod-
est blush. Alyosha laid himsell down with
his ead ar her feet.

“No, all wrong!” said Savva, getting
so interested in solving the problem that
his small common deserted him.
“The other way around. Now, Fyokla,
help him with your hands! Ah, splendid,
see how it rises! You'll make an excellent
bridegroom, my lad.”

Suddenly. the priest exclaimed. “Now
that's enough! Stop! On vour [eet! Stop.
I say! What are you doing? You'll break
the bed! Fyokla, you look most immaodest
with your legs stuck up in the air! Al-
yosha, youre driving my wife 1o de
spair—hear how she’s moanming! Stop all
this at once!” Eventually. they heard him.

And when Ivan and Mikula listened
to this story. they reluctantly gave Alvosha
the prize. It was a rosylipped, plump-
bosomed, round-bottomed prize and it
made Alyosha happy for a long time.

~—Translated by Viadimir Sanin B

SCIASC

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HDLLAND
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mg midget

IT Was A DEEP, rich orange and its mem-
ory is branded on my brain. One sweet
summer day, when I was years old,
that magnificent Buick Century convert-
ible with the !eather seats swept into my

ind jiggled my ration
ality off an axis to which it never re-
turned. There it sat, the embodiment of

speed and panache, its luminous pres-
ence overwhelming the mundane con-

tours of my [ather's black sedan. Ins
owner, a Navy captain, graced me with
a brief, electric ride and from that mo
ment onward, automobiles with open
tops have generated within me special,
small-boyv responses that dely age and
the responsible standards of maturity.
Convertibles.  Ragtops.  Roadsters.

182 Sports cars. Speed. Wind. Noise. Delicious
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fiat 124
sport spider

excitement. Powerlul
exhausts. Supen

engimes. Open
rgers. Overhead cam-
shalts. Overdrive. Mad  [antasies of
horsepower. Tawny flying. Starlit
nights. Weekend rendezvous. Lovers’
trysts. Daring escapes. People and auto
mobiles larger than life—that was the
heady imagery created by that orange
Buick and 1t has relused to die, even in
the [ace of an apparently waning desire
for this once-beloved subspecies.

Not so many years ago, virtually every
mike of : nobile, both domestic and
imported, had a convertible in its line-
up. It was an automatic segment of the
p:'ndtlcl mix, the glamorous capstone of
the marque—the version of the machine
that made the final statement in terms
of the manufacturer's pride and the

rolls=royce
cormiche

rame in two basic

I, audacious roadsters ancd

cibriolets intended for youthful hell
raising and long, ponderous landaus de-
signed for clegant and sedate alternoon
touring. In its most vibrant and egali-
tarian form, there were the cheap, pica-
resque Ford V8 ragtops, the vehicles that
probably generated more |Jiil'(:lll:ll gray
hairs, more adolescent pregnancies and
more “TEENAGE HOT-ROD MENACES scare
headlines than all other makes com-
bined. A step up the social ladder ex-
posed one to the overseas exotica of the
MGs, Jaguars and Porsches and to the
attendant machinations of Grand Prix
driving expertise, with its demands for
double clutching and four-wheel drifting.
At the other end of the scale, within




excalibur
roadstern

the more serene precincts of the estab-
lishment, were to be lound the plush
and silent Lincolns, Cadillacs and Rolls
Royces, intended for use onlv in the
most [avorable of times.

Now. as we trundle toward the Eight-
ies, the availability ol the convertible in
the American market is limited to fewer
than a do; maodels (running the gamut
from piddling cheap to stupefyin
pensive) and the reasons
we have that weird manilestation of the
stylist’s seribblings called the hardiop—
which is essentially a convertible with a
fixed steel rool. For reasons known only
to Detroit’s marketing experts and astute
social psvchologists, the hardtop, com
plete with a vinyl rool intended o dupli-
cate the appearance of a convertible,
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volkswagen mercedes-benz
beetle

A450sl

has been an extravagant success with
the American public and bas done more
than its share to accelerate the demise ol
the model it set out to imitate er all,
went the convoluted reasoning ol the
American consumer, why not retain the
identity but not the function of a con-
vertible by riding around inside what
appears to be a soft-top while eliminat
ing the attendant unpleasantries of
wind-mussed hairdos, watering eyes and
chilly breezes? This logic was only am-
plified as the airconditioning and
climate-control systems of automobiles
became more sophisticated; and by the
late Sixties, what with risin ]
rates, convertible sales in most domestic
makes had slipped badly.

Then came the United States Govern-

alfa romeo 2000
spider veloce

ment and its paternalistic zeal to save us
from ourselves and the dreaded agonies
of the automobile. What appeared to be
a death blow to the convertible arrived
in 1972 with the promulgation ol a bu
reaucratic gumbo known as  Federal
Motor Vehicle Safety Standard 208. This
masterpicce of log concernec itsell
with automobile-occupant safety during
crashes and appeared to Kill convertibles
deader than smoked salmon. Standard
208 was so constructed as to demand that
all passengers remain inside the vehicle
during a special roll-over test—a test
that solt-top automobiles could not pass.
Rather than hght the standard, many
manufacturers emploved it as a rationale
to slice convertibles out of their line-up
or to convert (continued on page 206)
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¥ LOOKS LIKE

= AN EMERGENCY ¢

DONCHA EVER GET TIRED
OF THIS HAND-TO- MOUTH
EXISTENCE, FRANCINE?

OF OUR COSTOMERS...

=

- ARE MATCHED
ONLY BY MY

AREN'T YOU BOTHERED THAT YO
SHARE CARNAL DELIGHTS WITH
GENTS YOU'D SOONER CHOP
INTO CAT FOOD 2

DYING AND I HEARD IF
YOU SPEAK TO PLANTS
THEY GET BETTER....

186

SOFTAREOD T
THE NEW ERICA
JONG NOVEL_I_'

op

WELL?
L] DID IT
4 GET
Ly BETTER?
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Yy Clustophr Browne —o-

4

SOMETHING OF A HIGHLY -
PERSONAL NATURE, WHICH & WELL, WHAT
CAN ONLY BE DELIVERED Do yoU SAY ?

AT My LOFT UPTOWN. :

YES, | DO!
SAY, YOU'RE A IN FACT, I'D LIKE
VERY FOXY TO GIVE YOU THE
DANCER ! YOU THINK "EOXY DANCER OF
SO7 REALLY? THE EVENING™ AWARD
2 =N
= WU

WHAT'S
SECOND PRIZE?

OK,
H 60 FORGEY

OH,
YEANWT
WHAT

15 177

GOSH, MISTER , THANKS
FOR PICKING ME uP/

OBVIOUSLY A

Yop, YuP,
A

“grick suiet/

uman L TESSST L aMGoD...
0000 LALA... AHKBUYK

| THINK \\

You SHouLD
HAVE PUT T
N FRsT




=
S H// '™ Lou BROOKS !
'M A BIG SHOT
CARTOONIST, BUT,
v'kNow, [‘VE coT
FRUSTRATIONS
AND FANTASIES

You

o

,@m IF YOU'RE

TREMENDOUSLY
POPULAR WITH
WOMEN LIKE | AM,
YOU'RE ENTITLED /
TO FANTASIES, =

RIGHT ? RIGHT,
\\‘__

“FOR INSTANCE, ON A BUS, HAVE
YOU EVER THOUGHT OF GETTING
OFF BEFORE GETTING OFF ?
IKNOW T HAVE 7"

COULD | JUST NB
STARE AT YOUR
BARE BREASTS
AND PLAY WITH
MYSELF FOR
A WHILE TILL
WE GET TO %
597w STREET?

“1'D LOVE TO SPEND A WINDY
AFTERNOON ON THE SIDE -
WALK, LOOKING UP SKIRTS/
WOULDN'T YOU? WHAT POS-
SIBLE HARM COULD IT DO?”

IF ONLY IT WERE TRUE [

THEV'RE ALL W

A\ AROUND US...
PRETTY GIRLS, |
| MEAN ! ITDRIVES

“YES, AND WHEN YOU SEE AN
ATTRACTIVE YOUNG LADY
WEARING ONE OF THOSE
CLINGING KNIT DRESSES,

WHAT HARM WOULD 1T DO TO

“WHEN YOU GET ONE OF
THOSE MIDDAY HARD-ONS
ON THE STREET (ESPE -

CIALLY IN THE SPRING),
IT WOULD BE GOOD FOR
BOTH OF YOU TO TAKE

TAKE ACLOSER LOOK?”

' WAS JUST

WONDERING IF ‘l' \
YOU HAD ANY ,r NS
| |

PANTIES ON/

e

EXCUSE ME, R -.?«' :

A SHORT BREAK OVER
A MAILBOX !”

OOH, THAT
FEELS GOOD,
) BUT HURRY...
/I, 'VE GOT TOBE
B/ BACK AT THE
OFFICE IN HALF
AN HOUR f

OF You!”

“WOU'RE WAITING IN LINE AT THE

BDAI?(H é:ﬁxﬁr?@ﬁ Hﬁglgrﬁégo

WHAT A CRAZY

WORLD 1T WOULD
BE,HUH?/F ONLY

PARDON ME,BUT | COULDN'T
HELP BUT NOTICE THAT ENORM

YOU MIND VERY MUCH 1F | _
RUBBED IT UNTIL WE GOT

h TO THE FRONT OF THE LINE? J§

BULGE ™ YOUR PANTS ! WOULD

IT WERE TRUE!!

ous

HELP YOUR-
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l:“'[ "l"[ (continued from page 174)

“I stepped up and hung my toes over the edge, and
then looked down at the rocks below me.”

much left me thinking there was no way
in hell T was going to make that dive.
The idea that I'd probably survive the
plunge didn’t mean nearly as much after
he told me about the arms snapping over
the head on entry. Somehow, I could
hear that one. Even from 40 or 45 feet,
which is the highest I've ever dived, you
hit the water hard enough to make a
moron out of yoursell il you do it wrong.
It huris even when you do it right.

Finally, that afternoon, 1 figured out
exactly what that cliff was to me. It
wasn't a test ol guts, or coordination, or
strength, or Zen oneness with this imag-
inary existence. It was an intelligence
test, the most fundamental kind of intel-
ligence test: If you're intelligent, you
don’t take the test, Still, to sit there and
think it through was one thing. I knew I
had to let the animal make the final
decision; take the meat up there onto

“Hey, Rapunzel! Let down your hair! I’s your
parents and my parents and Aunt Sadie and Uncle Phil, with
Jim and Susie and Clatre and Eddie and the kids.”

thait rock and let it look down the throat
ol this thing, let it feel the edge. There'd
be no more mavhes after that.

You actually have to climb down the
rocks from the hotel o the spot from
which they dive. On my way, 1 kept
waiting lor someone to stop me, tell me
it was divers only out there, but no one
did and there were no warming signs. I
jumped a low stone wall and crept down
some rock steps overhung with trees that
made it feel like a tunnel out the end of
which I could see the backside ol the
little shrine. It was cement, painted sil-
ver, and behind it, stacked like cord-
wood—as il to say that even among
religious people liquor takes up where
praver leaves off—were two dozen empty
tequila bottles. Two steps beyond that
and I was out from under the green over-
head and on the small flat pad Irom
which they do it, and the scene opened
betore me: to my left, the hotel. I could
see people tapping each other and point-
ing at me, as il o say, "Here goes another
one, Edith.” To my right, the flat blue
Yacific siretched out to a sharp tropical
horizon, and then turned into sky. I
stepped up and hung my toes over the
edge, and then looked down at the rocks
bhelow me, then at the rocks on the other
side, then at the skinny finger of water
between them, rising and Ialling, loam-
ing in and out. There were Styrofoam
cups on the tide, pieces of cardboard and
other wash 1 couldn’t make out. 1 re-
membered my mother, who was a cham-
pion swimmer in the Thirties, telling me
about @ woman high diver who'd gone
off a 100-loot tower in Atantic City and
hit an orange peel on the water. She
lived, but the image of their hauling her
limp from the water has stayed with me,
and it was never more vivid than at that
moment at La Quebrada. Looking down
from that clif, your perspective is so
hopelessly distorted it seems that, to nmiss
the rocks on your side of the channel,
you'd have to throw yoursell onto the
rocks on the other side. I tried to
imagine mysell through it. Get steady,
feet wogether, arms down, roll, push,
arch . . . but I couldn’t take the [antasy
any further than that. “No,” 1 said out
loud. *Just turn around and say goodbye
to the Lady, Craig.”

A couple of hours later, I'd found
some of that blend recler they're so
proud of in .-’u.‘ilpul('_o, and the deleat of
the thing didn't seem very prolound at
all. Il I'd kept drinking tequila, T just
might have gone screaming off that clift.
'l'uquilat, alter all, talks to the animal in
you and he thinks he can do anything
when he's drunk. But marijuana, sweet
marijuana, gets you in touch with the

vegetable you are—and what does a
head of lettuce care about victory?
And, Jesus, you gotta stop somewhere.
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Today's watches give the time
in many ways. With hands,
with digits, with lights. But
without a battery your watch
would have nothing to say.
"Eveready’’ batteries supply
the power that makes every-
thing work.

And we've been doing it

WINDERT

since 1957 when we devel-
oped the first watch battery.
Today, most of the world’s
leading watch companies
use batteries made by Union
Carbide.

And with good reason.
"“Eveready’’ Watch Batteries
have special patented sealing

processes that help protect
your watch against leakage.
We want to run your watch,
not ruin it.
When you want your watch
to give you the time, make
sure it gets it from '‘Eveready"’
Watch Batteries. The power that

makes everything work. uum
CARBIDE |
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(continued from page 154)

“A 29-year-old lab technician from Denver said that
she’d never again sleep with a doctor.”

anvthing but white suits. From the mo-
ment [ set eyes on him, I knew I was a
goner. Of course, he didn't tell me that
he was wanted by the FBI until after we'd
spent four hours making love. He dis-
covered erogenous zones I never even
knew I had. Afterward, we were lving
there in bed and I remember thinking
that T would pay half my salary to have
a man like him around every day. Then
he told me that the reason he'd been on
the lam successfully for four vears was
that he’d found a series of women who
would take care of him financially. T told
him he could move in with me, but he
disappeared the next day. You know, I
often wonder whatever became of him.
If he should read this, I'd just like him
to know he’s alwavs welcome.”

“A dentist was the best. He knew ex-
actly how much pressure to apply when
fondling the breasts—not too hard and
not too soft. And when we had inter-
course, he didn't expect me to dimax
look-Ma-no-hands, like most men.”

“A computer executive. He was fiery
and emotional—not at all the personal-
ity you'd expect to find in a computer
expert. We had a number of incredible

fights and the sex we had while making
up was just out of this world.”

When talking about their best lovers,
many women told us that the man’s oc-
cupation was not as important as some
other lactor, such as nationality. When
we asked one woman the occupation of
her hest lover, she answered, “He was a
Frenchman.” Nothing else about the
man mattered to her. Likewise, an ac
tress in Los Angeles told us that she
wants to date only Aries men—whatever
their occupations. Others said that older
men were best, while a Miami girl nomi-
nated “anyone with a ten-inch cock.”

Almost as an afterthought, we asked
the question: Is there any occupation
you've given up on entirely? Nearly
three quarters of the women with whom
we talked said no, they'd hate to think
ol crossing off an entire group ol people
just because of one prick. Others were
not so lenient. A 29-year-old lab techni-
cian from Denver said that she'd never
again sleep with a doctor: “They always
make me [eel like a specimen on a slide.”
Two roommates, both teachers, said they
would have nothing more to do with
teachers or bartenders: “Both of those

OES

“Aw, couldn’t you get Linda instead of Karen
for asitter? Linda has bigger tits.”

groups talk about you behind vour
back.” Mecanwhile, a 25-year-old librari-
an Irom New York Citv told us that she
had given up on “anvbody who has
anvthing to do with the arts. They're
too faggy, especially here in New York."

In summary, it seems evident that you
can sav that you work at just about any
profession and one girl will give vou
the cold shoulder while another will sit
on your face. Yet we can draw certain
conclusions: All lawvers should imme-
diately move to Chicago. We can't quite
understand this passion that Chicago
women have for them, but it’s there.
Salesmen should avoid New York like
the plague, except, of course, salesmen
of such oddities as French ticklers, loo-
fah sponges or Red Chinese jewelry. New
York females love men who travel to
foreign places—and who may want com-
pany on the next trip. They are not in-
terested in computer salesmen [rom St
Louis. In bars across the country, if vou
ask women which group of men, in their
experience, is least likely to get picked
up in a bar, they will most often say
salesmen. However, if vou ask those
same women who they do. indeed, pick
up in bars, a large percentage of them
will say salesmen. So our advice to sales-
men is: Hang in there and, if all else
fails, practice the art of cunnilingus.
More than one woman said she'd date a
sewer worker if he had a talented tongue.

Writers will have a good time of it
in New York, but they'd better have pub-
lished something. Editors will have an
even easier time, because there are a
number of struggling female writers in
New York just dving to get published.
Meanwhile, struggling male writers will
have better luck in places like Denver
and Miami, where the girls are dying to
talk with any male with an L.Q. over 85.

All you have to be in California—
especially Los Angeles—is employed. Un-
employment in the entertainment indus-
try is so great that most of the women
vou meet will be happy that you have
the cash to pay for your own drink.

Rich businessmen, movie producers,
rock stars and the Iike don't, as they are
quite aware, need any help [rom us. Un-
less they weigh 400 pounds or have three
balls, these men can find female com-
panionship in any state in the country.
And for all of vou unemployed masses
out there, we have the lollowing advice;
Pick any occupation, but become a mil-
lionaire. Otherwise, stay uncmploved.
Some women like men with a lot of time
on their hands. Or, better yet, become a
thief. There is something about outlaws
and men who aren’t bound to nine-to-
five jobs that is very attractive to wom-
en. It also seems that every woman is
looking for a man she can’t quite tame,
a Rhett Butler, a Clint Eastwood or a
Mick Jagger. Think about it.
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MAKING

CONTACT WITH

CONTACTS

ould you believe that Leonardo da Vinci was

UV the father of the contact lens? In 1508, he worked

with the principle upon which modern lenses

are based; later, in the 17th Century, Descartes toyed

with the idea of placing a lens directly on the cornea.

Through the 1800s, various improvements were made

on the concept and in 1887, a lens was produced that

reasonably could be tolerated by the wearer. But [or all

practical purposes, it wasn’'t until the Thirties that contact
lenses became more than a fascinating research project.

HARD AND SOFT

There are two types of lenses currently on the market:
hard and soft. The hard version, made from an acrylic
plastic originally designed for aircraft windows, is eight
to ten millimeters in diameter, covers the pupil and the
iris and is held in place by the surface tension of tear
fluid. Most contact-lens wearers use the hard variety.

But in recent ycars, exciting research has been done
in soft lenses. These lenses work on the principle of
oxygen exchange between the cye and the lens. The
thinner and wetter the lenses, the more exchange and,
consequently, the more comfort they provide. Today's
soft lenses are approximately 40 percent fluid, which is
supplied by a saline solution when they're stored and by
tears when they're worn.

It's estimated that hard lenses are prescribed [or
60 percent of contact-lens users. Factors your doctor will
take into consideration when he decides which to pre-
scribe include: how much moisture your eyes preduce
(solt lenses require more than hard), the shape of your
eyes and your sex (men tend to be less tolerant than
women of hard-lens irritation).

ADVANTAGES OF SOFT LENSES

One: Most wearers find that solt contacts arc easier 1o
adapt to, as there's no three-to-four-week break-in period,
as required by hard lenses. Two: Because soft lenses are
larger than hard lenses, and because they At closer and
conform to the shape of the eye, they are more com-
fortable and give the wearer less of a sensation that there
are unidentified fHying objects fHoating in his cyes.
Three: Flecks of dust and other [oreign particles rarely
become lodged between the eye and the soft lens. Four:
With hard lenses, it s often unwise 1o switch back and
forth between contacts and glasses. Since hard lenses may
reshape the corneu, onc’s eyeglasses can become inade-
quate. With soft lenses, alternating is more f[easible; the
soft contact shapes itself to the cye’s contour. rather than

vice versa. Five: Solt lenses are harder to dislodge, won't
slip and are less likely to pop out if the head is jarred.

DISADVANTAGES OF SOFT LENSES

One: Research shows that hard lenses can last up to
ten years. Soft lenses don't hold up so well, as they're
more easily damaged and tend to suffer from protein
build-up. Two: Soft lenses are available only in single
vision. Usually, they are prescribed to treat nearsighted-
ness, though they have been successfully preseribed for
farsightedness, too, and for very mild cases of astigma-
tism. Three: A bit of visual acutty may be lost with soft
lenses. Doctors say that the correction is sometimes less
than perfect, but it's well within the acceptable range.
Four: Soft lenses must be disinfected daily in a special
heating unit [or about ten minutes or in a cold solution
for four hours. The saline mix must be made fresh daily
with distilled water, but premixes are also available.
Five: Soft lenses are expensive. They range [rom $250
to $350; hard contacts start at S150 and go up to $225.

Presently, the following soft lenses have been approved
by the FDA: Bausch & Lomb’s Soflens; Solt Lenses’
Hydrocurve II (buflcon A); UCO Optics' Aquaflex:
Milton Roy Company's Naturvue; American Optical
Corporation's Aosolt; Ophthalmos’ Accusoft; Dow Corn-
ing Ophthalmics® Gelfiex; and Alcon Optic's Trésoft.

THE FUTURE

Although for many people soft lenses are a considerable
improvement over hard contacts, what's still 1o be devel-
oped is an FDA-approved soft contact that can be worn
24 hours a day or more. In Europe, soft contacts are being
sold that can be worn continuously for as long as six
months. They are being tested here on select wearers, but
don’t expect the FDA to approve their sale to the general
public before the early Eighties. Wesley-Jesson Co. is
working on a hard lens that will almost duplicate—via
computer—the shape of the eye. Reportedly, these lenses
will be more comlortable than the hard ones now on the
market and less expensive than the soft. Gas-permeable
lenses that allow for the exchange of oxygen and carbon
dioxide to nourish the cornea will soon be available.

And what's beyond contacts? Orthokeratology—the
treatment of eye disorders with a series of contact lenses
that reshape the cornea. This method is atuributed to the
ancient Japanese, who put bags of shot on a nearsighted
person’s eyes at night. In the morning. when the bags
were removed, vision seemed improved—which shows
a shot in the eye isn’t always bad. —VICTORIA CHEN HAIDER
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Where others seek mere
wealth, he searches for
experience.

He captures it in his own
distinct way.

He smokes for pleasure.
He gets it from the
blend of Turkish and

Domestic tobaccos in
Camel Filters.

Turkish and
Domestic Blend

ol 18 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FIC Report AUG. '77.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
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LET
THERE
BE LIGHT

is continuing to proliferate on beer taps, bottles

and cans across the land. Last ycar, thirsty Amer-
icans gulped down 12,000,000 barrels of the mysterious
brew and this year, if all predictions prove true, more
people than ever will be bellying up to bars and check-
out counters with steins and six-packs of this new breed
of suds in their hands.

But what is light beer really all about? Even the Fed-
eral Government admits that “the meaning of light beer
is unclear to many pecple.” Some think it’s a specific
brand, some think it's for hard-core weight watchers only
and others have the impression that you could down the
stuff all night without even getting a buzz.

Although widely touted throughout the brewing indus-
try as a trade secret, the basic formula for light beer
actually involves a chain reaction (reminiscent of a high
school chemistry diagram) to lower the number of car-
bohydrates, hence calories, in each batch that's brewed.
Amyloglucosidose is the name of the enzyme used in
changing sugar to starch in some beer.

For his money, the consumer of light beer purchases a
beer with one third fewer calories. Most light beers weigh
in at around 96 calories, as compared with 140-150 for
normal brew. Thus, anyone watching his dict can drink
three lights for the caloric equal of two standard beers.
For a confirmed beer drinker, that can make a difference.

But there’s another fact to consider: the complicated
process that reduces the amount of alcohol you get in
each can. Regular beer has an alcohol content that ranges
from three to four percent by weight; light, on the other
hand, weighs in at two to three percent. Whether this is a
personal plus or minus depends on how much brew you
usually take in at one sitting.

With most of the sugars brewed out and less alcohol
added, a light beer is created. Although some brands list
the amount of protein and fat, the information is of
little value. Beer does not normally contain fat and all
brew provides a minuscule amount of protein.

The newest brewing-industry development is the 75-
calorie light—Dbeer that contains only half the calories of
normal suds. While the prospect for half the caloric tariff
sounds appealing, a Government chemist points out that
the only way to achieve such a reduction is with more
water and less alcohol.

Less is more, as far as the consurner of light beer is
concerned. When it comes to the cash register, while prices
vary regionally, light often costs a nickel to a dime more
for a six-pack than its higher-caloried older brotlier.

g s you've probably noticed, the word light or lite

LIGHT'S GROWING POPULARITY

Spurred by massive advertising campaigns, sales of light
beer doubled last year (as in 1976), to earn an eight
percent share of the national beer market. In fact, brew-
ers of light in 1976 poured well over $20,000,000 into
advertisements. In the scramble [or the light-beer dollar,
some brewers are adding outlets for light that they
haven't tapped for regular suds. Brewing-industry sources
predict that light will account for anywhere between 10
and 15 percent of over-all beer sales this year. “Light
beers are totally consistent with the lifestyle phenomenon
of lighter products,” explained Emanuel Goldman, a
securities analyst specializing in brewing trends.

Even though they have gained widespread acceptance
only recently, light beers have been kicking around the
malt-beverage ficld since the early Sixtics. One early
brand of light was Dia-Beer, a name that would be
unacceptable under Federal regulations today.

Miller was the first major brewer to launch a low-
calorie beer—in 1975. Miller's Lite is the king of light
beers, with & 60 percent share of national sales. Anheuser-
Busch’s new entrant, Natural Light, has quickly grabbed
a solid 20 percent of the light market. Schlitz and
Olympia are the other leading brands of light beer.

With new beers coming out every month, there are
over 20 brands of light available in the United States. In
addition to the leaders, one can purchase some of the
more esoteric local [avorites, such as Erie, Lucky 96, Mark
V Light and Koch's.

JOCKS AND FEDS

Light-beer advertisements are aimed primarily at the
male beer drinker. The commercials are designed to show
that all types ol men have incorporated light into their
beer-drinking habits. Sports fans, in particular, are en-
couraged by a number of ex-athletes endorsing light beer.

Treasury Department alcohol agents carefully scan
light-beer ads with an eye toward the Federal Alcohol
Administration Act, which prohibits advertising that
implies an alcoholic beverage is therapeutic in nature.
The Feds lay down very strict standards for light-beer
promotion, so that the consumer realizes that the brew is
hardly dict pop, despite reduced calories.

Still, the reason for light beer's success is exemplified by
its popularity at P. J. Clarke’s, a fashionable Manhattan
watering hole, where vast amounts of it are consumed.
And when New Yorkers start substituting a brew for marti-
nis, you know they're on to something.—LEE MICHAEL KATZ
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LEARNING
TO
FLY

earning to fly an airplane is a lot of fun and

cheaper than you might imagine. Flight training

is usually on an hourly basis—about $30 an hour
for both aircraft and instructor. The total will come out
to something like $1500, which is less than you'd spend
for just a season on the ski slopes. Less, for that matter,
than you'd pay for a two-week stay at a good tennis
camp. It's about what you'd fork over for a year's
membership at a fair-to-middling country club.

The time it will take is largely a matter of inclination
and aptitude. I did it with about 60 hours of training,
which included quite a bit of unnecessary dawdling,
spread over the period of a year. The national average
is about 50 hours, and most people complete them in
about as long as it takes to finish a college semester.

A FLYING FIRST

The first thing to do, of course, is to find yourself a
flight school. Cessna, Piper and Beechcraft, the three
leading small-plane manufacturers, all operate training
centers in conjunction with their dealerships or franchises.
Then, too, there are “independent” schools, operating
out of most local airports. Call them for information or,
better yet, drive over to the airport for a visit.

You'l begin with an orientation ride. The instructor
will put you in the pilot's seat, but he’ll be in firm
control. It will just be a Hight over the field, enough to
show you some routine maneuvers such as climbs, de-
scents and turns. You may get a chance to taxi the plane;
rest assured that the instructor will do the taking off and
landing. When it’s over, you'll know if flying is for you.

If it is, you'll need to pass a physical. The FAA has
designated doctors who conduct these exams and your
fAight school will have a list of the ones that are near
you. Don’t worry about it: The only medical problems
that might disqualify you are things such as epilepsy, al-
coholism, drug addiction and high blood pressure.

BECOMING WELL GROUNDED

Ground school is virtually a requirement these days.
In addition to the flight test, there’s a written examina-
tion that's a two-to-three-hour test of your knowledge
of such things as aviation weather, radio navigation and
emergency procedures. Few people can pass it without
formal instruction, though there are correspondence
courses for the purpose. Ground-school instruction costs
about $150, lasts for 2 minimum of %5 hours and you
should be able to take it at your Hight school.

Meanwhile, of course, you'll be learning how to fly.

When you've practiced enough to take off, climb away
from the airport, fy straight and level, descend and land
your airplane, your instructor will certify you to solo.

Much has been made of this exercise. Certainly, there
is something magical about the moment, after a particu-
larly fine series of take-offs and landings, when the in-
structor climbs out of the airplane, locking his seat belt
behind him, and tells you, “OK, now give me three take-
offs and landings on your own, and meet me back at the
office when you've parked and tied down the aircraft.”

I did it after 13 hours. The norm is about 12 to 14.
‘When you're ready, be assured, it will happen.

Now your training will begin in earnest. You'll learn
how to fly in bad weather, just enough to get yourself out
of trouble. You'll learn how to cope with emergencies;
how to fly into soft, lumpy fields and fields that are too
short for comfort; how to recover from a stall and how to
control an airplane when you're banking at 60 degrees.

You'll fly to lots of places; in order to qualify for
the flight test, you'll need about six to eight hours of
cross-country flight instruction. Using pilotage, dead
reckoning and radio navigation, you'll fly to destinations
on your own, landing at airports you've never visited.

With your written exam out of the way and your Hight
training behind you, you'll be ready for your *final
exam.” Expect the unexpected, since you'll be hit with
everything you've learned. It will begin with an oral
examination, lasting about 60 to 90 minutes. You'll be
asked about your airplane’s fuel consumption, its weight
and balance, its speed and performance. Questions you
never thought about will need answers.

OFF YOU GO

The Hight test will last nearly two hours. The exam-
iner, designated by the FAA, will take you on a simulated
cross-country journey and right in the middle, just when
you're beginning to wonder where you are and if you've
got your navigation right, he’ll reach over and turn the
engine to “idle.” “Engine out,” he’ll announce. “Show
me where you plan to land this planc and start your
descent for a landing.”

It will go on like that, seemingly [orever, until he's
satisfied that you know what you're doing. Steep turns
and shallow turns, stalls and recoveries, landings and
take-offs and question after question.

Finally, when it's over, he'll endorse your logbook as
a pilot. If you're anything like 1 was, the first thing
you'll do back in the office is to yell, “Hey, anybody
want to take a ride in my airplane?” —DAN ROSEN
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MOVING
YOUR

HI-FI-SAFELY

oving? Fine; but before you pack and take off,
I.\"I note that moving day poses special hazards to

audio equipment. For instance, the fact that a
turntable sits next to a receiver when installed does not
mean the two units should be linked to share twin berths
In transit.

The first order of business is to disconnect everything.
If you are not sure of how it will all go together again,
draw a stereosystem road map for your rig and attach
labels to cable ends with clues written on them (eg., left
channel phone and tape-deck left input). Wrap signal
cables neatly, folding them about every six inches. Power
cords can be coiled or similarly folded. Cables and wires
should be bundled and wrapped with pipe cleaners or
plastic-bag ties.

‘When the speakers have been disconnected, attach a
short wire across the input terminals, thus shorting out
the speakers to prevent vibrations during moving.

HANDLE WITH CARE

Remove the cartridge from the arm of your record
player, either intact in the arm shell (if that member is
removable) or by itself, being careful to guard the stylus
tip and not to snap the tiny sleeves that fit over the four
pins at the rear of the cartridge. Handle the cartridge as
if it were a precious gem (the stylus tip is, after all, some
kind of diamond). Place it in its original box. If that
box is gone, use an empty pill case or medicine vial and
tape the thing in securely. Put this in your pocket and
carry it yourself.

Now fit the tonearm into its resting bracket and secure
it with pipe cleaners or plastic-bag ties, Make sure that
the operating control is set to oFF, so that no mechanical
parts will be rubbing under the chassis. If the turntable
has transit screws that lock the platter, turn them until
you cannot move the platter. If the unit has no such
screws, slip cardboard pieces under the platter to keep
it from rotating. If the assembly has been floating on
a shock-mounted base, adjust whatever screws there are
so that it no longer floats but sits snugly. Naturally, you
will have to reverse all this when setting up again in
your new place.

If you have a tape recorder, remove any tape reels (or
cassettes or cartridges) from it. Make sure the stop but-
ton has been pressed and the power switch is off. If the
cover on the head assembly is loose, secure it with
adhesive tape,

OK, you now can start packing, Ideally, every unit
should be replaced in its original carton—spacers, stuff-

ers and all. If they are missing and you have lots of
time, you can order replacement cartons from the various
manufacturers, but in most instances this will prove
impractical (the cartons probably will arrive two days
after the moving van). You can use other cartons—one
per component—but make sure that no side or project-
ing edge of a unit touches the inner surface of the
carton. Use a carton somewhat larger than the compo-
nent, so that there is space for cushioning on all six sides.
Pay special attention to projecting controls, meter and
dial faces, etc. Use anything reasonably “stuffy” to pro-
vide the cushioning—shredded newspapers, rags, linens,
even your laundry. Finally, get some stiff cardboard (cut
from another carton), fold it and wedge it in with the soft-
er stuffing. Do not, however, cram the carton to bulging.

Before packing the speakers, place cardboard over the
grille sections and tape it to the sides of the enclosure.
If the speaker is too big and heavy to lift, simply slip
the carton over it. Remember the need for cushioning,
The general idea, with all packing, is to make sure that
the item inside the carton cannot wobble or shift when
being handled for transit.

Mark each carton accordingly for THIs sibE UP and,
especially if the shipment is to be handled by someone
other than you, add the FrRAGILE notation liberally. Seal
cartons with paper tape or the new plastic self-adhering
tape at least two inches wide. As an added safeguard, you
may want to tie stout twine around them.

RECORDS AND TAPES

Records travel reasonably well in the same-size cartons
moving companies supply for books—roughly, 16" x 13"
x 13", Since the average LP album cover is 1214" x 1214",
this gives you just enough extra space for a little cushion-
ing. A little is all you need. But pack the records verti-
cally, as if you were placing them on a shelf. Make one
complete row this way and fill the remaining space with
soft stuffing. Tapes—returned to their original contain-
ers—can be packed in similar cartons and they may be
placed vertically and/or horizontally. Either way, sepa-
rate adjacent rows of tapes with a cardboard divider to
minimize pressure on the reels.

Record and tape cartons should have an additional
marking: Avold HEAT. Don’t forget this warning if you
carry them yourself—the trunk of your car is not for
long-distance hauling of tapes and records, especially if
you stop for a meal with the rear end of the car basking
in the midday sun. So, good luck—and good listen-
ing— in your new place. —NORMAN EISENBERG
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qu Pﬂ@ﬁy (continued from page 148)

“My face was smeared with lipstick. Even as I tried
to wipe it off, I received all kinds of proposals.”

She shouted into my ear, “I read you! I
come from the towns you describe. My
grandfather came here from Ishishok.
He was a wagon driver there and here in
America, he went into the freight busi-
ness. If my parents wanted to say some-
thing I wouldn’t understand, they spoke
Yiddish, and that’s how 1 learned a lit-
tle of the language.”

I caught a glinpse of mysell in the
mirror. My face was smeared with lip-
stick. Even as I stood there, trying to
wipe it off, I received all kinds of pro-
posals. A cantor offered to set one of my
stories to music. A musician demanded [
adapt an opera libretto from one of my
novels. A president of an adult-education
program invited me to speak a year
-hence-at-his-synagogue.-I would be given
a plaque. A young man with hair down
to his shoulders asked that I recommend
a publisher, or at least an agent, to him,
He declared, I must create. This is a
physical need with me.”

One minute all the rooms were full,

the next—all the guests were gone, leav-
ing only Reuben Kazarsky and myself.
Just as quickly and efficiently, the help
cleaned up the leftover food and half-
drunk cocktails, dumped alil the ashtrays
and replaced ail the chairs in their right-
ful places. T had never before witnessed
such perfection. Out of somewhere, Max
Flederbush dug out a white tie with gold
polka dots and put it on.

He said, “Time [or dinner.”

“I ate so much I hayven't the least ap-
petite,” 1 said.

“You must have dinner with us. I re-
served a table at the best restaurant in
Miami.”

Alter a while, the three of us, Max
Flederbush, Reuben Kazarsky and I, got

_into the Cadillac and the same chauffeur
drove us. Night had fallen and I no
longer saw nor tried to determine where
I was being taken. We drove for only a
few minutes and pulled up in front of
a hotel resplendent with lights and uni-
formed attendants, One opened the car

door ceremoniously, a second fawningly
opened the glass front door. The lobby
of this hotel wasn't merely supercolossal
but  supersupercolossal—complete  to
light effects, tropical plants in huge
planters, vases, sculptures, a parrot in a
cage. We were escorted into a nearly
dark hall and greeted by a headwaiter
who was expecting us and led us to our
reserved table. He bowed and scraped,
seemingly overcome with jov that we had
arrived safely. Soon, another individual
came up. Both men wore tuxedos,
patent-leather shoes, bow ties and rul-
fled shirts. They looked to me like twins.
They spoke with foreign accents that I
suspected weren't genuine, A lengthy
discussion evolved concerning our choice
of foods and drinks, When the two
heard I was a vegetarian, they looked at
each other in chagrin, but only for a
second. Soon they assured me they would
serve me the best dish a vegetarian had
ever tasted. One took our orders and the
other wrote them down. Max Flederbush
announced in his broken English that he
really wasn't hungry, but if something
tempting could be dredged up for him,
he was prepared to give it a try. He in-
terjected Yiddish expressions, but the
two waiters apparently understood him.
He gave precise instructions on how to

“I'm so glad we were able to have this little discussion.”



REMINGTON’S XLR WILL
SHAVE YOU CLOSE AS A BLADE.

OR YOUR MONEY BACK:

There's nothing uncommon about money-
back guarantees. But this one is rather spectacular
by any standard.

Because were offering your money back if
our XLR™ fails to shave as close as a blade.

Any blade.

Obviously, to make a guarantee of this nature

we must be extremely confident of our Remington”

remarkable three-part system. a system that has
the whiskers of normal

head by stretching out the skin, so that. ..

skin level.

XLR. This confidence is inspired by Remingtons
enabled us to make a real breakthrough in shaving.
i 1 The first head cuts
(©))
" length and sets them
up for the second
2 The second head can actually cut those
same whiskers a fraction of a millimeter below
3 The unigue Intercept™cutter. a significant
innovation, has a continuous action that disposes of

SPERRY<-REMINGTON

longer-than-normal and curly whiskers.

The performance of the XLR is further en-
hanced by the degree of curvature of its twin
shaving heads, which are specifically engineered to
allow 60 stainless steel blades to get closer to the
skin than ever before.

And to ensure thorough closeness, the XLR
is amazingly compact in order to reach the small
crevices around the nose and chin.

Yet. despite all this efficiency. comfort 1s
not sacrificed.

The two ultra-thin flexible screens that stand
between you and the cutting mechanism are so
protective of your skin that, while you may hear
whiskers being cut, it is unlikely you will feel it.

What all this technology adds up to s a shav-
iIng instrument that combines the comfort and con-
venience of an electric with the closeness of a blade.

But we dont simply promise this. We
guarantee it.

THE REMINGTON XLR

*Satisfaction guaranteed or return shaver. prepaid with sales shp. to Remington within 30 days of purchase. Rermungton. Intercept and XLR are trademarks of Sperry Rand Corporation @ SRC 1978.
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roast his fish and prepare his vegetables.
He specified spices and seasonings. Reu-
ben Kazarsky ordered a steak and what
I was to get, which in plain English was
a lruit salad with couage cheese.

When the two men finally lelt, Max
Flederbush said, “There were times if
vou would have told me I'd be sitting
in such a place eating such food, [ would
have considered it a joke. I had one
[antasy—one time belore 1 died 1o get
enough dry bread to fill me. Suddenly,
I'm a rich man, alas, and people dance
attendance on me. Well, but flesh and
blood isn't fated to enjoy any rest. The
angels in heaven are jealous. Satan 1s
the accuser and the Almighty is easily
convinced. He nurses a longtime resent-
ment against us Jews. He still can’t
lorgive the fact that our great-great-
grandfathers worshiped the golden call.
Let’s have our picture taken.”

A man with a camera materialized.
“Smile!” he ordered us.

Max Flederbush tried to smile. One
eve laughed, the other cried. Reuben
Kazarsky began to twinkle. I didn’t even
make the effort. The photographer said
he was going to develop the film and
that he'd be back in three quarters of
an hour.

Max Flederbush asked, “What was [
talking about, eh? Yes, I live in appar-
ent luxury, but a woe upon this luxury.

ooz As rich and as elegant the house is, it’s

also a Gehenna. I'll tell vou something;
in a certain sense, it's worse here than
in the camps. There, at least, we all
hoped. A hundred times a day we com-
forted ourselves with the fact that the
Hitler madness couldn't go on for long.
When we heard the sound of an air-
plane, we thought the invasion had
started. We were all young then and our
whole lives were before us. Rarely did
anyone commit suicide. Here, hundreds
of people sit, waiting for death. A week
doesn’t go by that someone doesn’t give
up the ghost. They're all rich. The men
have accumulated  fortunes, turned
worlds upside down, mavbe swindled to
get there. Now they don’t know what
to do with their money. They're all on
diets. There is no one to dress for. Out-
side of the financial page in the news-
paper, they read nothing. As soon as
they finish their breaklasts, they start
playing cards. Can you plav cards lor-
ever? They have to, or die from bore-
dom. When they get tired of playing,
thev start slandering one another. Bitter
feuds are waged. Today they elect a
president, the next day they oy 10 im-
peach him. If he decides to move a chair
in the lobby, a revolution breaks out.
There is one touch of consolation for
them—the mail. An hour belore the
postman is due, the lobby is arowded.
They stand with their keys in hand,
waiting like for the Mlessiah. If the

postman is late. @ hubbub erupts. If one
opens his mailbox and it's empty, he
starts to grope and burrow inside, trving
to create something out of thin air.
They are all past seventy-two and they
receive checks from Social Security. If
the check doesn’t come on time, they
worry about it more than those who
need it for bread. They're always suspi
cious of the mailman. Belore they mail a
letter, they shake the cover three times.
The women mumble incantations.

“It says somewhere in the Book of
Morals that if man will remember his
dying day, he won't sin. Here you can as
much forget about death as you can for-
get to breathe. Today 1 meet someone by
the swimming pool and we chat. Tomor-
row I hear he's in the other world. The
moment a man or a woman dics, the wid-
ow or widower starts right in looking lor
a new mate. They can barely sit out the
shivah. Often, they marry from the
same building. Yesterday they maligned
the other with every curse in the book,
today theyre husband and wife. They
mike a party and try to dance on their
shaky legs. The wills and insurance pol-
icies are speedily rewritten and the game
begins anew. A month or twe don’t go
by and the bridegroom is in the hospi-
tal. The heart, the kidnevs, the prostate.

“I'm not ashamed before you—I'm
every bit as silly as they are, but I'm not
such a ool as to look [or another wile. I
neither can nor do I want to. I have a
doctor here. He's a firm believer in the
benefits of walking and I take a walk
ach day after breakfast. On the way
back, I stop at the Bache brokerage
house. 1 open the door and there they
sit, the oldsters, staring at the ticker,
watching their stocks jump around like
imps. They know full well that they
won't make use ol these stocks. It's all to
leave in the inheritance, and their chil-
dren and grandchildren are olten as rich
as they are, But if a stock goes up, they
grow optimistic and buy more of it.

“Our Iriend Reuben wants me to
write my memoirs. [ have a story to tell,
yes I do. [ went through not only one
Gehenna but ten. This very person who
sits here beside you sipping cha#mpagne
spent three quarters of a year behind a
cellar wall, waiting for death. I wasn’t
the only one—there were six of us men
there and one woman. I know what
vou're going to ask. A man is only a
man, even on the brink of the grave.
She couldn’t live with all six of us, hut
she did live with two—her husband and
her lover—and she satisfied the others as
best as she could. If there had been a
machine to record what went on there,
the things that were said and the dreams
that were plaved out, your greatest writ-
ers would be made to look like dunces
by comparison. In such circumstances,
the souls strip themselves bare and no
one has yet adequarely deseribed a naked




soul. The szmalcowniks, the informers,
knew about us and they had to be con-
stantly bribed. We each had a little
money or some valuable objects and as
long as they lasted, we kept buying
picces of life. It came to it that these
informers brought us bread, cheese,
whatever was available—everything for
ten times the actual price.

“Yes, I could describe all this in pure
[acts, but to give it flavor requires the
pen of a genius. Besides, one forgets. If
you would ask me now what these men
were called, I'll be damned if T could
tell you. But the woman's name was
Hilda. One ol the men was called Edek,
Edek Saperstein, and the other—Sig-
munt, but Sigmunt what? When I lie in
bed and can’t sleep, it all comes back as
vivid as if it would have happened yes-
terday. Not everything, mind you.

“Yes, memoirs. But who needs them?
There are hundreds of such books writ-
ten by simple people, not writers. They
send them to me and 1 send them a
check. But I can’t read them. Each one
of these books is poison, and how much
poison can a person swallow? Why is it
taking so long for my fish? It's probably
still swimming in the ocean. And your
fruit salad first has to be planted. I'll
give you a rule to [ollow—when you go
o a restaurant and it's dark, know
that this is only to deceive. The head-
waiter is one of the Polish children of
Isracl, but he poses as a native French-
man. He might even be a refugee him-
sell. When you come here, you have to
sit and wait for your meal, so that later
on the bill won’t seem too excessive. I'm
neither a writer nor a philosopher, but I
lie awake half the nights and when you
can’t sleep, the brain churns like a mill.
The wildest notions come to me. A,
here is the photographer! A fast worker.
Well, let’s have a look!”

The photographer handed each of us
two photos in color and we sat there
quictly studying them.

Max Flederbush asked me, “Why did
you come out looking so [rightened?
That you write about ghosts, this 1
know. But you look here as il you'd seen
a real ghost. If you did, 1 want to know
about it.

*I hear vou go to séances,” I said.

“Eh? I go. Or, to put it more accu-
rately—they come to me. This is all
bluff, too, but I want to be fooled. The
woman turns off the lights and starts
talking, allegedly in my wile’s voice. I'm
not such a dummy, but I listen. Here
they come with our food, the Miami
szmalcowniks.”

The door opened and the headwaiter
came in leading three men. All 1 could
see in the darkness was that one was
short and fat, with a square head of
white hair that sat directly on his broad
shoulders, and with an enormous belly.
He wore a pink shirt and red trousers,

The two others were taller and slim-
mer. When the headwaiter pointed to
our table, the heavy-set man broke away
from the others, came toward us and
shouted in a deep voice:

“Mr. Flederbush!™

Max Flederbush jumped up from his
seat.

“Mr. Albeginni!™

They began to heap praises upon each
other. Albeginni spoke in broken Eng-
lish with an [talian accent.

Max Flederbush said, *Mr. Albeginni,
you know my pood friend, Kazarsky,
here. And this man is a writer, a Yiddish
writer. He writes everything in Yiddish.
I was told that vou understand Yiddish!”

Albeginni interrupted him. “A gezunt
oyf dein kepele. . . . Hock nisht kein
tcheintk. . . . . 1 gut boychik. . . . My
parents lived on Rivington Street and
all my friends spoke Yiddish. On Sab-
bath, thev invited me for gefilte fish,
cholent, kugel. Who do you write for—
the papers:”

“He writes books.”

“Books, eh? Good! We need books,
too, My son-in-law has three rooms full
of books. He knows French, German.
He's a foot doctor, but he first had to
study math, philosophy and all the rest.
Welcome! Welcome! I've got to get back
to my friends, but later on we'll—"

He held out a heavy, sweaty hand to
me. He breathed asthmatically and

smelled of alcohol and hair tonic. The
words rumbled out deep and grating
from his throat. After he left, Max said:

“You know who he is? One of the
Family.”

“Family?”

“You don't know who the Family is?
Oh! You've remained a greenhorn! The
Mafia. Half Miami Beach belongs to
them. Don’t laugh, but they keep order
here. Uncle Sam has saddled himself
with a million laws that, instead of pro-
tecting the people, protect the criminal.
When I was a boy studying about Sodom
in heder. I couldn’t understand how a
whole city or a whole country could
become corrupt. Lately, I've begun to
understand. Sodom had a constitution
and our nephew, Lot. and the other law-
vers reworked it so that right becane
wrong and wrong—right. Mr. Albeginni
actually lives in my building. When the
tragedy struck me, he sent me a hou-
quet of flowers so big it couldn't fit
through the door.”

“Tell me about the cellar where you
sat with the other men and the only
woman,” I said.

“Eh? I thought that this would intrigue
you. I talked to one of the writers about
my memoirs and when I told him
about this, he said, ‘God forbid! You
must leave this part out. Martyrdom and
sex don't mix. You must write only good
things about them.” That’s the reason I

203
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lost the urge for the memoirs. The Jews
in Poland were people, not angels. They
were flesh and blood just like you and
me. We sulfered, but we were men with
manly desires. One of the five was her
husband. Sigmunt. This Sigmunt was in
contact with the szmalcowniks. He had
all kinds of dealings with them. He had
two revolvers and we resolved that if it
looked like we were abour to fall into
murderers’ hands, we would kill as many
of them as possible, then put an end o
our own lives. It was one of our illusions.
When it comes down to it, you can't
manage things so exactly. Sigmunt had
been a sergeant in the Polish army in
1920. He had volunteered for Pilsudski’s
legion. He got a medal for marksman-
ship. Later on, he owned a garage and
imported automobile parts. A giant, six
foot tall or more. One of the szmalcow-
niks had once worked for him. 1f T was
to tell you how it came about that we
all ended up together in that cellar, we'd
have to sit here ull morning. His wife,
Hilda, was a decent woman. She swore
that she had been faithful to him
throughout their marriage. Now, I will
tell you who her lover was. No one but
yours truly. She was 17 years older than
me and could have been my mother.
She treated me like a mother, too, ‘The
child,” that's what she called me. The
child this and the child that. Her hus-
band was insanely jCﬂl(]llS. He warned
us he'd kill us both if we started any-
thing. He threatened to castrate me. He

could have easily done it, too. But grad-
ually, she wore him down. How this
came about you could neither describe
nor write, even if you possessed the tal-
ent of a Tolstoy or a Zeromski. She per-
suaded him, hypnotized him like Delilah
did Samson. I didn’t want any part of it.
The other four men were furious with
me. I wasn't up to it, either. I had
become impotent. What it means to
spend 24 hours out of the day locked in
a cold, damp cellar in the company of
five men and one woman, words cannot
describe. We had to cast off all shame.
At night we barely had enough room to
stretch our legs. Irom sitting in one
place, we devcloped constipation. We
had to do evervthing in front of wit-
nesses and this is an anguish Satan him-
sell couldn't endure. We had to become
cynical. We had to speak in coarse terms
to conceal our shame, It was then I dis-
covered that profanity has its purpose. 1
have to take a little drink. So
L’chayim!

“Yes, it didn't come casy. First she had
to break down his resistance, then she
had to revive my lust. We dud it when
he was asleep, or he only pretended.
Two of the group had turned to homo-
sexuality. The whole shame of being
human emerged there. IF man s formed
in God's image, I don’t envy God. _ ..

“We endured all the degradation one
can only imagine, but we never lost
hope. Later, we left the cellar and went
off, each his own wayv. The murderers

“To think, but for your slice and my hook,
we might never have met.”

captured Sigmunt and tortured him to
death. His wile—mvy mistress, so 1o say—
made her way to Russia, married some
refugee there, then died of cancer in
Istael. One of the other four is now a
rich man in Brooklyn. He became a
penitent, of all things. and he gives mon-
ey to the Bobow rabbi or to some other
rabbi. What happened to the other
three, T don't know. If they lived, 1
would have heard from them. That
writer I mentioned—he's a kind of
critic—claims that our hiterature has to
concentrate only on holiness and martyr-
dom. What nonsense! Foolish lies!"”

“Write the whole truth,” I said.

“First of all, I don't know how. Sec-
ondly, I would be stoned. I generally am
unable to write. As soon as I pick up a
pen, I get a pain in the wrist. I become
drowsy, too. I'd rather read what you
write. At times, 1t seems to me you're
stealing my thoughts.

“I shouldn’t say this, but I'll say it
anyway. Miami Beach is full of widows
and when they heard that I'm alone, the
phone calls and the visits started. They
haven’t stopped yet. A man alone and
something of a millionaire, besides! I've
become such a success I'm  literally
ashamed before myself. I'd like to cling
to another person. Between another's
funeral and your own, you still want to
snatch a bit of that swinish material
called pleasure. But the women are not
for me. Some yenta came to me and
complained, ‘T don't want to go around
like my mother with a guilt complex. I
want to take cverything from life 1 can,
even more than 1 can.’ 1 said to her,
“The wouble is, one cannot. . , ." With
men and women, it's like with Jacob
and EFsau: When one rises, the other
falls. When the females turn so wanton,
the men become like frightened virgins.
It's just like the prophet said, ‘Seven
women shall wake hold of one man.’
What will come of all this, eh? What,
for instance, will the writers write about
in five hundred vears”

“Essentially, about the same things as
today,” I replied.

“Well, and what about in a thousand
years? In ten thousand vears? It's scary
to think the human spectes will last so
long. How will Miami Beach look then?
How much will a condominium costz”

“Miami Beach will be under water,”
Reuben Kazarsky said, “and a condo-
minium with one¢ bedroom for the fish
will cost five trillion dollars.”

“And what will be in New York? In
Paris? In Moscow? Will there still be
Jews2

“There’ll be only Jews,” Kazarsky saicl.

“What kind of Jews?"

“Crazy Jews, just like vou.”

—Translated from the Yid-
dish by Joseph Singer
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from smoking.

“Well, that wasn't
easy. Most low-tar cig-
arettes had no taste and
drawing on them made
my cheeks meet.

“Then I discovered
Vantage.

“lt was my kind of
cigarette. It gave me taste.
Pleasure. And the low tar [
was looking for.
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and Vantage 1005.

Vantage. A lot of taste without alot of tar.
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ragtops

(continued from page 183)
to the combination Targa-type top
with removable panels as pioneered by
Porsche. But within Standard 208 lay
the elements of a larger and more con-
troversial question—that of “passive re-
straints” and the simmering side 1ssue of
air bags. The manufacturers, led by Ford
and Chrysler, went to court and out of
the decision by a Federal court came a
reprieve for the convertible. The ruling:
The Government was not empowered to
arbitrarily outlaw any particular type of
vehicle—i.e., convertibles—under exist-
ing statutes. The ragtop was suddenly
back in business, though within the in-
tervening 11 months the case was being
reviewed, most manufacturers had made
the decision to erase convertibles [rom
their product mixes [orever.

By 1975, fewer than 30,000 convert-
ibles were being produced by American
manufacturers. Word was out that even
the beloved Corvette would lose its soft
top, and in 1976, Cadillac’s front-wheel-
drive Eldorado was the subject of a mini-
boom of speculation when it appeared
on the market with what was trumpeted
to be the last convertible built by a
major American manufacturer. Lured by
the bullish market in antique and classic
cars, crazed investors scooped up the last
Eldo convertibles, paving as much as
$8000 more than the $12,000-513,000
price. Even the traditional European
supply of sports cars seemed to be dry-
ing up. In 1974, the overtly sensuous
Jaguar XK-E roadster had disappeared
and two seasons later, the much-enjoyed
Triumph TR6 twoscater went away,
while others, including the Jensen Inter-
ceptor and the Jensen-Healey, followed.

This mass obliteration of the soft-top-
automobile market produced an ironic
result in that it generated giddy sales
for the troubled firm of British Leyland.
This English car maker has had difficul-
tics in recent vears because ol labor
strife, manufacturing problems and oth-
er woes related to the domestic economic
climate; but after most other auto com-
panies fled the ragtop market, British
Leyland has happily found itself domi-
nating the world's convertible business.

It has in its line-up three automobiles
that are proving to be its salvation, at
least in the American market. This
magic trio is made up of the MGB. the
MG Midget and the Triumph Spitfire,
all ancient machines in a technological
sense but enjoying record sales during a
period when many predicted they would
be but a dim memory. The flagship of
the line is the MGB, a small, roundish
roadster that has undergone a series of
rather severe metamorphoses since its in-
woduction in 1962, Ironically, these
alterations have added weight and re-
duced horsepower in the name of U.S.



The new classic compact from Nikon.
You can take as much pride in its breeding
as in its performance.

Every new Nikon has a reputation to live up
to. The reputation for superior, reliable
performance that Nikon has earned as the
camera used by more than 90% of today’s
top professionals . . . that has made Nikon a
modern classic.

This classic quality takes a new form in
the compact Nikon FM. Smaller and lighter
than any previous Nikon, it conveys the
unmistakable feel of Nikon precision. You
become quickly aware of its perfect balance
in your hands and of its swift, smooth
responsiveness—qualities that make the FM
a joy to handle. You can rely on the accuracy
of its electronic exposure control system with
its advanced, super-sensitive gallium photo
diodes, which reduces correct exposure
setting to near-foolproof simplicity. And,
as yout sight through the big, brilliant
viewfinder, you feel the confidence that
inspires Nikon users in their pursuit.of
photography at its finest.

You will find your confidence fully borne
out by the wide-ranging, yet easy to use
capabilities built into the Nikon FM and by
the magnificent image quality of its Nikkor
lens. And, these capabilities are easily
expanded by the famous Nikon system which
puts more than fifty-five lenses and hundreds
of accessories, including a motor drive, at
your disposal.

The Nikon FM is one modern classic that
is easy to afford. Let your Nikon dealer put
one into your hands (you'll find him in the
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N-44 to Nikon Inc., Garden City, N.Y.
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Government—-mandated safety and pollu-
tion-control requirements. Nonetheless,
the MGB continues to thrive. with sales
in America apptoaching 25.000 annual-
ly. With overall sales pushing roward
500,000 during its 15-year carcer, it
might be claimed that the MGB is the
largestselling single model sports car in
history (the Corvette surely exceeded this
volume over the same time span, but its
sales included two different models and
both convertible and coupe body styles).

The MGB is a direct descendant of
the MG-TCs and TDs that switched
America on to sports cars in the early
postwar years and had a massive. if sub-
tle, influence in altering the course of
the domestic industry toward smaller,
more nimble automobiles. Yet, by al
most all standards of advanced technol
ogy, the MGB is a rather traditional
vehicle. In a time when overhead cam-
shalts, lightalloy, shortstroke engines,
[uel injection, four-wheel disc brakes,
indt-pcmlunl. rear suspensions, ﬁ\-e-sp('f:d
gearboxes, etc., are appearing on even
the most mundane of marques, the MGB
retains such accouterments as a 110-
cubic-inch, pushrod, cast-ivon power
plant that is rooted, in an engineering
sense, in the Thirties. Rather than fuel
injection or exotic carburetors, the MGB
engine is fitted with a single-barrel Ze-
nith carburetor (earlier models carried a
set of twin SU carburetors, but they were
eliminated in the scramble to conform
to U. 5. clean-air standards). Its rear sus-
pension 1s composed of a solid axle and
leaf springs. The MGB's suspension has
been jacked up three inches and it's been
given a rubberized false face in order to
meet American Government bumper reg-
ulations. Moreover, emission standards
have forced British Leyland to go to
extreme lengths to keep the cur's weight
down, which has meant the disappear-
ance ol such items as a [ront sway bar,
oil cooler and one carburetor. This last
deletion has contributed to the reduc-
tion of the car's horsepower 1o 62.5—
a number that gives the car reduced
performance in comparison  with its
sporty image. The prospective MGB
owner will have to resolve himself to
being blown oft by all manner of sub-
compact machines in impromptu stop-
light drag races. He will also have to be
prepared to get soaked should any sud-
den rain squalls appear, because the
MGRB's roadster top is a collection of
struts, joints, angles, snaps and belts that
can put to the test the patience and
physical strength of grown men if they're
attempting to get it locked into place
in a hurry.

Now delete all of the above from
your mind, should you be lantasizing
about a ragtop. Forget all of the MGB's
handicaps and retain one fact: Regard-
less of its performance, absence of me-
chanical exotica, caanky top, etc, it
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packs more raw driving fun per pound
than almost any automobile available in
America. In this sense. all of its primi-
tive qualities are its salvation. because
the hard ride, wind in the face and the
bucking suspension enlarge the partici-
patory driving experience to almost he-
donistic heights. It is impossible to wravel
m an MGB without becoming totally
involved. It is the motorized counterpart
of skate boarding and, in this context,
its lack of creature comforts is simply not
germane to the over-all value of the auto-
mobile. With a base price of $5619 (port
ol entry), the MGB remains an automo-
bile ol high desirability among a small
band of ragtop loyalists and fun seekers
ol all ages. While they will point to the
car’s smooth [ourspeed transmission,
with overdrive, quick steering, full in-
strumentation, solid competition record,
cic., as justification [or their purchase,
the locus of their attraction to this aged
bolide is obvious—the MGB is great fun
to drive, any time, anywhere,

The same essential qualities that en-
dear the MGB to so many [antasy-ricdden
Grand Prix drivers exist in the Triumph
Spithre and the MG Midget. These two
additional entries in the British Leyland
stable are built on a similar theme with
the larger, heavier, slightly more power-
ful MGB, but are cheaper, even more
rudimentary variations on the samne basic
sportscar theme. The Triumph Spitfire,

vintage 1963, is a rather pretty, trun-
cated two-seater that [eatures a low
price (54895 P.O.E.) and an mdependent
rear suspension of sorts (a version of the
little-used swing-axle layout that prompts
the rear wheels to tuck under in hard cor-
nering). It claims a link with its sister
car, the MG Midget, in that the two
michines share the same four-cylinder,
pushrod, 91-cubic-inch engine, electrical
components, transmission, etc. Beyond
that, however, the MG Midget is in a
class by itself—a class restricted to the
smallest (80-inch wheelbase), cheapest
(54495 P.O.E), lLightest, most rudimen-
tary ragtop made in the civilized world.
Like its two other British Levland coun-
terparts, the MG Midget more than
makes up in sheer driving fun what it
lacks in creature comlort or mechanical
sophistication.

British Leyland expects to sell some-
thing over 10,000 of these pleasantly
vintaged machines in  the United
States. The best value of the trio would
seem to be the Triumph Spitfire, thanks
to its slightly better interior finish, styl-
ing and convertible-top mechanism, but
all three make excellent first purchases
[or anvone considering an entry into the
arcane world ol sports cars and the at-
tendant jovs of working on one’s own
automobile and participating in ama-
teur driving competitions. Should any of
these cars seem unsuitable to Anglo-

philes, there are strong indications that
British Leyland is planning 1o make an
even larger [oray into the ragtop market.
The stylish. wedgeshaped Triumph
TR7 hardtop is likely to be introduced
with a convertible option in the near
future. Moreover, the new TRS (a mod
ified version of the TR7 carrving an
aluminum V8 engine) may appear here
in 1979 in an open-sports configuration.
If the essence of a ragtop sports car
(and there was a day not so long ago
when the two terms were synonvmous: a
SI)OI'LS Car was a l\\'()-!)lil{ €. ('l!){'ll car—
nothing else) is driving pleasure, then
the ltalians have two prime entries in
the field. Perhaps the more visible is the
Alfa Romeo 2000 Spider Veloce, an up-
dated version of the machine immor-
alized by the renzied driving of Dustin
Hofiman in The Graduate. This svelte
two-seater has been around for a number
of years but remains a quite sophisticated
automobile. It has, at a P.O.E. price of
59193, most of the right stuff—an alu
minum, four-cylinder, double-overhead
camshaft, fuel-injected engine, fivespeed
allsynchro transmission, four-wheel disc
brakes, etc., wmppﬂl in a rounded, rak-
ish package of Italian sheet metal. The
Alfa Romeo 2000 Spider Veloce is a
special car for special tastes, and be-
cause only several thousand will be
imported into the United States, a more
viable alternative might be the readily

Sony's 7" (measured diagonally) black-and-
white portable can follow you anywhere.
Fromroomtoroom, or evenoutof the house.
It's 100% solid-state, has a built-in battery
compartment, and a glare-free screen for
easy viewing outside. Easy to handle (15
pounds with optional batteries) and easy to
watch, our little Sony puts on quite a show.

Model TV-770 Black/White Portable. TV Picture simulated.
@ 1977 Sony Corp. of America. SONY is a trademark of Sony Corp

“IT’S A SONY."”
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available, pleasantly useful Fiat 124
Sport Spider, which, for under S7000, is
perhaps the best value of the entire line-
up of ragtops. Like the Alfa, the Fiat 124
has all the proper soodies—twin-cam
engine. [our-wheel disc brakes, hve-speed
transmission—to win {riends and influ-
ence the automotive unwashed. It also
utilizes a truly marvelous convertible top
that can be raised and lowered by hand.
by the driver without leaving his seat in
a matter of 15-20 seconds. The car is
well Tabricated and its interior is neatly
and auractively laid out. As a bonus,
there is two extra occasional
passengers in the cubbyhole hehind the
seats and luggage space is excellent for
a car of its size. The 124 1s fun 1o drive
and, with its well-controlled coil-spring

room lor

later. after Volkswagen has in the main
purged its lineup of Beetles [or a new
generation of [ront-wheel-drive vehicles,
the VW ragtop remains as a kind ol
antomotive watch [ob—a [rivolous accou-
terment with substantial social clout in
certain circles. It is the same Beetle of
old, leaturing such novel relics as drum
brakes, front and rear, and an updated
(18-hp [uclinjected) version ol the air
cooled Hat-lour-cylinder engine that has
]}(‘]\\'CI'L’d the Beetle Irom its mception,
S0, lor about 55500, one can pun.llustr per-
haps the closest thing to a “smile™ but-
ton on the American highwav. That ir
happens to be a [our place convertible is
coincidental and secondary to the fact
that it packs a punch far beyond its
modest price in places like the French

coupe.) And if the veal Jackie O were
seeking a four-place convertible, it is
likely her choice would be the Rolls
Royce Corniche. Imagine this brutish.
two-ton landau, hand-built and rubbed
and polished ind massaged to a level ol
compulsive overkill, serenely potiering
tlown a suburban roadway literally fling-
ing affluence out its tailpipe. This auto-
mobile has the remnants of seven
perfectly tanned cowhides spread across
its interior I concert with mirror-
polished trnnmings of Circassian walnut.
Under the hood is a large, utterly stlent
aluminum V8 operating through a silky
automatic transmission (actually, a Gen-
eral  Motors Turbo-Hvdra-Matic—the
same basic design to be found in vour
average Chevrolet). For something in the

suspension, handles nicely under all con-  Riviera, the posh New York suburbs, neighborhood of $98.000, this vehicle
ditions. It is, by all standards—with the Palm Beach and the Monterey penin-  will gain you entry into the proper
possible exception of American anvil-  sula. If the MGB is a fantasy machine neighborhoods. Or will itz Il the truth
solid reliability—a superior value. for would-be Mario Andrettis, the VW be known. not all ol the right people are

Although we tend to think of ragtops  convertible serves the same function  buying Rolls-Rovees these days. This

in the context ol sports cars—i.e., (wo-
seat, high-performance roadsters—there
are a number ol convertibles on the
market that will carry four passengers
and have no pretensions as particularly

for would-be Jackie Os, and that, quite
simply, is the reason why the car persists
while other more functional models ol
the Beetle have ceased to exist.

Il a man like Andretti were sceking a

automobile, once unsurpassed in the
hauteur it exuded and owned only by
the pure-blooded aristocrats, is now
available to all manner ol nouveau riche
and social upstarts. In that sense, and in

fast vehicles. Take, for example, the convertible, it is likely that his choice  spite of itsell, the Corniche has become
beloved Volkswagen Beetle, a prized  would be one of the rare 365GTS/4  a cavicature ol richness.

antique with direct origins in the pre—  Daytona Spyder Ferraris that are no Speaking of which, we hereby present
World War Two cflorts of that automo-  longer made but go lor $60,000- the ne ph.-.\ wltra of the g(?m(‘.—llm won

tive genius, Dr. Ferdinand Porsche, to

produce a People’s Car. Now, 40 years

S70,000 on the used-car market. (The
real Andretti owns a 308GT Ferrari

This machine, which 15
a good-natured nnpression of the late,

drous Excalibur,
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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
it's Americas #1 imported beer. Exclusive U.S. Importers:
Van Munching & Co., N.Y.. N.Y.

great SSK Mercedes-Benz sports car of
the late Twenties, is surcly the most
blatant attention getter on the road to-
day. It is a purely tongue-in-cheek ma-
chine, though its Chevrolet running
gcar, superior engineering and fabrica-
tion make it a legitimately fast and for-
giving automobile. The Excalibur is a
high-priced (526.500) replicar that, like
most ragtops, has strong image-building
properties but little to offer in terms of
hardheaded practicality.

What, then, is a truly wealthy person
to do il he or she secks a convertible?
The Rolls-Rovee betrays the low-profile,
jusl-{'ulks posture really rich folks are
assuming these days. An Excalibur? For
the Rose Parade, perhaps, but certainly
not for “serious” people to ride in.

This leaves but one car—the one final

entry into the American convertible
market in which a civilized human being
can be seen without being mistaken lor
a rock star’s agent or a ladies’ ready-to-
wear mogul. That car is, of course, the
Mercedes-Benz 450581, a properly pedi-
greed. yet tastelully unpnrl(rnlir)m ma-
chine that has all the right stufl—
overhead cams, fuel injection, independ
ent suspension, eic., and a proper price
of just over 525,000, The 4505L has all
the creature comlorts. perlorms better
than all the other ragtops and comes
with a removable hard top lor inclement
weather. Moreover, it is a magical social
amulet in all circles, an “in" car lrom
Seattle to Shreveport.

If the selection ol convertibles out-
lined here does not suit vour taste, there
is one alternative. A number ol custom
manulacturers have risen up in the Unit-
edd States to fll what appears to be
a widening demand [or open cars. These
people take regular domestic luxury cars
and. by judicious customizing, convert
them o ragilops. For example, the Bev-
erly Hills, Calilornia, firm of American
Custom Coachworks is presently build-
ing a Lincoln Mark V St.-Tropez convert-
ible, a Thunderbird Sports convertible,
a Cadillac Paris DeVille convertible, a
four-door Lincoln Cabriolet converuble
and a Cadillac Cabriolet convertible. The
company l)lrllll“_\' claims to have built
ten ol its lmnluu.\ for the late, lamented
Elvis Preslev (whose taste in automobiles
ranged  [rom carly grotesque to late
kitsch) and to have shipped over 140 of
the units to the Middle East (where the
tastes in automobiles make Elvis' look
impeccable by comparison). But if one
chooses 1o remain with the readily avail-
able, prmlucliml convertibles, he is lim-
ited o the nine choices outlined here.
But I must conless my heart lies else-
where. You see, if 1 could only get my
hands on that orange Buick with the

leather seats. . ..
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“Mr. Bartlett! When I asked if you wanted to see my gazebo,
I meant the little building over there!”
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MAR@AUX (continued from page 127)

“What am I doing here with five-inch heels and a
ton of make-up in front of all these people?”

Havana. He showed me around the place
and as we chatted, his eyes misted up. “I
feel like I'm your godfather,” he kept
saying. Several rum mojilos (a kind of
daiquiri with crushed mint) were thrust
into my hand and it occurred to me that
I'd just as soon have spent days with
Angel, tossing down mojites. But there
was another fashion shooting scheduled
for the afternoon, so I told Angel we
had 1o go. The tradition at La Bodeguita
is that its regular patrons write some-
thing on the wall (a tradition going back
to Grandpapa), but Angel insisted I
leave something more appropriate: a
Polaroid of mysell. I inscribed it, Angel
tacked it up on the wall and we em-
braced goodbye.
L ]

Later that alternoon, we were doing
some fashion shots in old Havana's Cen-
tral Park. The people strolling through
the park knew something was going on,
because there were all these people
following a tall blonde lady who was
wearing big brown baggy paunts, a Cuba
T-shirt, with her hair in pigtails. I wasn’t
putting on airs: I looked just like every-
body else. It felt great.

Looking around Havana is like being
in a time warp. All the cars are like '54
Studebakers, '56 Chevies, a couple of old
Cadillacs. Our tourist guide told me,
“We've solved the traffic problem.” An-
other feature that makes Havana seem
wonderfully caught in time is that the
buildings are mostly pastel pinks and
sherbet colors.

Kennerly wanted to take some pictures
of me walking across the street at an
intersection. Because we had a large
entourage, and because the shooting at-
tracted spectators, we literally stopped
traffic. I was striking a couple of poses
in the middle ol the street when a man
in an old jalopy began to lean on his
horn. He was furious at the delay. I
gave him a big wink and smiled a big
smile; he honked again, only [riendly
this time, and I smiled back.

.

Our next stop was the Partagas cigar
factory. We were given a tour and then
the factory manager took me up to a
podium  where announcemenis are
made to the assembled workers. They all
applauded me when the foreman an-
nounced who 1 was. They had a wonder-
ful way of doing it, too: They took their
cutting tools and pounded them on the
table. T was flattered, but then the reality
of the situation hit me. I would have
been much more comfortable if I had

been there in my blue jeans. I got up on
the platform and said a few words i
Spanish, but I felt terrible. Usually, I
feel comfortable in situations like this,
but at that moment, I felt like a manne-
quin. I kept wondering, What am I do-
ing here with five-inch heels and a ton of
make-up in front of all these people wha
are working their buts off?
L ]

Later that evening, we went to La
Floridita—one of the most [amous bars
in Havana and the one where Grand-
papa spent most of his leisure time.
There is a bust of him over the seat at
the bar where he used to sit. His perch
afforded him a view of the whole bar,
so that when he found someone interest-
ing to talk to, he would move right in
on him, from the bar to the table,
point-blank.

When we were there, we had to do
some fashion shots, but I went over to
the bust in the corner and took a close
look at it. One ol the regulars came
over to flirt with me. I guess he devel-
oped a crush on me and he kept saying,

*Oh, you're so marbellous, Margaux!" It
was hard to live down that phrase. Every-
body in our group keprt calling me Mar-
bellous Margaux.

The only drink Grandpapa used to
drink there was daiquiris, so they told
me; only he liked his in a bigger glass
than the ones they were usually served
in. The bartender brought out one ol
the larger glasses for my benefit and
gave me a daiquiri the way Grandpapa
liked it

L]

On Saturday, we drove out 1o Grand.
papa’s house, which is called the Finca
Vigia, or Lookout Farm. It's about 25
minutes outside Havana, and as we ap-
proached 1t, I remembered the driveway
from mv childhood. Other memorics
filled me as well: the little house where
the gardener stayed; the pool; Grand-
papa’s boat, the Pilar, which is pre-
served on the grounds of the house.

When [ walked into the house, 1 got
goose-pimples. I ran through the rooms
and touched and rediscovered everything
in sight. The carctakers of the place
were taken aback, but I introduced my-
sell to them and they broke into smiles.

One thing that a lot of people don't
know about my grandfather 1s that he
really loved cats a lot. He had about 40
cats around the Finca, but he let only
ten or so into the house.

There were dozens ol books on cats

“Not only was it a thrill to win the race but
I also had a multiple orgasm.”
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in his library: Funny thing is, I don’t
remember any cats in his books.

The house was left just as it was
when Grandpapa and Mary lived there,
The same magazines on the bed, the
same bottles in the rolling bar Grand-
papa had in the living room. It's a
museum now, of course, but it's very
intimate. You get the feeling someone's
still living there, or some part of some-
onc is still living there. It really sur-
prises me how much I remembered,
since I was so young when I was last
there. Memories and fleelings are some-
times very strange and beautiful. My
father and mother’s wedding picture
sits next to a wooden monkey and a
whole bunch of other wooden toys that
my sister and I used to play with.

I remembered the chaise longue by
the pool and was surprised to see it
again. As I posed in it, knowing that a
picture of me and my sister with Grand-
papa and the family around the same
chair existed, it seemed incredibly tiny
now. Jesus, I thought, I'm so big!

Grandpapa also had, for that time,
an incredible hi-fi system, with huge
speakers. He had a lot of Cole Porter
records and a large jazz collection,

which is still there. Apparently, he
picked up a lot of his interest in jazz
when he was in Paris between wars.

One of the funniest things I found
was under the glass on top of his desk:
a license that permitted him to drink
alcohol in Idaho. Is anyone out there in
Idaho reading this?

Mary built Grandpapa a lookout
atop the house, where he could work and
where he could have an unobstructed
360-degree view. There’s a portrait of
Grandpapa up there that Kennerly want-
ed to pose me with. Kennerly claimed
my grandfather and I look very much
alike and that the similarity was great-
est in the portrait. There’s that com-
pliment again.

]

Saturday night we all went to the
Tropicana, which is one of the biggest
and certainly the most [amous night
club in Havana. It was utterly 1956!
There's a floorshow where all the girls
have these fairly demure, peekaboo cos-
tumes, not skin but lots of glitter-glitter.
My date slicked his hair back and wore
a double-breasted white-linen suit, and 1
put on these wonderful big, droopy ear-
rings. The floorshow also had an African

“Conversion overruled!”

number, a kind of Cuban solo routine.
They really know how to shake it out
down there,

L]

On our last day, we visited Cojimar,
the fishing village where Grandpapa
kept the Pilar. There’s a Hemingway
Square in the middle of the village and
I'm told years ago, children went
around collecting money from the resi-
dents to pay for the bronze bust of
Grandpapa that stands there now. The
same bust, only smaller, is also at the
Floridita bar.

My father had told me belore coming
back that Grandpapa had taken us on
picnics in the surrounding area; 1 re-
membered a river that flowed through a
sugar-cane valley where we would wade
after mullet, crawdad and bass. Since
I was brought up on Cuban food, T was
right at home every mcal we had during
the trip: black beans, chicken with rice.

As we strolled past the square, an old
man in blue sneakers, wearing fsh-
stained clothing, walked up to me. It was
Gregorio, Grandpapa's skipper on the
Pilar. As with Angel, there were hugs
and a great deal of excitement. Gre-
gorio may have been one of the people
closest to Grandpapa in the entire world,
because they spent so much time to-
gether; they were true companions.

Gregorio spent a good part of the
afternoon reminiscing about Grandpapa.
Some ol our conversation was about the
family. Grandpapa and Mary left Cuba
in July 1960, intending to go back, and
Gregorio remembers Grandpapa telling
him, “When I retire, you retire.” Which
Gregorio did, that year.

Gregorio said that many people
thought of Grandpapa as a boozer. “He
was no boozer,” Cregorio said. “When
he wanted a drink, he took a drink.
When he wanted a girl, he had her, you
know? He was a real man.”

Then, as the tropical alternoon drew
to a close, Gregorio trned to me and
asked, “Wasn't your grandlather work-
ing on a book about me toward the
end? A book about me and the boat?”

“Yes,” I said. “It was his last book. He
called it Islands in the Stream and it was
made into a movie.” Gregorio just nod-
ded. He hadn’t heard the news before.

L ]

Our Cuban hosts [rom the tourist de-
partment gave us a sumptuous goodbye
lunch on our last day there. I looked
forward to seeing them again when I
came back to Cuba with my dad to par-
ticipate in the annual Hemingway fish-
ing tournament later in the vear. I was
also hoping that Fidel Castro would be
there, so that I could meet him. Inter-
estingly enough, Fidel had won the prize
for the heaviest marlin caught during
the tournament in 1960, so it was likely
he’d be there again this year.
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with Iron.
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STRESSTABS 600. Ask your doctor
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different brand of vitamin. Available,
without a prescription, at your drug
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bottles of 30. STRESSTABS 600 can't
eliminate stress, but it can help you to
maintain the nutritional balance you
need.
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'TWC English would like you
+ VYV to try our great English
shave.

The object is, of course, to
win you over to our Wilkinson
blades and, of course, we will,

After all, we’ve been
honing steel to a fine cutting
edge for 200 vears.

And in that time, if you
don’t mind our saying so,
we’ve developed quite an
edge.

YOU'RE LOOKING
AT OUR EXTRAORDINARY
WILKINSON EDGE.

—@Lﬁuson ARCH' [ Itis on the
AL order of two
CHROMIM | millionths of
CERAMIC
reey | a0 inch!
- Each edge 1s
et i | hardened and
sharpened And stropped,
very much as our forebears
did, using real oxhide leather.
This process gradually
smoothsoutand r
refines the edge 1" )
to produce our e R
Wilkinson
‘Arch’ tip.
It is this
tip, after
coating with =%
chromium, ceramic and a
special plaSUC (PT.E.E.), that
provides the masterful
shaving qualities, ease and

-,
e §

Bondad gives you

comfort of our Wilkinson
blades.

WHY OUR WILKINSON
BONDED IS SUCH A FINE
SHAVING SYSTEM.

The shaving angle and
protrusion of a shaving system
have to be controlled 10 close
tolerances in
order to obtain
comfortable safc
shaving. Our
Wilkinson
Bonded keeps
close control of the
shaving geometry by prccmel}
locating the extreme tip of the
blade 1n relation to the top cap
and guard bar and keeping it
rigidly in position during
shaving.

Each new blade 1s, in effect,
a new razor so the shaving
geometry can never drift as
can occur in some other
shaving systems.

of the handle; the effortless
way the handle clicks into the
blade and is ready to go.
(The blade is never
exposed in the
dispenser and there’s
no way to confuse
which way the TR
blade goes in upmdc Ry

down or 1n51d(,
out, as 1n

some other
systems. ) -

And finally, '
smooth shave
after smooth shave, simply
eject the blade with a flick of
the thumb and click in a
fresh blade.

In all due modesty, we
believe you’ll find there’s
nothing quite like our
Wilkinson Bonded in the
States.

Or, for that matter,
the world.

IF OUR WORDS DON'T wll |n
CONVINCE YOU, wuxms‘(’)f sKInson
OUR SYSTEM WILL. o

It’s a lot easier to feel
why our Wilkinson

such a fine shave
than to describe it in \L
words. ;
And by that, we %\\ A
mean the total system. & 1\
The perfect balance |

&w\\\dﬂs"“
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on her. Great dark eyes I never really
noticed.

“I even found out about my mother,”
she said.

“Your mother?” I said, groping for a
clue.

“You can't keep a secret in a town
like this,” she said.

That sounded vaguely familiar to me,
but it wasn't much of a clue. “Christ,
no,” I said. 1 was about to tell her the
story of the motel receipt signed Xto-
pher Tietjens, but that began to sound
familiar even before I began to tell it

“My own mother,” she said. She was
really hurting.

“You don’t have to, you know,” I said.
“1 probably don’t even know the guy.”

“If it were only that,” she said. She
stopped then. I had the impression she
thought she had said it all.

I said, “I said she looked like a cheap
tart, but my friend said she looked like
a tough broad who had lived all her life
in a trailer.”

“Where the Christ did that come
[rom?” she said.

“I mean, why can’t I think of things
like that?” I said. “What I mean is, here
we are, talking about this picture of a
transsexual, and I can't come up with
anything better than ‘cheap tart.” It de-
presses the hell out of me.”

“So?"" she said.

“So it's damned hard coming up with
the right word.” Her foot eluded mine
under the table. “A tough broad who
had lived all her life in a trailer. In a
trailer, for Christ's sake. That has
panache.”

“You're doing OK,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. “I needed that.” By
now 1 was bombed out of my mind.

“But what really happened?” she said.
“I'm getting curious.”

“Oh, I got a phone call,” I said. “I
told my wife I was going out to mcet
a student in a bar and talk about mov-
ies—it was only later I brought myself
to call them films or even flicks. Now I'm
back to movies. I never went home again,
She didn't know it, but I wasn't really
there. The student wasn't really a stu-
dent and she didn’t give a damn about
films. In fact, she didn't give a damn
about me after the first time we went
to bed. But it was a beginning. Aha, I
said to myself.”

“And then what?” she said.

“Do you want to go to bed with me?”’
I said.

“No,"” she said.

“And then,” I said—I didn't know
whether I ought to be relieved or not,
but T was; 1956 was far behind me.

“And then—" I said, “where the fuck
was 1?2

(continued from page 170)

“That's for you to say,” she said. We
moved automatically around the coffee
table again and again wound up on op-
posite sides.

“I don't suppose,” T said, *“that vour
husband would be interested in marry-
ing my wifez"

“For God's sake,” she said, “you don't
make her out to be any bargain.”

“It would save me alimony,” I said.

“I still have compassion for him,” she
said, “if nothing else.”

“It’s just a thought,” I said. “I've pret-
ty well given up the dream of a rich
retired farmer for her or an Indian grad-
uate student carrving her off 10 India.”

“She must have thought I was crazy
when I said, ‘Hello, Momma." ‘Hello,
Momma,” I said without thinking. But
it was crazier than she could have known.
My mother and I sound alike on the
phone. What do you think of that?”

“I never had the pleasure,” I said.

“No one ever knows which one of us
1s talking,” she said. “That's what caused
all the trouble.”

“What trouble?” I said. T was begin-
ning to think I had drunk too much.

“That's what I'm trying to tell you,”
she said. *“The trouble with the boy I
loved when I was seventeen.” She looked
annoyed for a moment, but it passed at
once. She wasn't with me anymore.

“I have a lump on my breast,” she said.

“Oh,” I said.

“I sce the doctor on Friday.”

I didn’t say anything. 1 knew what I
wanted to say, but it sounded [oolish
even to me at that point. I'm 59 vears
old, I would have said. I could have said
it then. Sometimes I wanted to shout
it—scream, more like. But 59 just then
was a small quiet clot somewhere around
my heart. I could have told her about
the man in the book I read two years ago
who said hopefully, “But I'm only ffty-
seven.” And who was still 57 last week,
when I saw him again. I think she would
have heard me.

“But how did vou get there?"” she said.
Clearly, there was something she wanted
to know, just as there was something I
wanted to tell her. But neither of us
knew what it was, and if she wasn't
going to let us try to [uck our way to it,
there wasn't much we could do about it.

“How did we get there?” I said. “We
got there by train and we got there by
car. Once I wrecked a U-Haul and lost
my license and my allowance and three
friends. Once we got there by Model A
and hit a car on a narrow bridge in
Yaoli, P.A. But mostlv we got there.
When she got there with three suitcases
and six cardboard boxes and seven
plants—one, two, three, four, five, six,
seven—the porter put them down on the
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FOR WHATEVER YOU DRIVE.

There’s just no mistaking a Daytona.

Whether it's our Sport 60 or Sport 70 series tires for
passenger and performance cars, or Super Stags for vans, RV's,
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specially engineered designs see to that. And assure you the
outstanding performance you'd expect from a tire named Daytona.

So no matter what you drive,
the more you demand from tires, the | Ilayton
more you should demand Daytona.

The Dayton Tire & Rubber Co., Daylon, OH 45401




platform in the New Orleans station.
And I knew then I had made a mistake.”

“Three suitcases, six boxes and seven
plants,” she said. “On the train?”

“When I saw all that coming out of
the train, I said, "Who the fuck® And
when 1 saw her, I said, "What the fuck?
But I was very young at the time and
full of idealism and semen. It was only
when somebody actually said—sometime
after 1956—'Fucking’s what it's all
about,” that I realized that whatever it
wals all about, it wasn't all about that, I
was a slow learner and had to have it
spelled out for me, if only in reverse.”

“Welcome to the club,” she said and
poured me another drink.

“Jesus Christ,” I saidl. “This is the
kind of story you only tell in the dark in
bed after the first fuck, when you want to
spill vour guts to the person vou think
is going to understand at last.”

“You're right,” she said. “I've never
heard anything like this except when
somebody’s imp cock was slipping out of
me no matter what I did to keep it in.”

“It must mean something,” I said.

She threw up her hands and her eyes
and her voice and said, “Rape.”

She was joking, of course, but she
knocked me into the middle of 1978.

“Jesus Christ,” she said, “don’t vou
see? We don't ntcd to fuck after what
we've 'lh(,'n!y said.

“OK,” I said, "OK.” I knew she was
right, even though it seemed to me that
she had just been lying there.

And, besides, Tietjens always said that
the only reason to go to bed with a wom-
an was to finish your conversation with
her, and we were already way past the
end of a conversation.

“I saw him a few vears ago,” she said.

I knew at once who she meant. I'm
simply not the kind ot person who knows
things like that, but I did then. The boy
she loved when she was 17. 1 even no-
ticed that we both had stopped saying
“thought she loved.”

“I thought he had died of love for vou
way back then,” I said.

“That's only in books,” she said. “Do
vou know what he said to mez”

I had been doing very well up to that
peint, but, no, 1 didnt know what he
said to her.

“He asked me why I told him I never
wanted to see him again.”

“Why did yvou?" T said.

“1 never,” she said.

“You never:” I said. Now I was more
like myself.

“I'm sure I never,” “Tt was
my mother—it was a long time ago—in
my voice, our voice. She hated him.”

“My wife's voice,” 1 said, though that
didn’t mean anything even to me.

“I'm sure,” she said. I think.”

she said.
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“And vou still say, ‘Yes, Momma," " I
said. She just looked at me.

“Do vou still see her?” she said.

“See her:” I said. “You've got to be
crazy.”

“So you just tried it once and left it
.i]onc"' she said.

“What the hell are you talking about"”
I said. "We may have tried it just once,
but it went on [or twenty-five years.”

“Not her,” she said. "“The Hokey
Pokey lady.”

“Hokey Pokey?"” 1 said.

“You know,” she said.

She was on her feet just then, getling
another bottle of Scotch out of the cabi-
net. She turned with the bottle in her
hand and began a little dance.

" “You
she said and
reached the bottle toward me. ™ *You put
She put it behind
‘You put your right hand in and
shake it all about.”” She did it all, shak-
ing the bottle like a magical gourd in
my face—feathers and stones and bones
and shells—but it was holy water I felt
falling on me. * *You do the hokey pokev
and you turn yourself about. And that’s
what it's all about. Hey.” " At the “Hey,"”
she did a dancer's shuffle and ended on
one foot, one arm out, bent as if flying
toward me.

“1 took tap when I was four,” she said.
"My mother still hates me for not being

put your right hand in,

your right hand out.” ”
her,
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P.O. Drawer 11899, Ft. Lauderdale,l Fl. 33339

For her hand crocheted string bikini, send
$12.99 + $1.50 handling. (Fl. residents add 4%
State SalesTax) We're happy to mix sizes—
indicate separately and add $2.

0 Master Charge O Visa (BankAmericard)
0 Check/Money Order

Full signature Acct No. Expiration Date
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ORCALL TOLLFREE(orders only): 1-B00-325-6400

Sizes: O 6-8 small 0 8-10 medium O 1012 large
Colors: T virgin white O basic black O sizzling
orange U sun yellow T) natural beige

O sea green [J chocolate G ocean blue

Second color choice:

She’llincite all the passion of the

o sunin this sexy hand crocheted
string bikini! Exciting 1978 colors
from which to choose. Elasticized
100% pre-shrunk cotton

for perfect fit.

No nonsense guarantee—Refund if not totally
satisfied, return within 70 days. $12%°

b

SEXUA
BEST SELLERS!
Now % |
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3 Letter Monogram On Cases |
FREE And We Pay Postage
18 Colors: Red, Black, Gold, Lt. Blue, i
Royal Blue, Navy, Silver, Champagne, \ s

PICTORIAL GUIDE
Europe’s best selling sex manual. A slep-by-step specific
course, through clear concise full-color photographs of
how 1o engage in the many forms of physical love and
sexual infercourse. 223 pages, #2808 . ... . .. . $4.95

JOY OF SEX

A Gourmet Guide 1o Love Making. Deals frankly and fully
in words and piclures with the inhimate detads of sexual
love. A dehightful rehef from the usual chmical approach.
Lawishly lustrated in full page color and black and white
On New York Times best seller list over 40 weeks, 255
papes,  HAS0R e Tt e B
PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE

One of the most beaubful and practical books on phys-
ical love ever published. Over 195 photographs, many in
color, of a young exciing couple, nude, In vanous posi-
tions. Over 225,000 hardbound copies sold at 315. Now
available in soft cover, 320 pages. #9408 . . . . $2.95

Satisfaction guaranleed or your money refunded i full.
ﬂ%@ Mail this order lo:
ﬁE#ﬁ Apple Court, P.0. Box 400
Carrboro, N.C. 27510

Adam & Eve, Dept. PBE-H
Over 500,000 Satistied Cuslomers

Yellow, Lavender, Purple, Orange,
Lt. Green, Green, Hot Pink, Lt. Pink,
Brown & Bronze.

1 top sheet, 1 fitted, 2 cases
OR

2 top sheets, 2 cases
TwinSet $25.00 QueenSet $34.00
FullSet $30.00 Set $38.00
84" Round $45.00 96" $50.00
{Rounds Our Specialty)
Immediate shipping on Money Orders,
& Credit Cards: Visa, Master Charge &
Am,. Express. Include account number
& expiration date. Checks accepted.

Rush Orders call Toll Free:
800-631-2170

REGAL SATINS, INC.
1309 Allaire Ave. Dept. P-7
Ocean, N.J. 07712
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Shirley Temple.” She did her shuffle
again and balanced precariously, her
arm stretching, her smile reaching, 1o-
ward an audience that had never been
there at all.

“Her,” she said, *“the what-it's-all-
about lady.” She poured us both drinks.
The ice was gone, but we were getting
down to basics.

“Oh,” 1 said. “Yes, 1 still see her. She
turned out to he wrong. It was some-
thing else.”

She drew in
“What?” she said.

“We don’t know,” I said.

“Oh,” she said. “Well, here's to.”" We
raised our glasses, but they didn't clink,

her breath  sharply.

because the backs of our fingers touched.
I felt it hot all over me, like a boy touch-
ing a finger acaidentally on purpose for
the first time—the bloody fucking hem
of her garment. 1 forgot all about 1956.

“Come on,” she said, “let’s do ir.” She
was snapping her fingers and putting her
hips in and putting her hips out. The
shake was c;ll;u'lyhmi(t. I was ready to do
it on the bearskin rug. I stood up. I had
my hand on mv belt.

“Here's how it goes,” she said. “First
vou put in your right hand. Then you
put in your leflt hand. Right [oot. Lelt
foot. And finally your whole sell.”

“God knows how,” I said. “But
[or 1.”

“It's kind of like hopping in a sack
race,” she said, “forward and back, with
a dash of St. Vitus at the end, and then
vou fall in a heap on the floor and giggle
alor”

“OK.” I said. I could see mysell really
getting into that.

We put in our right hands, just man-
aging to touch the tips of our fingers,

I'm

and the neighbors complained. We put
i our lelt hands. Now we were up to
our elbows in the private air around each
other, And the police came. The house
was rocking. The police wok off their
hats and they took off their gun belts
and all their hardware. They ook off
their big shit-kicking shoes. And they
put in their very pink right fect. Such
pink feet. They must always be driving
back to the station for another shower.
Pictures were [alling off the wall. The
ncighbors had o jom us—ithey had no
choice. The street was filling up with
abandoned cars. We put in our lelt feet.
Bricks fell out of the chimney. The lights
burned out. The front wall blew out
with 2 The full of
people. They put their right hands in,
They pulled their left hands out. It was
bedlam. And we weren't even there yet.
But very close. We were getting closer.

crash. lawn was



Introducing our two-barrel,
I', tWElve-\lalve,

four-cylh
smoot

h-running,

low-emissions wonder.

If you're really into cars and driving, you
should know more about our amazing new
MCA-Jet System with Silent Shaft. We think it's
one of the most significant engine developments
to come down the pike since the first American

high-compression V8.

First off, it offers all the advantages of a four-
cylinder engine...but without the vibration usually

associated with the proverbial
“four-banger.” Its unique
Silent Shaft design (available
only with the five-speed
manual and automatic trans-
missions) is the reason. Two
counterbalancing shafts
rotate in opposite directions
to cancel out the noticeable
power pulses inherent in
normal four-cylinder designs.
Now comes the MCA-Jet

part of our system. MCA stands for Mitsubishi
Clean Air. The MCA-Jet System meets...even
exceeds...the stringent emissions requirements
now in effect in both Japan and America. Without
loss in performance, too. A revolutionary new

cylinder-head design that incorporates a third, or

A cutaway of our amazing little engine.

Sy oot
Induction and
compression phase.

tgnition and
combustion phase.

MCAJET SYSTEM.

Exclusively available on Dodge Challenger, Dodge
Colt, Plymouth Sapporo, and Plymouth Arrow.

MITSUBISHI
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“jet,” valve does the job. This valve introduces
an extra swirl of air into the combustion chamber

which swirls the fuel-air
mixture and promotes a faster,
more even, thorough burning
of the mixture at ignition.
The MCA-Jet System. It's
a simple, yet highly sophis-
ticated, answer to a very
complex problem. The kind
of answer you would expect
from people who care about
cars and driving as much
as you do.
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““I could see myself doing movies. There’s an energy

surrounding a movie set that I really like.

32

stopped her on the street just to fondle
and kiss her hair. “It got so bad we had
to hide it under my coat.”

But the real surprise was the ripples
she caused on the distaff side. “I look so
different Irom the average Frenchwoman
that women would stare at me in a res-
taurant. In fact, they looked at me more
than the men did.”

The main reason for Debra’s visit to
Paris, ol course, was the shooting with
Giacobetti, the director of Emmanuelle,
the Joys of a Woman, whose photo
studio is there. Most of the shooting,
except for a few days on the beaches in
the Bahamas, was done in Paris and its
environs. Debra and Giacobetti hit it oft
immediately. “He's a wvery intelligent
man, a genius,” she says, “and I loved
his accent. You know, the French can
say anything in English and it sounds
wonderful.”

Nights and days off were spent explor-
ing the streets of the City of Light. “We
went to the flea market on Sunday and I
bought everything—mostly antiques, in-
cluding two beautiful old coffee grind-
ers. I'm going to devote one room in my
house to antiques.” A side trip to the
Crazy Horse Saloon for one of its world-

famous stage shows (see The Fillies of
Crazy Horse, pLAYBOY, April) also drew
raves from Debra. “It was marvelous,
perfectly choreographed, and the audi-
ence was not what you'd expect. Not a
lot of leering old men but respectable
professional types with their dates.”

Now that she's back in the States,
Debra has a lot of thinking to do. As a
result of her appearances, she has had
a number of offers to go into full-time
modeling—and the movies. She is weigh-
ing them all very carefully: “I don’t make
rash decisions; I'm not impulsive.” The
experience of doing a screen test, recent-
ly, however, did impress her. “I could
see myself doing movies. There's an
energy surrounding a movie set that 1
really like, and if the right script came
along, sure, 1'd love to do it!™

Right now, however, her duties as
Playmate of the Year are paramount and
Debra is anxious to get started. "I used
to dream about being in the centerfold
and think how lucky the girls were who
made it. Now here I am, Playmatc of the
Year. It really is hard to believe. And it's
doubly enjoyable because I know and like
pLAYBOY. [t's my [avorite magazine. The
gifts I'm receiving are great, but even

T = Ly

4

“Not tonight, Greg—Wally has a headache.”

without them, I'd be heonored to repre-
sent pLAYBOY.” When we left Debra, she
was going back to Beaumont after almost
two months’ absence. We got the impres-
sion that, for her, this was a special trip,
a chance to touch home base, to think
about the future. After all, she’s not the
same Debra Jo Fondren anymore: She’s
pLAYBOY'S Playmate of the Year.

GIFTS FIT FOR A QUEEN

The best kinds of gifts are those
you would like to receive yourself.
And by that criterion, the goodies we
have chosen for our new Playmate of
the Year are the best ever.

Topping Debra Jo Fondren's list,
for instance, is a car we've drooled
over for some time: a 1978 Datsun
280Z, the pride of Nissan Motors.

And who among us has not coveted
a complete set of matched stereo com-
ponents? Debra’s new Optonica out-
fir, which retails for $2300, includes
SM-4646 integrated amplifier, ST-
3636 tuner, RP-3636 Mark II turn-
table, RT-3555 Mark II cassette deck
and CP-5151 speakers.

Since Debra told us she was in-
terested in photography and would
someday like to shoot a Playmate her-
self, we thought some camera equip-
ment would be in order. So we've
come up with a Minolta XD-11 with
Electro Flash 200X arttachment, a
Rollei A110 and a complete Polaroid
SX-70 outht.

Debra also let us know that she
seldom gets to see any of the TV in-
terviews she has done because of her
PLAYBOY-promotion travel schedule.
With her new RCA SelectaVision
video-cassette recorder with camera,
she’ll be able to have those appear-
ances taped for later viewing.

And the whole thing wouldn’t make
any sense without a TV, so we've pro-
vided a portable Sony KV-8000 color
set with Sony battery pack.

Another useful item for the travel-
ing woman is Debra's new Phone Mate
4000 telephone answering system.
which will enable her to keep in
touch with friends and producers
while on the road.

Just so she gets to those public
appearances on time, she’s been gifted
with a Panasonic RC-6035 AM/FM
digital clock-radio,

To balance out all those “neces-
sities,” we've added, as a touch of
pure fun, a brace of AMF Roadmaster
ten-speed racing bikes for touring the
beautiful countryside around her
home in Beaumont, Texas.

Last, and far from least, a little
pocket change that jingles to the tune
of $10,000. In all, a gilt package fit
for, well, a Playmate of the Year.
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" There maystill beplaces on earth
where Grand Marnier isn’t offered after dinner.

For free recipe booklet, write Carillon Importers, Ltd., 745 Fifth Avenue, New York, New York 10022. Product of France. Made with fine cognac brandy. 80 proof.
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PREMIXE

(continued from page 175)

“Premixed cocktails present to the adventurous
drinker an intriguing array of flavors.”

about a creamy banana colada or a pink
squirrel?

Conservation of cabinet space and a
reduction in such esoteric items as €ream
of coconut and Falernum can be impor-
tant to apartment dwellers. But by far
the prime benelaction ol prepared cock-
tails is their portability. You can tiake
them anywhere—picnics, boating, fishing,
all types ol sports events, the beach,
hiking, cycling, train and auto trips—but
1ot on l)litll('.?i. The airlines reserve that
lucrative ploy for themselves. Premixed
cocktails are useful av back-yard fetes and

poolside [rolics, too, when you don’t
want o drag out a whole bar, plus
accessories and mixing tools. The rela-
tively new Cocktails for Two come in
Plasti-Shield-wrapped bottles that  en-
hance portability, reduce breakage and
clankage and increase cold retention.

So far, so good. “But how do the
ready-mades taster” you might ask. The
answer is, “Better than lllcy used 10.”
For many years, prepared cocktails were
scorned by anyone with a discriminating
palate. Today, however, the quality of
ingredients and the skill of the blender

have advanced to the point where lead-
ing brands are, at the very least, accepta-
ble—and many are downright enjovable.
A number are made with well-known,
prestigious spirits and natural flavors.
Prools have been reduced to be more in
line with comparable bar-mixed drinks,
making for smoother products. And the
excessive sweetness has been muted,
though it’s still a bit much on accasion.

Premixed cocktails present to the ad-
venturous drinker an intriguing array of
Havors, with perhaps several dozen types
available Irom the big four: Heublein
(including Club), Mr. Boston, Schenley
Cockrails for Two and Duet—plus sup-
plemental contributions from Ice Box.
Bearing in mind that taste reactions are
subjective and that there are bound to
be wvariations among brands, here's a
broad guide to the various classes of
prepared cocktails. Martinis are inoffen-
sive. Gin marts have the edge—more
snap. The lower-proof gin and vodka
martimis could do with an exwra lacing
of liquor. Sours aren't bad, llmugh color
might be mmproved. Manhattans, mar-
garitas and the citrus types—screwdriv-
ers, wallbangers and sunrises—are about
what you'd expect. Daiquiris suffer from
a synthetic lime taste. The exotics and
liqueur-based cocktails are fine, il you
dig these concoctions-—some are better
than vou’d make vourself. Gimlets and
black Russians are very good, indeed—
the pick of the prepacks.

Among the interesting specialties are
Heublein’s brass monkey and black-eyed
Susan, Mr. Boston's s:llt)' dog, Ice Box's
amaretto sour and a line of wine cock-
tails under the Ice House label. The
latest development in premixed sips is a
line of sprightly, sparkling highballs, in
200-milliliter bottles aptly named Cheers!

Care and handling: All prepared cock-
tails benehit from chilling. Those that
are 30 proof or under should net be
poured over ice or theyll be oo watery.
If available, chilled glasses are desirable.

Tarieties that are 48 proof and above
want the additional dilution that ice pro-
vides. The arca between 30 proof and 48
prool comes down to personal taste. If
vou like a lighter drink, ice s indicated.
With the exception of martnis, cocktails
should be shaken briskly before pouring.
Premixes keep well, six months 1o a
vear, anyway. Don't subject them to ex-
cessive temperature change, don’t buy
merchandise that has been in a swre
window and avoid those showing heavy
sediment or changes in color. Leftovers
are best stored in the refrigerator. Bottles
can simply be recapped; cans should be
poured off into jars with ught covers.
Feel free to modily prepared cockrails
to suit your taste; a squecze of lemon to
cut sweetness, a dollop of booze for more
dehinition, a cherry, lime circle, apple
wedge or pineapple chunk for decoration.

It pavs to check quantities, as distill-
ers are in the process of switching 1o




For me its low ta [
not low taste.

Most low tar cigarettes are a tasteless version
- of something else. Not Winston Lights.
Winston Lights have low tar. But they also have
taste. If ou’re sacriﬁcing taste for low




metric measurements. The small bottles
and cans come in both 200-milliliter (6.8
ounces) and eight-ounce sizes. The larger
bottles may be fifths, quarts, three-quarter
quarts or 750 milliliters (25.4 ounces).
The small bottle gives you two generous
servings; the large ones will pour about

Cocktails for Two 40

Duet
eublein

5 i U

eight drinks, depending on proof.
Consult the accompanying chart for
practical information on the popular,
nationally distributed brands—with the
usual caveats. Where an item comes in
several sizes, the most prevalent is listed.
Prices vary from state to state and from

200 ml.

(ST

_ Bottle
Can 200 ml.
Bottle 34 qt.

store to store. And with your own reason-
able selection chilling in the refrigerator,
youre ready for any kind of celebra-
tion—an impromptu party or an instant
sotrée a deux.

Smirmoff Vodka
Schenley Vodka
Gllbey's Vodka
Smirnoff Vodka

Yaipho
200 ml.
200 ml.
3 qt.
Yo pt.

Can
Bottle
Can
Bottle
Bot

WHISKEY SOUR 1.15
1.09
1.04

452

C

Cocktails for Two
Duet

Heublein

Mr. Boston

Schenley Reserve
Old Taylor Bourbon

M. Boston DeLuxe Whiskey _
| .ﬁ'ﬁ:ﬁ " .
Light Rum

Club Smirnoff Vodka
Cocktails for Two Schenley Vodka

Duet 1 : Gilbe

SCREWDRIVER

[EQUILA SUNRISE

eubiein
ARSI S Boston s ¢ 25 [~ e wihipte. Fnstics Yo B
Note: The above chart is 2 representative sampling of premixed cocktails currently on the market; it does not list all premixed cocklails available nor attempt
230 to be comprehensive. All prices are approximate and may vary depending on point of sale.




INTRODUCING THE BMW 733i.

BMW BRINGS THE TH

PERFORMANCETO T
‘STUFFY WORLD OF THE
EXPENSIVE LUXURY SEDAN.

THE TACTILE SENSATION OF A

It would seem that the majority
of the world’s auto manufacturers
assume that by the time one is able
to afford an expensive luxury sedan
one has somehow lost the craving
tor extraordinary performance.

At the Bavarian Motor Works in
Munich, Germany, we reject this
sedentary approach to the building
of automobiles.

It is our contention that—how-
ever luxurious the accommoda-
tions—extraordinary performance is
the only thing that makes an expen-
sive car worth the money.

And so while the BMW 733
provides all the creature comforts
one would expect to find in a costly
European sedan—supple leather,
AM/FM stereo cassette, full power
accessories, etc.—it also provides a
driving experience so unusual, so
exhilarating it will spoil you for any
other car.

@ 1578 BMW of North America, Inc.

TRUE SPORTS SEDAN.

The technical genius of the
BMW 733i lies not in the fact that it
Is—by European standards—large
and luxurious.

But that it incorporates these
qualities in an automobile that per-
forms like a BMW.

lts four-speed manual transmis-
sion (automatic is available) slips pre-
cisely into each gear.

Its acceleration comes up
smoothly with the turbine-like whine
so characteristic of the electronically
fuel-injected, 3.3-liter BMW engine.

Its interior is biomechanically
engineered to actually include the
driver as one of the functioning parts
of the car itself.

Yet much of the credit for the
technical superiority of the 733i
rightfully belongs to its highly innova-
tive suspension system.

Independent on all four wheels,

OF
RY

with a new and patented “double-
pivot” front axle, it provides the
driver with a tactile sense of con-
trol—an uncanny feel of the road—
that belies 1ts size and luxury.

So successfully is all this
accomplished that, when you drive
the BMW 7331 for the first time, you
will experience an almost total one-
ness with the car.

As the editors of Motor Trend
magazine once observed, “The reac-
tion to a BMW 1s always the same.
The first time driver takes the wheel
and after a few minutes no other auto-
mobile will ever be the same again”

If the thought of owning such a

1-800-882-6500) and \
nearest BMW dealer.

car intrigues you, call us anytime,
toll-free, at 800-243-6000 (Conn.
we'll arrange a thorough
test dnive for you at your

-
THE ULTIMATE DRIVING MACHINE.
Bavarian Motor Works, Munich, Germany.




_._ _,_____1

T ¥

-

P AT i
. '_ ‘,{./‘_. ’"/ s ®

I'\'/""

rger than life.””

so ‘lay

Inyour films, it looks

£i

232



The Screwdriver.

. The Club
and ygg’l\lle got it made.

!
CUER
f
. el e L &L T

. - = ~cad - i

- >
< : : I A wide awake biend of vodka
2 i and orange juice. We mix our
£ J J ¢ Screwdriver for you like
z . else can. Just like all
& “ the other Club cociktails. It's
T perfect. That's because we've
5 mixed more drinks than any-
g one else in the world. All we
g leave to you is to sip and enjoy.
5 Open The Club and you've
2 : got it made.
) 2
: » The Ciub
£
= NTTRAL ALAVDRS A0 CEXTIAED COLIR &
& ; 25 PH005-12.1/2% ALC. 87 1OL Cocktails since 1875.




_PARADISE FOUND

The essence of pineapple and coconut swirled with sweét light rum. You just open, pour and that’s it.
We put a tropical paradise in a bottle.

THE HEUBLEIN PINA COLADA

Pina Colacaa 30 Prool @




TEllY I.“VES YA! (continued from page 120)

“‘Celebrity is nonsense. Thank God I came into this

butcher business late, with my head on straight.

252

with Pam. A girl shyly approaches him
and says, “Nice to meet you,” in halting
Greek. “I don't know anything else,”
she adds unnecessarily.

“You spoke it like a native, baby,"”
Telly assures her.

The stadium is, by Mexican standards,
mnmense. There is a dog track running
outside the horse track and the stands
seat a good 20,000. Also, Agua Caliente
must surely be the only race track in
Western civilization that features a kid-
dies’ playground on the infield.

Telly pulls out a sheal of bills and
begins the day's betting. telling Gus to
lay a chunk on Dynasty Lane's nese in
the second race. Before the horses reach
the post, the five sefioritas bring Telly
his banner. “Ees pleasure,” they say.

“I'm way ahead of you, baby,” he says.

Mamakos leans over Telly's chair.
“Hey, we've got to do the dedication of
the room upstairs.”

“Can you hang on a couple of min-
utes?” Telly asks.

Mamakos, noting Pam’s momentary
absence, twits him: “Waiting for your
daughter to get back?”

Telly sighs. “I wish she were my
daughter.”

Pam returns and we push through the
crowd to the dedication cercmony. Out-
side the room, a photographer yells, as
Telly kisses an adoring Mexican girl,
“He loves ya, baby!"

“You got that right,” Telly cries
happtly.

The room has been remodeled as an
authentic, old-fashioned betting parlor,
right down to the chalk tote board.
Telly the Greek is enchanted. The track
director, Fernando Gonzalez, presents
him with a medallion, 2 money clip and
cuff links, all hammered by hand from
Taxco silver. Telly, flushed, thanks him,
then yells, “Hey, Pam, cmere.” She
emerges from the hot press of the crowd
like a pink epiphany and demurely
clasps the chain about his sweaty neck.

Back in the Turf Club, Telly becomes
reflective as he wins his third race in a
row. “Look,” he says, “I'm enjoying my
money now, but I've always enjoyed it.
Now it's just that there's a spotlight on
me and more people enjoying it with
me. Anyway, celebrity is nonsense,
Thank God I came into this butcher
business late, with my head on straight.”

Among those enjoying his life and his
money are three daughters by his first
two marriages and a son from his days
with actress Sally Adams. Does he feel
like marrying again?

“All the time, friend, all the time. But

right now, I'm movin’ around. I live in
Bel Air, New York, London . . . I follow
the action, and vou can interpret that
any way you want. Kojak? It's good
until ten minutes after I get bored with
it. Now, you know, we're shooting it in
L.A.—at least in the parts that look like
New York. Plus, we've got enough left-
over footage from shooting in New York
to last us for years. Nobody's sadder
about the show leaving New York, but
financially, that’s the way it's gotta be.
But it's tough. I'm a New York guy...."

No number of Giorgio blazers or
jangling medallions could possibly dis-
guise that blunt [act. He was born in
Garden City, Long Island, of Greek im-
migrant parents. His father, a tobacco
speculator, alternated from rags to riches
to rags with disruptive regularity. Telly
got himsell shot up a bit in the war (he
tends to be vague about his background
in general and about the war in par-
ticular), later entered Columbia and
graduated with honors in psychology.
True. Love him or don't, Telly Savalas
is no fool.

He started med school but becamne
disillusioned with psychiatry (he now
calls Freud “an intellectual gangster’)
and drifted, like Gus, into the State De-
partment Information Service. He claims
to have given that up because he rose
through the ranks so swiftly that his
colleagues determined to knile him. He
became a director for ABC television
news and special events, won a Peabody
Award for developing the scries Your
Voice of America. Shortly thereafter, an
agent asked Savalas to find someane who
could play an Eastern European judge
on televisien's Armstrong Circle Thea-
ter. He auditioned himself, “out of
curiosity,” and got the part. Burt Lan-
caster later spotted him and got him a
role as a fellow convict in Birdman of
Alcatraz. Telly was nominated for an
Oscar and his reputation as the quintes-
sential cinematic creep was established.
But even as he played all those wackos
and pervs and sados, he dreamed his
Quasimodian dreams. “Forget the gorilla
exterior,” he told a reporter. “Inside is
a sixteen-vear-old Romeo.”

“’Boooard!” cries the 50-odd-year-old
Romeo as we leave the Turf Club and
make our way down to the paddock.
Mamakos, the last word in casual PR,
pleasantly observes, “Notice how just
about nothing that was predicted has
actually happened? The mariachi band
was supposed to stick with us throughout
the day, but after the fist couple of sets,
they said it was siesta time and took off;

said they'd be back around five or six.
Hell, 1 told them, we'll be gone by
then. They just smiled. Maitana.”

We endure the final ceremony, com-
plete with the winning jockey and
mount from the seventh race and gar-
lands of flowers for Telly. He waves at
the crowd with a lollipop in his mouth
and they respond accordingly. “;Olé!
Telly! ;Olé! Ko-yak!™

With that, we're off, sivens screaming
again as the police run us smack into
the Saturday-afternoon traffic returning
to the U.S. But Mexican cops know
their way around a log jam of California
dreamers; they steer us into the empty
incoming lanes and escort us to the head
of a line. I get another flash from film
memory: John Ireland, impoverished
journalist, riding in unaccustomed style
with the heavy hitters in All the King's
Men. Newberg is saving to me, “Telly,
he's really something. It's a bitch keep-
ing up with him. He's on the go so much
and runs so hard, and he only needs a
couple hours' sleep. I'm ahways falling
asleep in his production meetings.”

We have about 45 minutes belore our
flight back to L.A., so we stop for drinks
at a ferndraped Mexican restaurant
and lounge overlooking San Diego Bay.
The swilt sailboats are lovely on the
water in the lambent late-afternoon sun-
light. A San Diego Chamber of Com-
merce fellow with us mentions that a
prominent local sailor, Lowell North,
was skippering one of the boats vying
for the right to defend the America's
Cup. Since 1 once covered the competi-
tion for Time, I present a brief, inco-
herent history of the cup.

Telly is fascinated. *“We once whipped
Sir Thomas Lipton, huh? Five times?
Hey, that's something.” Telly, you may
have noted, is a rabid patriot.

He then asks Mamakos, “Hey, Mike,
can I get a boats”

“I don't see why not.”

“Really,” Telly insists. “I don’t mean
let’s talk about it next week. T mean 1
want a boat {omorrow. I'm not a plan-
ahead guy, like most people. What's
happening is happening now."”

“Sure, Telly, sure,” says Mamakos.

Savalas chuckles and waves the bay
away. “I don’t want one of those puny
litde hoats, either. I don't like little
things.” He lifts his jeroboam of mar-
garita. “T like big houses, big cars, big
boats, big broads. I'm that Kind of guy.
Want an island? I'll take Hawaii—all of
it.” He turns to me. “Am I right, Mark?"”

I think on that. “Truth is, Telly,” I
reply at last, “I'd settle for Oahu.”

Telly Savalas mumbles with delight.
“See, dear?” he says as he runs his hand
slowly, lovingly up Pam’s pink-sheathed
thigh. “That's the difference between
people. Mark here, he’s willing to settle
for Qahu. Me, I want Hoewaii.”

"u
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Vit eriiocit Brando?)
=CONDOMS BY MAIL |

Sert First Class
SHIPPED muulcur
i [J INDULGE! Econo-Pack (50 condoms in all) for only I
$10. includes FOUREX-XXXX, STIMULA, PRIME, etc. 7
Brands! End using sensation deadening condoms. l
Get gossamer thin sensitive condoms designed for I
|

sexual pleasure SAVE MONEY?
i DR conoms 10 12 Natural Lamb $10
7BRANDS |1 12 Fourex $10
30 mcues | g8 Stimula $12
| $TMUA etc | L] 10 Textured Oots
0 ut
1 ,:::;;‘:"'*"‘ &
I theiomost HORIZON
l Sensuous
|

$10.50 L:[ 24 Stimula
{136 Guardian Enz.
Lube. $10.50
{7148 Sensual Awakener §10.00
7130 Dot's Enjoyment™ $12.50

Shipped in
24 hnurs

World Ponulallun Control. Dept. 226
160 Amherst St_, E. Orange, New Jersey 07019

I Please srm Ihe items lisled Delow

JECONO PACK (FOURX. STIMULA etc.) 50 CON-
DOMS 7 BRANDS $10. - []24 STIMULA $6.
CDEXECUTIVE PACK — 3 each ol the top ten most
SENSUOUS. GOSSAMER THIN, condoms $10:
(Stimula, lubricated Trojans, and others.)
112 condoms (4 brands) $3.
Deluxe package (6 brands) 24 condoms $6.
[JSuper Deluxe package 100 condams (8 brands) $20.

130 TEXTURED DOTS ENJOYMENT $12.50

Name:
Address:
City State _ Tip SEreaer
wmmmSold On Money Back Guarantee ©1978 ._I

{ Turn her on R
\ with Prelude 3°©

She’'ll love you for it!
A Revolutionary Cuncept In
Body Pleasure. Here is a total vi-
brator system that will have your
: woman exploring her full range
of sensual feehngg Turn her on with the Deluxe
Vibrator System by Prelude 3. Atits heart is the
dual-intensity, electric Prelude 3 vibrator — the
only one of its kind on the market. In addition,
there are two extraordinary attachments. the Spe-
cial Stimulator and Inner Magic. One is designed
for intense clitoral stimulation, the other (which
fits most similar styled vibrators} provides
the ultimate in internal satisfaction. The Deluxe Vii-
brator b}éstem comes with four other attachments
for total m‘y sensitivity . _.. plus our exclusive
booklet, “How To Increase Your Sexual Plea-
sure.” Now, for a limited time only, the Deluxe
Vibrator S%Etem costs only $34.95, you SAVE
$2.50, exclusively from Sensory Research Corp..
5 Lawrence St., gloorr‘fn&[d N.J. 07003,
Intr A New Source Of Personal
Fleasure. x'lendymr secret joys with
our best-selling NEW attachment that's
bound to provide 6299-9&1 dual-intensity
satisfaction. Add this 5" long, Sirr at-
tachment to your electric
for a new equﬂenceln sensm!ly
sewrandy from the Deluxe
Vibrator System: §
| 30-DAY MONEYBAU{ GUARANTEE.
| NOQUESTTONS ASHED.

[ Pleasesendme Ddummws'wmis}@
3-1495@3 + $1.50 pstg. & hdlg. 1 SAVE $2.50
DO lar have an electric vibrator unit scnd me
Magicls) @ $7.50 ea. + §$1 pstg. & hdlg.
O 1 enclose $1 for catalog only {sent free with orders).
Lenclose [] Chech or [J Money Order For $.
Charge my [] BankAmericard [] Master Charge.

SOFT]|
YET
FIRM!§

® Caress is softer and
more pliable than any
other vibrator.

* You can fondle and
bend Caress

®* You can manipulate Caress to suit
your own whims and desires.

Yet . Caressis firm—like the real thing.

When you receiwve Caress, you or your
lover should hold it in the palm of your
hand and feel 1ts divinely exciting tex-
ture. Gently let your fingers glide along
its length.

Now, allow yourself to experience the
erotic vibrancy of its potent energy. Do
it! Take firm hold of Caress and discover
all its beautiful secrets

Don't permit yourself to settle for any-
thing less. Expernience
“the Delicate Difterence.”

ORDER CARESS NOW!

i Valentine Inc. Dept. CR-215
P.O. Box 5200 FDR Stalion
New York. N.Y. 10022
Enclosed please hind my check or money order
for $7.95 plus 75¢ for postage and handling
Please rush me Caress—the Vibrator with the

In Canada, smdmgshuchdemSwtmto
Sense-Alde, Box 800, Mt. , Quebec H3P3CH
@Semayﬂeseu:h(‘up 1978

-—-—--——----—’

'----
td F _F _F _F _§ QB F 1

I'm over 18 years ol age

Acct. No. Exp. Date CODE =304
Name I Name ___
Addre o

City State Zin. I

“Delhcate Difference” ina plain package loday |

GOOD VIBRATIONS

MULTI-SPEED
¢LEXIBWY
VIBRATOR

Give your favorite person
the VI.P. treatment with
this flexible multi-speed
vibrator. Made of phable
E rubber, it yields to body
contours, and the speed 1s adjustable —from a low
tingle to a powerful throb. Only $12.00. Satisfac-
tion guaranteed or your money refunded. Enjoy a
year's subscription to our sensuous 40 page cata-
log for just $2.00. Catalog contains vibrators, sen-
suous clothing, men's contraceptives and more!
Catalog is free with any order.
CAT'S

CRADLE™

It's super sheer and super
sexy! Score a TKO with
this knockout combo of tie
crotch bilini panties and
garter belt in sheer black
lace with elastic waist band and sexy garters. The
naughhest, sexiest leaser-pleaser we've ever of-
fered! 100% machine washable nylon. S-M-L.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR FULL REFUNO.  ©)978 PPa

ADAM & EVE, Depl. PBB-] ﬁﬁ ®

Apple Court, P.0. Box 400
VEVE

Carrhoro, NC 27510
Please rush me in an unmarked package:
{40 page calalog free with all orders)

[JMULTI-SPEED FLEXIBLE VIBRATOR #189% . . . .§12.00
] CAT'S CRADLE panties & garter belt #196L . .$11.00
[JCATALOG SUBSCRIPTION .. . .. .. _S2.00
Name

Address

City ___

| cHANeGING
YOUR ADDRESS?
Mailing Label or OLD Address Here:
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NEW Address Here:

name (please print)
‘address
city stale or province ZIp of Country

mait o PLAYBOY.

P.O. Box 2420, Boulder, CO B0302, U.S.A.

(50 condoms in all) for only 310!
Enjoy all the nationally adver-
tised brands you've been want-
ing 1o use . , and at
major dlscoums._ Federat.
America’s oldest and largest
mail order. condom prophylactic
firm, offers you names like Tro-
isn Ribbed, Scenluals'"

Nuda, A v, and
Sllmula. Al orders are stupped
the same day received, in a
plain wrapper. Don't miss these
outstanding prices!

|EORWIRY [BJBpPad BIE]-

Federal Pharmacal, Inc. Dept. P678
6652 N. Weslern Avenue Chicago, Blinois 60645
Please Bush (In plain wrapper) -
054,00 Adventurer Sampler ’
S brands — 15 condoms O
[ $10.00 Sensucus Sampler
30 brands — 50 condoms
C 515,00 Textured Sampler — Today's 4
maost popular texiured brands —
39 condoms in all.
£1522.00 Bonus Value Sampler
12 brands — 144 condoms ($42.75 value)
Full color catalog free with order.
Enclosed is: Check Cash
Name: -
Address:
City:

M.O.

State: Zip:
Sanstachon Guarameed or Money Relunded

State lip _
OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS




Every Home Needs This
; only $19.95
10 pc PI'OfESSIOﬂ&' lnlue:1 ss;g; handling
'- Bartender’s Set Set include.:'nd Sy
’ = 4 Chroma Dome pourers
(bottle not Includad)

* 2 pc Shaker Set
tainless steel and

= 1 Ice tongs.

SPECIAL
2 sels for $39.90

51,
i‘r?colud?de}

Mall check or money order with your name and sddress to :
Valco Enterprises, 800 B Brookridge Dr., Vallay Cottage, N.Y. 10988.

GIFT GUIDE

EVENING OF
ELEGANCE

The Enchentress (¥
sual lines of this shimmerin
tantalizing scallop lace trimi

evening of
white, beige, sliver. $34.98

707) The essence of

ance comes to life in the long flowing sen-
satin gown.

ng along with the

pravocative matching hi-cut French bikini pan-

ties provides the final touch of class for that

ance. One size fits all. In black,

$10

Great Gift Idea...

Sure-Shot

POUTEYc: o

{Pius .75 cents shipping)

BOOST YOUR CONFIDENCE
{Or his). Put this rerminder on your
wrist. Golden hand-polished brass
$7.50 plus $1.00 handling.

Send check or money order to...

Creative Products

Dept. P.Box =34, Lodi, MJ. 07644

Flease send bracelets to: Make more consistent
drinks. Sure-Shot pre-

Name. measures exactly 1 oz.
of your favorite liquor

Address. - every time.

City State—Zip « Professional looking

NJ.res. addtax « Professional quality

Copyright 1978 by Damn I'm Goed Inc.

Mell To: Velco Enterprises
80O B Dr.
Valley Cottage, N.Y. 10819

b RS

|

Open Beby Doll (#¥113) Open nipples
and sensual surprise below are a pre-
lude to love. The sheer soft nylon cap-
tures the excitement of e roman-
tic rmorment. One size fits all. $8.88 for
complete set in red, black, purple.

v

Send $2.00 {deductlble from first order) for our letest Cetelog featuring the
newesl sensatlons In lingerle, foundations, gerter belts, wigs end shoes, plus
hundreds of other unusuel items eveileble In reguler and larger siu_s.

o e Inc. e
PO, Box 1761, Dapt, Pooe STVLE | OTY. | SIZE | COLOR | PRICE
FDR Station, N.Y. 10022
« TELEPHONE CHARGE ORDERS:
201-??'?‘551:1
212.393,3355 Add $1.25 Shipping and Handling.
= | encliose in
CASH L] CK rBaMa([::]nx Name
* Lhe my order on BA, . AX,
CMEg:. D’;n Address.
Card #. }
Signature T City __State Zip
* Foreign Orcers: US Fundsonly . Cetalog sent FREE with merchantlise order.
Add $3.00 shipping and handling per item.  gxEC. OFFICE: 220 E. 57th ST. » N.Y.C. 10022

Quality Gift for Special Occasions.

PEN/WATCH

* it's a Pen

* il's a Digital Watch ...
accurate o ;
1 minute a year

& |t's a parpatual
calendar . ., never
needs re-sefting

Shows
= Month
= Day
® Date
= Hour
* Minute
= Sscond

BE A
WINNER

I made $800,000.00 in four
years, PART-TIME and
wrote **Martin’s Proven
Winning System for Keno,
Roulette, Blackjack, Dice-
Craps & Poker.” Devised
from many years of ex-
perience & computer assis-
tance. Simple step by step in-
structions on how to beat the
casinos 3% advantage and
become an every DAY WIN-
NER. Authentic casino
receipts of my winnings.
Send for FREE INFO:

J. Martin,

Canadian Newsmagazine,
1330 Gerrard St., St. E.,
TORONTO CANADA,
M4L 1Z1.

{Jw only $5995

{Plus $1.50 insurance
and handling)

* Pregtigiously gift

boxed * includes 2

extra bell point refills and

2 extra sliver oxide batteries

Mall To: Valco Entel
800 B Brookrid
Valley Cottage, N.Y. 10818

The Hew Sagnu‘ T 2
BUCKLE BLADE BELT
Double Edged, Tapered
Carbon Steel Blade,
Embossed Buckle,
Cowhide Lined Bellt.
Used by campers hunters,sportsmen 8
everywhere! Blade of 3” is
attached to antique gold finish \
decorative buckle. Antigue color belt
1% wide has invisible inside
sshealh and fastening clip.
9.95 ¢ posiage
SPECIFY SIZE!
Small. medium large
ORIGINALMEXICAN"
FIST KNIFE  giace is
BY:" long and engraved on
one side in Spanish proverbs
concerning honor, manliness
and love. The other side of the
biade is similarly engraved
with picturesque local scenes.
Handle has serrated guard
completely encasing your
fist. Complete with hand
tooled natural leather sheath,
9.95 - 50¢ postage
Dealer inquiries Invited ¥ ™
BOTH FOR $18.00 POSTPAID!
BUCKLE N' ELADE, DEPT. PB-5
150 Nassau St.. N.Y.. N.Y. 10038

{Advertisement)

ONLY
$9.95

NEY BACK
GUARANTEE :
These precisicn Flight Glasses are now available

1o the public for only $9.95. If you could buy them
elsewhere, they would probably cost you over $20.

Handcrafted, these glasses feature hardened
metal frames (in your cheice of gold or silver).
Impact-resistant, polished glass lenses. And selec-
live ray-screening capabilities (2 must for pilots,
great for you).

Your satisfaction is guarantead. If you don’t find
that new Flight Glasses are worth more than
$9.95, simply mail them back within 10 days. Your
money will be returned.,

To order, send check or money order (include
$1.00 for postage and handling) fto Precision
Optics, Depl. B-1, PO. Box 14006, Allanta, GA,
30324 - (Please specily gold or silver frames.)
SPECIAL : Order now and get TWO PAIR for ondy $18
plus one dollar handling charge.

A LIMITED DFFER FRDM
PRECISION DPTICS
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WHEEI-ING AND DEAI-ING (continued from page 176)

“Senator Kerr didn’t confine himself to Capitol Hill
in attempting to buy influential friends.”

conflict-of-interest actions, Bob Kerr
openly defended his pursuit of the al-
mighty dollar whether to friend or to
critic. “It happens that my personal in-
terests coincide with those of Okla-
homa,” he liked to say. “It's a happy
union and I don’t apologize for it.”
Where Lyndon Johnson never sug-
gested even the straightest investment
opportunity, Senator Kerr urged me to
accumulate and to build the largest pos-
sible fortune. “Money is the most power-
ful substance known to man,” he said.
“A man who doesn’t have money can’t
operate. Why, if T don’t have at least
$5000 on me as pocket change, I'm afraid
that taxi drivers won’t pick me up.”
Senator Kerr didn’t confine himself to
Capitol Hill in attempting to buy in-
[uential friends. He once astonished
Interior Secretary Stewart Udall by say-
ing, “Mr. Secretary, you're from Arizona
and you ought to be in the cattle busi-
ness, I'd be happy 1o help vou get
started.” Udall said, well, he didn’t have
the money to start a herd and, besides,
he had about all he could handle at-
tending to his job as a Cabinet member.
“That’s no problem,” Senator Kerr air-
ily said. “I'll sell you the brood stock to
begin your own herd and you can have

them on credit. Pay when it’s handy.”
Udall declined the offer: He didn’t own
enough land to run a big herd. “Hell,”
Senator Kerr said, “let me keep vour
herd on my land. My ranch hands can
look after 'em for you and sell off the
beef when the time comes. It won't cost
you a cent. You can claim your herd
when you've got your own land—and I'll
make you a loan to buy the land.”
Udall, who as Interior Secretary was the
keeper of vast oil reserves, knew another
potential Teapot Dome when he saw it,
and so he mumbled his thanks and took
his leave. Senator Kerr approached the
matter another time or two before giv-
ing up on Udall.

I discovered in 1962 that if Senator
Kerr bought some Senators, he was not
above putting himself up for sale should
the price be right.

President Kennedy had sent to the
Senate a tax bill that would have taxed
savings-and-loan companies at the rate
the commercial banks were taxed on
their profits; this would have amounted
to about a five percent increase in taxes
for those institutions. We are talking
about $43,000,000. Really big money.
Predictably, the savings-and-loan hoys re-
acted as if they'd found a dead mouse in

“Why, you old silly—how would I
know why she'd run off?”

their soup kettle. Despite all the savings-
and-loan people could do—and their
members from all across the nation de-
scended on Washington like a swarm of
locusts in a lettuce field, buttonholing
their Senators and Representatives in an
effort to stop the bill—it went forward.
The Senate Finance Committee favor-
ably reported the tax bill out on July 10,
1962: the bill passed the full Senate on
September sixth of that vear. Since the
House had passed a slightly different
version, it became necessary for a con-
ference committee, comprised of mem-
bers of both legislative bodies, to iron
out the differences and present a bill
acceptable to both bodies,

What happened then is the story as I
told it at my subsequent trial: 1 was
approached by Glen Troop, chief lob-
byist for the United States Savings and
Loan League, who was an old [riend,
and he was having conniptions. “Bobby,
that fucking bill will ruin us,” he said.
“We figure it will cost us a minimum of
$43,000,000 annually. We just can’t live
with it. My ass is on the line. Help me.”

“What can I do?” I asked.

“Give us some help with Senator
Kerr,” he said. ““He's on the conference
committee and he can kill or amend
that bill.”

I said, “Are you crazv? He's one of
the sponsors of that bill. He's a commer-
cial banker and he’s not favorably dis-
posed toward your people.”

We were eating lunch in the Quorum
Club and I paused over my steak to
permit Troop to respond. He said, “*Bob-
by, we'll do anything to Kill that bill.”

“Well.” I said, “I'll have to go to
Senator Kerr carrving a lot of ammuni-
tion. I can’t just say, “The poor savings-
and-loan boys have stepped in deep shit
and I'd appreciate your helping "em out.’
Frankly, I doubt there’s much that can
be done. Your arguments have been pre-
sented in committee and on the floor in
both houses and you got your ass beat.”

Troop urged me to have lunch with
several of his clients, top guns of the
nation’s larger savingsand-loan compa-
nies. He sct it up at the Statler-Hilion.
Among those who attended were Ken-
neth Childs, representing the Home
Savings and Loan Association, which had
23 branches and more than two billion
dollars in assets; Howard Ahmanson,
board chairman of the Home Savings
and Loan Association: Stuart Davis,
a director of Great Western Financial
Corporation; Charles Wellman of the
First Charter Financial Corporation; Glen
Troop also was present. I did not [eel
they made a strong case, and so—a few
days later, after having told them to
come to me with more compelling argu-
ments—I hosted a luncheon for the
same executives in my Capitol Hill ofhce.
Again, they [ailed 10 overwhelm me with
information. Uluimatelv, however—at
Troop’s urging and because he was my
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good friend—I approached Senator Kerr
and began to lay out their case.

Senator Kerr astonished me by cutting
me off in midsentence. “My friend,” he
saidd, “I have no sympathy for those bas-
tards. I'm a commercial banker and I
feel stronglv that they should pay equal
taxes. But il you trust the people vou're
dealing with, tell them it will cost them
§400,000 if I'm successful in their behalf.”

I simply couldn’t believe it. Couldn’t
find any words to say. While I knew
that Senator Kerr worshiped money, I
couldn't believe he'd reverse himsell on
a bill important to commercial bankers,
himself included. Yet he was saying that
for $400,000 he'd sell out his banker
buddies.

*“This won't be an easy job.” he grum-
bled. “fack Kennedy and Wilbur Mills
are allied for the bill. I'll be fighting
the entire power apparatus. And T'll
need my money in cash.”

When I found my voice, I said, “Sen-
ator, can you stop or amend the bill at
this late date?”

He said shortly, “If I didn’t think I
could, I wouldn’t make the proposition.”

When I reported that conversation to
Troop, the lobbyist dropped his mouth
open and said, “fesus shit!”” Then he
said, “Let me talk to my people and get
back to you. I'm not at all sure we can
raise that much money."”

I secretly [clt relieved and hall hoped

he could not raise it. I'd started feeling
uneasy about my role in the scheme. Not
that T permitted myself to think it
through and say to myself, Baker, you're
breaking the law. Don't do it. Don't get
involved in a conspiracy. No, 1 pushed
those thoughts away. But I did feel
vaguely uneasy and had bad karma.
Even though I'd seen a lot and had
closed my eyes to a lot, that one [elt
different. How many times since have |
wished I'd listened to those nervous rip-
ples within mysell!

Within hours, however, Tro()p called
me back and said, “Tell your man he’s
got a deal.”

[Kerr eventually received only partial
payment, according to Baker’s testimony.
There was further lestimony at the trial
that both supported and contradicted
Baker's account of the Kerr cash inci-
dent.]

°

I grew closer each day to Lyndon
Johnson. Soon I was one ol the guests
he often took to his Northwest Washing-
ton home, on 30th Place and across the
street from J. Edgar Hoover's house, to
share dinner on short notice. Poor Mrs.
Johnson. Nightly, she telephoned the of-
fice, about 6:30 par, to urge her husband
to come home for dinner and to rest. Most
likely, he'd promise to be home in an
hour. An hour later, she’d all and he'd
ask for 30 minutes more. By ten o'clock,

perhaps, he'd telephone to say, “We're
on the way. And 'm bringing a few folks
with me.” He might take two or he
might take five. Mrs. Johnson bore those
invasions of guests, who'd already sam-
pled the grape during late sessions in
her husband’s office, with patient grace;
her cook. Zephyr Wright, often grum-
bled of late meals and of not being given
an earlier and reliable head count. Per-
haps after arriving home, full of talk
and liquor, L.B.]. would want another
Scotch and soda or two before going to
the table. Once seated, however, he ate
like a starved dog. I've scen him woll
down god-awlul platters of the heavy
Southern cooking he preferred; it’s little
wonder that he suffered massive heart
attacks, the way he drove himself and
given his habits of food, drink and
cigarettes.

I enjoyed drinking with Johnson, and
though we shared the cup many times, |
judged him drunk on only four or five
occasions. Indeed, he often lectured his
employees, associates and, in particular,
his only brother, Sam Houston Johnson,
on the evils of drink.

In more private circumstances, in his
office at night or in his house, Johnson
was not so particular. Once, when we were
celebrating one or another of his legisla-
tive victories, we got absolutely belly-
crawling, grass-grabbing drunk. Leaving
his Majority Leader’s office in the Capitol,

Send your $2.00 to
Colorodo Soge. Box 6996, Clevelond, Ohio 44101,

 HAVE LOVED IT!

THE GREAT COLORADO SAGE COLLECTION.
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City State Zip
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| P Allow five weeks for delivery. Offer good only in the US. A
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ALLYOURS FOR JUST $2.00.

Bold. Honest. Heroic. A genuine fragrance of the American wesi. One each of
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I slipped on the marble floor and reflex-
ively clutched at him as I went down;
we cnded in a tangled heap. “Goddamn,
Bobby,” L.B.]. said, “help me up before
the damned Republicans see us.”

Johnson had an eye for the ladies,
though he was not as compulsive about
it as John F. Kennedy. He loved to hear
gossip of Kennedy's sexual escapades; I
was in a position to keep him posted on
numerous occasions. [.F.K. knew that
I'd helled around in the company of
ladies other than my wife, and, in fact,
I made it possible for Kennedy him-
self to meet a couple of lovelies in whom
he'd expressed pointed interest. Conse-
quently, when President Kennedy occa-
sionally summoned me to the White
House to discuss pending legislation or
some political problem, he frequently
ended the sessions by amazingly frank
recitations of a recent sexual adventure,

After one such meeting, I returned
to my Capitol Hill office to be told
that Vice-President Johnson, then pre-
siding over Senate debate, had called
three times; he urgently needed to see
me the moment I arrived from the White
House. 1 rushed to the Senate chamber.
As soon as he spotted me, 1.B.]. beck-
oned me forward. 1 could feel the eyes
of press-gallery regulars, Senators and
tourists in the visitors’ gallery as I ap-
proached the presiding podium. Johnson
intently leaned forward and whispered,
“Is ol' Jack getwtin’ much pussy?” His
eyes sparkled as I related the latest Ken-
nedy tale, though he kept his face as
carefully composed as though we were
discussing the arms race with Russia.

(Once during J.F.K.'s Senate years, I
had occasion to seek him out in the
Senate restaurant. He was in the com-
pany of a mutual [riend and lobbyist,
Bill Thompson, and one of the prettiest
women I had ever seen. I had no more
than approached their table when
Thompson said, “Bobby, look at this
fine chick. She gives the best head in the
United States.” 1 could not believe my
ears and didn’t know whether to squat or
go blind. T attempted to splutter out
my message (o Senator Kennedy and, at
the same time, sneak glances at the
beautiful, smiling lady who was bcing S0
highly advertised. J.F.K. saw my dis-
comfort and laughed: "Relax, Bobhy.
She's from Paris and she doesn’t under-
stand a word of English. But what Bill's
saying is absolutely right!™)

It was an open secret among insiders
that Lyndon Johnson for years carried
on affairs with various Capitol Hill
women. I also heard reports that he
romanced at least one comely newswom-
an and the wile of a Congressman.
Shortly after L.B.J. was elected Vice-
President, he told President Kennedy
that the Congressman in question must
be appointed to a Federal job in a dis-
tant city because of widely circulated
reports of L.B.J.'s cavorting with the
Congressman’s  wile; that was done.
L.B.J. himsell never personally reported
such incidents to me, however: 1 learned
this from the Hill's active grapevine. He
wis much more closemouthed about his
extramarital activities than was John F.
Kennedy. Kennedy seemed to relish
sharing the details ol his conquests; al-
though he was not without charm or wit

“On the contrary, each quill only serves to heighten
your erotic pleasure!”

in relating the clinical complexities, he
came off as something of the boyish
braggart. Those who have frequented
beer-hall or locker-room sessions will
know what I mean. Lyndon Johnson,
prone to scatological references and ex-
traordinarily proud of being well en-
dowed, often joked of sex and endorsed
it in general: He did not, however, vol-
unteer his specific escapades. I made
certain not to ask. For one thing, I
didn’t want him asking about mine.

There was a sensational flap during
the “Baker scandal” hearings about a
pretty German woman, Ellen Rometsch,
whom I knew. A lot of people knew
Ellen. Married to a German army ser-
geant stationed at an embassy, Ellen was
a lady about town who sometimes fre-
quented the Quorum Club. That was a
private club, in the Carroll Arms Hotel
on Capitol Hill, that I had helped
found. Its membership was comprised
ol Senators, Congressmen, lobbyists, Hill
staffers and other well-connecteds who
wanted to enjoy their drinks, meals,
poker games and shared secrets in pri-
vate accommodations. All in all, it was
about as sinister a place as a People’s
Drugstore. I'm not saying that nobody
ever left the Quorum Club to share a
bed with a temporary partner, or that
certain schemes were not hatched there,
but I could make the same statement of
Duke Zeibert's, The Rotunda, the Palm
or dozens of other Washington watering
places where the elite meet. When I mer
my downlall, however, the media made
much of a nude painting on the wall
and of scarlet drapes. Mercy!

The fat was in the fire, of course,
when the ever-bellicose Senator John J.
Williams, an avid reader of Jack Ander-
son’s column, learned there that I was
an official of the Quorum Club and that
Ellen Rometsch—who'd once had an
affair with a Soviet-embassy attaché—
had been seen in that club. Suddenly,
Ellen Rometsch was the greatest threat
to national security since Alger Hiss.
Attorney General Robert Kennedy had
her rush-deported to Germany in order to
save the republic. What the newspapers
did not say, possibly because Yve never
admitted it before—but which Robert F.
Kennedy definitely knew—was that El-
len Rometsch had been one of the
women Jack Kennedy had asked me to
mtroduce him to. I accommodated him.

.

The presumption among politicians,
reporters, the man in the street and
those I did time with was that Lyndon
Johnson helped me make considerable
sums ol money, that he somehow feath-
cred my nest. Nothing could he more
off target. L.B.]. simply was not a man
to share. Not once did he offer me so
much as an investment opportunity. But
as to his own wealth, it was no accident
that Austin, Texas, was for years the
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Before Gillette Atra)” it was
impossible to shave this close
with so much comfort. Why?

Atra is the first razor with a .
head that pivots to follow every ' -
contour of your face. Stroke —
after stroke, it’s right on the
money.

This Atra “face-hugging”
action keeps the twin-blades
working at the perfect shaving
angle. No other razor could ever
do that.

Try the Gillette Atra Razor
soon and you’ll be convinced
there’s never been a better way
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THE HOT TUB EXPERIENCE

It takes your breath away at first.

Then the hot, swirling water does its maglc

Your body sinks back. Sud-
denly the simple pleasures of re-
laxation are rediscovered.
There’s laughter, playful splash-
ing, quiet conversations. . .

Introducing the Hot Tub Ex-
perience from California Coop-
erage. 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

-
e r— L

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
story from the
world’s lead-
ing hot tub
maker. Call
or write
today for
our free
16-page
color bro-
chure, or
enclose
$1, and
we’'ll also
send the

photo-story book California Hot
Tubbing (Uniplan Publishing, reg.
$2.95). P.O. Box E, San Luis
Obispo, CA 93406 (805) 544-9300.

{Dealer Inquiries Invited)

[J Endosed 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 ol
City -
State Zip
P.O. Box E San Luis Obispo, CA 93406

(805) 544-9300

California Cooperage

REDWOOD HOT TUBS
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7 Bullworker puts
¢ ~ it all together
inonly

S5minutes aday:

“Looking for a fitness program that's fast, easy and gets resuits
right away?,” asks fitness expert, Bob Breton. “Bullworker puts
it all together. In just 5 minutes a day you can give your body a
complete fitness workout: shoulders, back, arms, chest, ab-
domen and legs.

it's fast: each exercise takes only 7 seconds, once a day.

It's easy: any man between 15 and 65 in good general health
can run through the whole program without getting tired.

You see your progress right from the very first day on the built-
in Powermeter gauge. After two to three weeks of training, most
men can expect to measure an extra inch or two of muscle on
their shoulders, chest and biceps—and an inch or two less flab
around the middle.

And that’s just the start: there are specialized exercises for
building-up or trimming down any part of your body you want to.
What's more, since Bullworker training is progressive, you
perform better each time. Yet the training always seems easy
since with every workout your strength increases by about
1% —that’s an increase of up to 50% in the first three months.

See your strength “| earn my living by keeping execu-
tives in top shape,” says Bob. “My

GROW’NG customers want results and they
day by day on the want them fast. | recommend Bull-
built-in patented worker for one reason only: because

POWERMETER | it's the most advanced fitness trainer

on the market and you better believe
ii.”

To receive complete details about
Bullworker Fitness training, mail cou-

pon for FREE BOOKLET today. No
obligation, no salesman will visit.

BULLWORKER SERVICE, Dept. BW3190
FHEE BunKlET 201 Lincoln Bivd., P.O. Box X, Middlesex, N.J. 08846
: Please send me my FREE full color brochure
' about BULLWORKER without obligation. No

f:.!i,??:ﬁ;’,'os salesman will visit.
el e M.
E)Osvl::'?u?body Street Apt. No.
oS O

© BULLWORKER SERVICE e e

201 Lincoln Bivd., P.0. Box X *

Canada: Home delivery duty paid. Ask for FREE booklet.
Middlesex, N.J. 0BB46 il e
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N BENEATH THE PLANET

OF THE APES

65 magnificent movies you can
show anytime on your own TV.

NOW SUPERB VIDEO CASSETTES FROM THE VIDEO CLUD OF AMERICA BRING A
WORLD OF ENTERTAINMENT INTO YOUR HOME. AND WHEN YOU JOIN NOW FOR
ONLY $10 YOUR FIRST MOVIE IS ABSOLUTELY FREE WITH YOUR FIRST ORDER

If you've been waiting far the finesr in
home entertainment before investing in
video cosserte unir, your timing is perfect.

Now you can obrain @ complete qualiry
padkage of video-cosserte movies—and,
by ociing promptly, receive your first
selection FREE—when you join The Video
Club of Americo. Plus much more savings
on equipment purchases, special
programs, and many other discounts.

You now hove the opportunity 1o select
and show the original fulldengrh uncur
versions of Hollywood's finest movies on
your own TV set . . _ at less cost than
raking your family our fo o theotre.

These ore the spectocular big-budger
features . . . starming Hollywood's most
famous srars . . . superbly phorographed,
most of them in vivid full color . . . and
now awvailable for rhe first time to
members of The Video Club of America.

They ore also omazingly offordoble ond
easy to show when you accepr this
invitafion now fo become a Charrer
Member for only $10. And, there is never
on obligotion ro buy anything. You only
order the movies you want, from our
vast librory.

As a Charter Member, you will receive
a number of preferred benefirs during
this offer:

» You will be oble to purchase these
movies for as lirle as $39.95. Own them,
show them, build your own privare
collection wirth all the ease and
convenience of ordering direct from The
Video Club of Americo. Plus this impottont

savings—join now, and yaur first movie is
FREE when you order any other movie
from the Club's vost selection of over 65
different rifles. That's 2 movies for the price
of 1. when you oct now!

» You will qualify for purchose of special
programs—concerts, cartoons, lectures,
sports evenrs, exdusive entefrainment
never released in theorers and not
available in retoil stores.

* You will also receive money-soving
information on video-cassefte equipment
and accessories and blank recording fopes.
These are shopping tips worth 10 times the
value of your low membership fee. You
can even purchose these machines and
occessories, ar a substantial discount,
directly through rhe club.
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Only made possible by special licensing
agreements with Hollywood's major
studios ond distributors, the firsr offering by
The Video Club of America includes the
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START SAVING NOW—MAIL THI5 COUPON
TODAY OR CALL TOLL-FREE ANYTIME
(800) 621-8318 TO ENROLL USING YOUR
CREDIT CARD. (lllinois residents coll

(800) 972-8308)

Save Hundreds on
Videocassette Recorder/Players.

As o member of The Videa Club of
America, you con save hundreds off the list
price af rhe newest Videocasserte
Recorder/Players.

I B | Enroliment Application Il I I
THE VIiDEO CLUB OF AMERICA PBEEW
Industriol Park, Farmington Hills, MI 46024

Please enroll me as @ Chamer Member in The Video I
Cub of Americo. | undersrond thor | am entiled ro
full, prefened membership privileges.
[ Endosed is my check ar maney order for $10.
Or. plecse charge my membernhip fee ro my
credir card shown below:

[ BankAmercord/VISA O Amevican Express
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Aca. # n Exp. Dare_

*It using Masrer Charge, olso indicore the four
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ADDRESS. = st
Y
STATE _IIP

Iif you olreody own © Videocassene Recorder/Ployer,
please indicate the LNt you own:

[NSony CORCA [OZenith [0 VC

] Panasonic  [] Other

Model #

[ Along with my membership, plecse include
infofmonion on the bes videooassene equipment
ovailoble

(@ Mognetic Video. Industiol Pk, Farmington Hills. M 48024
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only city of its size with only one tele-
vision station. Johnson had friends in
high places among those who controlled
the broadcast industry. George Smathers
was his man in the Senate. Bob Bartley,
a member ol the Federal Communica-
tions Commission, just happened to be a
nephew of L.B.J.'s patron, Speaker Sam
Rayburn. You can bet that others in the
regulatory agencies, including those who
granted broadcast licenses, were aware of
those friendly connections and of John-
son's great power. L.B.]. demanded, and
received, the opportunity to pick and
choose programs for his monopoly sta-
tion from among those offered by all
three of the major networks. No other
television station in America had such a
unique and cozy arrangement.

Once, in the Roosevelt Hotel in New
York, where we had gone to attend a
Bonds for Israel rally, I witnessed Lyn-
don Johnson twist the arm of an NBC
network executive in order that L.B.J.
might line his pockets. Senator Johnson
told the network man that he wanted
his station paid national advertising
rates for the network commercials it
carried. “But, Senator,” he was told,
“your market isn’t big enough down
there. The local affiliate is paid accord-
ing to its share of the audience. Yours
just isn't large enough to qualify.”

“I say it is,” Johnson retorted. *I
know how you fellows work—you can do
anything you want to. Well, want tol"

‘The network officials thought it over and
decided they wanted to.

Johnson often received credit for gen-
erous acts when they had been accom-
plished by the use of other people’s
money. Heordered me, in my role as treas-
urer of the Democratic Senatorial Cam-
paign Committee, to pay lor all airline
tickets and $100 Stetson hats he urged
upon notables visiting his Texas ranch.
Those who received those gifts had no
way of knowing they were paid for from
the committee’s pot, which legally be-
longed to all Democratic Senators, and
was not L.B.].’s to spend on his personal
whims. Johnson several times com-
plained to Keith Linden of Harvey
Aluminum that the ballpoint “L.B.J.
pens” he pave away as souvenirs were
excessively expensive. When Linden
failed to take the hint, the Senator
bluntly told him, “Keith, now, you alu-
minum folks have mastered the mass-
production technique and I want you to
find a way to produce those ballpoint
pens for me at a reasonable cost.” Lin-
den came through, though possibly at a
loss to his company, and Johnson liter-
ally gave away hundreds of thousands
of the pens. Of course, they prominently
advertised his name and his office. He
had no compunctions against using his
corporate airplane for political or self-
promoting purposes and might have
been puzzled had anyone called him to
account for it. Like many public men

“It really turns my wife on—pretending I'm
a door-to-door salesman!”

grown accustomed to the trappings of
high office, he accepted without question
his right to do as he pleased. And, like
many public men, he reached that point
where he no longer could distinguish
between Lyndon Johnson the private
citizen and Lyndon Johnson the politi-
cal czar. If you play a role long enough,
you become the role itself.

There is a mistaken impression that
I was Lyndon Johnson's chief fund
raiser. Not that I didn’t raise some funds
for him; his primary money men, how-
ever, were John Connally and George R.
Brown of Brown & Root Construction
Company. (“Sweet George R. Brown,”
Johnson staffers used to sing in their
private recreations.) Those men, and
Walter Jenkins, knew far more about
the sources of L.B.]J.'s political money
than I ever did.

Sometimes, however, I was pressed
into service. At the conclusion of the
1960 Democratic National Convention
in Los Angeles, L.B.]. wore a sad hound-
dog’s look as he said, “Bobby, were
broke and we owe $39,000 for a hotel
bill out here. I don’t know where in hell
to get it. All T know is we've gotta have
it today. Sce what you can do.” Won-
derful! Here I am, exhausted from the
fratricidal wars over L.B.].’s sclection as
Vice-President on the Kennedy ticket,
wanting nothing but a hot bath and a
week of sleep, and I've got to find
$39,000 blowing around on the ground.

I went to Bart Lytton, president of
Lytton Savings and Loan, with the sad
tale. He required persuading. I don’t
have that much available,” he said.
“Even if I did, I wouldn’t want it on
record that I'd given it.”

I assured Lytton that he’d be pro-
tected and stressed the benefits of in-
curring L.B.].’s good will. “On the other
hand,” I said, *he can be a miserable
prick if he feels someone has let him
down.” Bart groaned but motioned me
mto a public men's room nearby.

Lytton and I furtively entered a com-
mon stall in the men’s room, like a
couple of fags, where he gave me two
$10,000 personal checks made out w0
cash. 1 delivered them to L.B.]., who took
one look and said, “Hell, Bobby, this
is just a little over half of it!”

I said, “Yes, and you can let someone
else get the rest of it, someone who knows
more rich folks than I do.”

Shortly after the 1960 campaign he-
gan, Walter Jenkins called me one day
to go to New York to pick up $25,000
contributed by Harold Geneen of
I'T&T.; this was the same Harold
Geneen who later came under fire after
one of his lobbyists, Dita Beard, wrote
an injudicious memo saying that Nixon's
original Attorney General, John Mitch-
ell, had agreed to put the fix in flor
LT&T. in an antitrust case. I did not
see Geneen personally but was handed
the cash by a nervous functionary who
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"IN 1972 A LEGEND
LIT MY GRENAII

If | was nervous it was under-
standable. After all, this was my first
all-star game. And there | was in the
National League locker
room suiting up with

half of baseball’

superstars, too nervous

to even light my cigar.
But the excitement

out on the field. 53,000 Atlanta fans
let out a roar of welcome that made
my ears ring. You see, it was their
first all-star game, too.

Then as each all-star was in-
troduced, the crowd's cheers

grew louder.

1 didn't think a crowd could

make any more noise.

the legends on our team were in-
troduced. For our center fielder, one

S

really started

Not untii

of baseball's all-time greats, the A&
fans shouted and cheered until | c...

was sure the place was going to fall E nln
down. Foerur righldfielder. who n“E B |H||.
played for Atlanta, and at that time
i breaking the smuﬁ
all-time home run record, the roar
was twice as loud and twice as long. HPEHIE“ch
And he got the same tumultuous
ovation in the sixth inning when he

was getting close to

hit a two-run homer.

| went to the mound in the eighth
with the score tied three-all. | al-
lowed no runs, one hit, and struck
out four. In the tenth inning
our small, but mighty, second
baseman singled home

the winning run, mak-
ing me the winning
pitcher in my first

all-star game. You know,

| was thrilled to be an

all-star. And more thrilled
to be the winning pitcher.

But the biggest thrill
was when one of the
legends patted me
on the shoulder and
said, “Nice game,
Tug." and lit a match
for me to light my
Grenadier.

What a beautiful
feeling. What a
beautiful smoke.

Tug McGraw
Pitcher

Philadelphia
Phillies

py

spoke in hushed tones and scemed cager
to witness my departure.

Later. after my roubles surfaced. one
of ten L.T&T. executives who'd been
pressured to “donate” toward the $25.000
kitty—to circumvent the law forbidding
corporations from making political con-
tributions—complained to Senator Wil-
linms of Delaware, who wried to make a
big deal of my courier’s role. Washing-
ton’s politicians, attempting to protect
L.B.J. and ]J.F.K—and who. perhaps,
wanted to protect themselves in sumilar
cases—glossed over the affair and noth-
ing much came of it.

°

Often the merits or demerits of a bill
have little or nothing to do with wheth-
cr or not it becomes law. [[ certain
people in power reach a private trade
or accommodation. then it likely will
become law. If not. then it mav not.

John F. Kennedv might not have got-
ten  his nudear-arms-limitation  reaty
with Russian had it not been for the
alleged indiscretions of an Eisenhower
White House staffer whom we shall call
Joe Jones. My old [riend. the late Sen-
ator Everett Dirksen of linois, told the
story to me and to my physician, Dr. joe
Bailev. It happened this way:

Attorney  General  Robert  Kennedy
and other Democrats took oflice loaded
for bear. One of the scores they had 1o
settle was that President Eisenhower’s
Attorney General, Herbert Brownell. had
sent Matthew Connelly and T. Lamar
Caudle of the Truman Administration
to prison—lor alleged irregularities in
public office. The Kennedv crowd was
determined to find similar punishable
instances ol official malleasance among
Ike's old conhdamts. President Eisen-
hower, in retirement, got wind of this,
and particularly that a Federal grand
jury in Philadelphia was on the verge ol
indicting his aide, Jones. whose wile was
very close to Mamie Eisenhower. Mys,
Eisenhower reported her lear that Jones
might commit suicide and asked Ike to
intervene with President Kennedy.

Ike called Senator Dirksen and said,
“Ev, I'm embarrassed to ask vou this
favor, but I understand a grand jury
lLias \'Olcd. or is about to vote, o indict
Jones for income-tax evasion and he's
simply in a terrible state. You and 1
know, Ev, that if the Government is
determined to hnd irvegularities in any-
one’s tax returns, then rvezularities may
be found almost every time."”

“Mr. President,” Dirksen said, “what
can I do:”"

“I need your good offices,” Tke said. *'I
don't really know [John Kennedy. I've
met with him only twice in my life.
Ev, I was President for eight vears and
I think I have the respect ol the Amer-
ican people and 1 want to rewin it 1
believe the day will come when Presi-
dent Kennedy will need the public as-
sistance of a former President whose
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mime has prestige and who's beyond
partisan arrows. I'd like you to ask
President Kennedy, as a personal favor
to me, to put the Jones indictment in
the deepireeze. You have the authority
1o advise him he’ll have a blank check in
my bank if he will grant me this [avor.”

According to Dirksen, he called the
White House and met at 5:30 p.ar. that
sime day with President Kennedy. After
they'd had a drink. he said, "“Mr. Presi-
dent. I would like for you to surrender
vour title for 2 few minutes and join me
for a stroll in the Rose Garden to discuss
a very personal and private matter. It
simply must be two friends—Jack and
Ev—talking on a personal basis.”

The two men went into the Rose
Garden, where Senator Divksen relayed
Ike's message. J.F.K. said he had no
knowledge of the matter but volunteered
to return to the Oval Ofhice and tele-
phone the Attorney General. his brother
lobby. R.F.K. affrmed that the Jones
indiccment was to be announced at a
press conference in Philadelphia the
next day. “Cancel it and do it now,”
Senator Dirksen quoted President Ken-
nedy. “Don’t sign the indiciment. Place
it in the deeplrecze.”

Robert Kennedy is said to have re-
sponded, “This will destroy us politi-
cally, to grant a special favor to a tax
cvader.”

Evidently, they had a hot exchange
that culminated in J.F.K.s saying, “I'm
President. If you can’t comply with my
request, your resignation will be accepted.”

Within a few weeks, the Kennedy
Administration had been beaten deci-
sively in Congress on a number ol issues.
The nuclear-arms-limitation treaty was
hefore the Senate and needed to be
ratificd by a twothirds majority. J.
LEdear Hoover and other conservatives
were leaking information that the Rus-
stans would destroy us in time should
the treaty be ratified. My head count
showed that we could get a simple ma-
jority—but would fall short of the ncc
essary two thirds, Alter Senator Dirksen
made an cloquent speech against the
wreaty, I telephoned President Kennedy
and told him all was lost. “Maybe not,”
he said.

Those cryptic words later caused me
to check with Senator Dirksen to see
what had happened. It was then he told
me of the Jones story and concluded,
“President Kennedy called me to the
White House and said. ‘Ev, I must write
a check on you and Ike. This atomic
wreaty is important to me and to the
country and. I think, to all mankind.
It's imperative that it be approved. lke
said I had coin in his bank, and you say
I have coin in yours.”

“I told the President,” Senator Dirk-
sen said. “that, yes, we owed him one.
He then said, "Ey, I want you to reverse
yourself and come out for the treary
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engine. An engine that is only 5.3 liters
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before the Senate votes. We'll call it
square on that other matter.””

Dirksen said, “Mr. President, vou're
a hell of a horse trader. But I'll honor
my commitment and I'm sure that Gen-
eral Eiscnhower will.” Both men came out
for the bill, and that’s how J.F.K. got his
nuclear-arms-limitation treaty.

L ]

I was the man to whom people came
when they wanted to cut a big deal and
I was the man who went to my powerful
superiors to relay the offers. I recall
when a man who'd been in Princeton
with John F. Kennedy (J.F.K. spent a
semester there before wansferring to
Harvard) approached me with a flat
$1.000,000 offer il he might be named
Ambassador to England, France, Italy,
Germany or Spain. This was during the
1960 campaign; I arranged to see Jack
Kennedy at his apartment in the Wal-
dorf Towers in New York. After ex-
changing pleasantries with Mrs. Jackie
Kennedy, I told the Democratic nomince
that I needed to confer with him. He led
me into the kitchen unit of the Waldorf
apartment and pecled an orange while 1

named the New York socialite who'd
made the offer and related what he re-
quired for his money.

Senator Kennedy, talking low so as to
save his voice for the campaign stump—
and possibly so that his wife might not
hear—said, “Bobby, you were right in
coming straight to me rather than to go
through intermediaries, But first, Bobby,
that guy's simply a prick. Second, we
could all go to jail should this go any
further: it's illegal as hell to sell ambas-
sadorships. As much as we need the
money, there’s no way we can do it
That prick would be the first onc to
tell.” The Senator did not lecture me on
the impropriety of having approached
him with an illegal offer; nor did he
pick up the telephone to alert the Jus
tice Department. He treated it as an
offer he lound expedient and prudent
to refuse, and there was no moralizing.

L

There can be no doubt that Lyndon
Johnson deeply despised Bobby Ken-
nedy, and vice versa. They simply had
terrible chemistry between them. But for
L.B.]., however, Kennedy might never

“Remember the old saying, Mr. Haverfill,
‘It ain’t what you got, it’s what

you do with it.

» 32

have been confirmed as his brother's
Autorney General. That is something 1
know for sure. I saw it happen.

Many Senators had serious reserva-
tions about Bobby Kennedy's confirma-
tion. Lyndon Johnson was ene of those.
He saw it as his duty, however, to assist
President Kennedy where he could and
he knew that opposition to Bobby's
confirmation would grow uniess it could
be nipped in the bud. “I don’t like the
little son of a bitch and 1 never will,”
Johnson gloomed as we shared a drink
in his ofhice after work, “But I think any
President has the right to choose his
own people, even if they happen to be
kin to him. I've got a brother. Sam
Houston. He drinks too much, but be-
fore the booze got 'im, he performed
many valuable services [or me.

“Unless  there’s  overwhelming  evi-
dence for cause against a President’s
nominee, the Senate ought to confirm
him. Otherwise, you can tie a President’s
hands and take away the tools he needs.
It's a different matter if some ol" boy
hasn’t got sense enough to pour piss
out of a boot, but I don’t think you can
say that about Boblby Kennedy. He may
be a snot-nose, but he's bright.”

“I don't know Bobby Kennedy real
well,” I said, “but I've got no reason
to doubt his competency.”

“Well,” Lyndon Johnson said, “Dick
Russell is absolutely shittin® a squealin’
worm. He thinks it's a disgrace for a kid
who's never practiced law to be appoint-
ed as the highest lawyer in the land.
Personally, I agree with him. Russell
and a lot of others fear that the Justice
Department might become too politi-
cized with the President’s brother head-
ing it. They might have a point. But I
don’t think jack Kennedy's gonna let a
little fart like Bobby lead him around
by the nose. 1t I learned anything in the
last year, it’s that Jack Kennedy's a lot
tougher, and maybe a lot smarter, than
I thought he was.”

As I mixed our second round of
drinks, Johnson said, “Jack’s asked me
to tone down the Dixiccrats and I need
you to help me. We've got to make a
real crusade out of this, because it's
the first thing he's asked me to do and
it's very personal with him. You know,
he wasn't any too hot about appointing
Bobby, but old Joe Kennedy just insist-
ed on it.” Johnson sampled his drink
and then said, sarcastically, “Well, since
the old bastard bought the office, 1 guess
he’s got a right to get his money's
worth.” Although L.B.J. grew to sincere
ly like Jack Kennedy, and to admire
him in many ways, his bitterness at hav-
ing lost to him—and at having lost his
Senate power—occasionally spilled over.

“1 want you to lead all our Southern
Iriends jn here by their yingyangs,”
Johnson said, “and let me work on ‘em.
We've got to smooth Dick Russell's
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feathers, and kiss ol” Jim Eastland's ass,
and mute Strom Thurmond's brayin’.
I'm gonna put it on the line and tell
‘em it's a matter of my personal survival.”

Which is exactly what he did. “Now,
look,” he'd say. standing nose to nose
with  recalciant  Senators, kneading
ther lapels, “Jack Kennedy's put this
thing square on my head. It’s the first
job he’s given me, the first test he’s
put me to, and il I have to go back and
say, “Mur. President, I'm sorry, but I can’t
persuade mv Iriends to confirm vour
brother,” why, shit, I'm ruined before
I get started. You think he's gonna trust
me with anvihing else, huh? Now, there's
gonna come a time when you"—and
here LLL.J. might poke his rarget in
the chest—"come 10 me and ask me to
get the Administation to build vou a
dam or appeint vou a judge or some-
thin’. And it I don’t have any influence
with my President, beciuse you wouldn't
help me conlirm his brother, where's that
gonna leave us, huh? You think Jack
Kennedy's likely to break his back tryin’
to help us, huh?”

With some Senators, L.B.J. made Bob-
by Kennedy's vouth and lack of experi-
ence appear o be assets: “Now, 1 don't
think anybody’s gonna shove Jack Ken-
nedy avound. I thought / could”—a wry
erim—"ancd | bhear the scars of battle be-
cause of 1. You think he's gonna let his
hittle brother take him over? Why, don't
vou know Bobby Kennedy won't get to
go to the bathroom unless Jack Kennedy
feels like takin’ a peer But if Bobby's
rejected and some tough old lawver who
wints to impress the President gets the
job, we could have ten times more trou-
ble out of him than we'd have with a
baby brother!”

To oilstate Senators. he would con-
fide. “During the campaign, Jack Ken-
nedy old me, "Lvndon, mv [ather's made
a big fortune and | believe that of the
S10.000,000 in myv wust fund, about
51,000,000 is imvested in oil. I can assure
vou that I'm not going to preside over
the destruction of my own lortune and
vou can tell vour oil Iriends this. As
long as I'm President, nothing is going
to happen to the oil-depletion allow
ance."” Then he would say, " Jack Ken-
m:d}"s gonna take cwe ol vou. Now,
how about helpin’ me take care ol him?"

Lyndon Johnson particularly leaned
on Dick Russell with his argument that
il he lailed 1o achieve the confirmation
of Bobby Kennedy, he would be ruinecd
“belore | get started.” 1t was this rea-
soning, I'm certain, that caused Seniator
Russell to grumpily agree not 1o make a
fight. As Johmson saw Senator Russell
waver, he applied the clincher: “He's
gonna be confirmed. It can be by a big
margin and evervbody can feel good, or
it can be close and embarrass cvery-
body. Now, what good will it do me il

(conlinued on page 254)



Because youre out to live well...and spend smart...
you get more of the Good Life
both ways with a Playboy Club Kev,.

Let’s face it—the fun-seeking
sensualist in you has always
wanted a Playboy Club Key for
its own sake. But the other side
of you... the steely-eyed, hard-
nosed business type...wants to
save money, too. No problem!
Because having a Playboy Club
Key means getting more than
your money's worth—like dis-
counts worth up to thousands
of dollars on all kinds of ac-
coutrements to the Good Life!
Just take a look at all these
sense-pleasing, dollar-saving
reasons you should be a
keyholder...

Your Own, In-Town

« Shangri-La. Be welcomed
at any of the fabulous Playboy
Clubs—including the brand-
new Plaﬁoy of Dallas
—and Clubs in England and
Japan. Relax and unwind as
you enjoy superb cuisine, top
en:eﬂai%pawo:éi disco
action a i
cocktails, all in the matchless
Playboy atmosphere, where the
service is impeccable, and
beautiful and courteous Bun-
nies attend your every need.

2 Dinner for Two—Check

= for One! Enjoy sumptuous
savings at America’s finest res-
taurants, with Playboy Pre-

ferred Passbooks. You'll get two
entrees for the price of one, as

well as sports, theater and hotel
specials, in all these cities (offers

vary from city to city): NewYork, 3

Los Angeles, Chicago, Atlanta,
Boston, Baltimore, Cincinnati
Detroit, Denver, Miami, New Or-
leans, Phoenix, St. Louis, San
Francisco, Milwaukee and now
in the Atlantic City/Philadelphia
Area (and soon in Dallas/

Houston). Save $200.00 or
more with any one of these
Passbooks.

Up to $25.00 Worth of
« Your Favorite Reading.
Show your Key monthly at
any U.S. Playboy Club and
pick up your copy of
PLAYBOY or OUL lt's a news-
stand value worth up to $25.00

ayear.
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The Good Life is yours for just $25 for the first year. So order
your Key today and start enjoying the fun and solid savings
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licable in Texas. To order your
LL-FREE 800-621-1116.
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« Car Riding. Take off in a
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The Ultimate Get-
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where your Playboy Club Key
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Geneva, Wisconsin. (And if
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Club International Key you
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the realm. No hassle. Only
pleasure from PLAYBOY!
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DOING IT FOR PEANUTS

Ever since Jimmy Carter was elected President, peanuts have come out
of their shells and gone into everything from soup to nut-shaped

sofas. One of the latter, pictured above, is what ModernAge Inc.,

7000 W. Cermak Road, Berwyn, Illinois 60402, calls The Peanut
‘Téte-a-Téte, an 89-inch-long variation of the classic love seat on which
two people can share an evening of doing whatever comes naturally.
The price: $978, plus freight. The lowly goober never had it so good.

BORSCHT AND BRATWURST

This July 19 to August 6, New York State’s Catskill Mountains
(breeding ground of Borscht Belt comics) will once again be the site of
the sixth annual German Alps Festival, an Oktoberfest-type event
featuring three imported oompah bands, enough ethnic foodstuffs to
feed an army, a blitzkrieg of merchandise and a beer-hall tent stocked
with over 100 brews—all this plus dancers, art shows and more. For

a free color brochure, write to the German Alps Festival, Main

\  Street, Hunter, New York 12442. Buddy Hackett will not appear.

i PLAYBOY POTPOURRI

people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

MAKING CRIME PAY
If you'd like something a bit offbeat
to put on your coffee table next to
PLAYBOY, try subscribing to Spring 3100,
the slick ofhicial magazine of the New
York Police Department that’s published
by the men in blue out of 51 Chambers
Street, New York, N.Y. 10007. Five bucks
will get you six bimonthly issues stuffed
with departmental news, most-wanted
pictures, etc. And each April, there's
a hilarious lampoon issue that proves
cops do know how to laugh. Ha!

BIRD WATCHING
A Bird in the Hand Is Worth a Thousand
Words is the motto of Chi, Inc., a hip
company at P.O. Box 636, Cupertino, Cali-
fornia 95014, that's selling six different
rubber stamps (at $5.50 cach, postpaid)
for rigid-digit replies to whatever bugs
you. Besides the MEMo ong, you can
also order IN REPLY TO YOUR DEMAND,
REQUEST, INQUIRY, CRITICISM and PAID
UNDER PROTEST, We've flipped for them.

AN OFFICIAL INSTANT REPLY MESSAGE

1N REP
20 YOUR
HENO D,

€ 2077 O PROGUUTTONS




SKIN TRADE
We don’t know il the old say-
ing that “a sailor’s not a sailor
until he's been tattooed™
was coined by a company
called Spaulding & Rogers,
Route 85, New Scotland
Road, Voorheesville, New
York 12186, but we do know
that that company is the
mother lode of tattooing de-
signs and equipment. Three
dollars will get you its latest
catalog, which lists everything
a self-illustrator could desire:
skulls, devil dogs, naughty
ladies, dragons and even
a heart that says MoM.

WHAT A CATCH!
Anglers who have got it and
really want to flaunt it can
sink $950 into the Rolls-
Royce of bamboo fishing
poles—a Citation Rod manu-
factured by Weir & Son, P.O.
Box 1518, Los Gatos, Cali-
fornia 95030. The rod, which
is made of pre-embargo (1930)
cane, also features gold-
plated fittings, a hand-rubbed
ebony reel seat and a ma-
hogany or walnut velvet-lined
36" x 4" x 2" carrying case
that comes complete with a
silver plaque inlaid in the
cover lor an owner's initials.
And you can fish with it.

FIDDLE FADDLE
Military antiquities and
Western Americana are the
specialties of Fiddler's
Green, a store located at
3318 N. First Avenue, Tucson,
Arizona 85719. The hand-
made 19-inch-tall M-1884
Enlisted Man's Cavalry Boots,
at left, are just $92, postpaid,
the M-1884 Campaign Hat
is $27 (plus S10 for an officer’s-
hat cord) and the M-1885
Prairie Belt goes for $19.50.
Fiddler's has just published
a catalog, available for one
dollar, that lists its complete
line of stuff. Turn green,
guys. The model’s not
part of Fiddler’s inventory.

POMPEII AND CIRCUMSTANCE

A few years ago, we visited Pompeii and had to
bribe a guard to see some hot stuff. Today,

over 300 rare and beautiful relics of Pompeii—
the most comprehensive display ever seen out-
side Italy—are coming to America, thanks to
grants from the National Endowment for the
Humanities and Xerox Corporation. Pompeii
AD79 will visit Boston, Chicago and other

cities during the coming year. At its previous
stop, Denmark, it broke all attendance records—
and you know how jaded the Danes are.

BEWARE OF THE BLOB

Avant farmers have been using this stuff
for years, but for all you city slickers who
have never heard of it, Edmund Scientific,
7782 Edscorp Building, Barrington, New Jersey
08007, is selling a product called Super Foam
for only $10.95 for two 16-ounce cans. All

you do is combine equal portions of both cans,
stir for about 25 seconds and watch Super
Foam grow; the two cans will make about one
cubic foot of hardened foam, which you can

chip, chisel, etc. Let your imagination grow!

e
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WHEELING AND DEA“NG (continued from page 250)

“Rebozo nodded and said with a half-smile, ‘Good!
Would you like to help our President?’”

Dick Russell—the best friend I've got
in the whole world—gets up and snorts
and fusses and embarrasses me and the
President and the President’s brother
and his momma and daddy?”

-

It’s easy, now, to say that Bobby Bak-
er—or anyone else—should have known
better; that there is no free lunch, that
the piper must always be paid for his
tune. But that's in retrospect: after the
fact, postprison, post-Watergate. But
when you are young and hungry, and
vou see Presidents, Vice-Presidents, Sen-
ators and Cabinet members living the
good life free of the normal restraints—
riding high and mighty and receiving
public adulation despite their private
sins or errors—and when those same
powerful men are blowing smoke up
your ass and inviting you to join the
feast, well, you are likely to sit down at
the table and not worry about the even-
tual tab or think that you are the likely
one to pay it.

Shortly after my release in 1972, the
Nixon Administration was continuing in
its public pronouncements to treat the
Watergate case as “a third-rate bur-
glary,” though the world now knows
that frantic efforts were going on behind
the scenes to limit the investigation, to
stonewall it and to cover up. Despite the
carly diggings of Carl Bernstein and Bob
Woodward of The Washington Post, and
the complaints ol Senator George Mc-
Govern and other Democrats, the public
was paying only scant or perfunctory

attention. About the time that Republi-
cans were convening to renominate the
Nixon-Agnew ticket—which would put
the time at August of 1972—1 received
alarming news from an awtorney who
was a [ellow graduate of American Uni-
versity Law School. He had been ac-
cused of having given illegal advice in
connection with a securities [raud case.
My fellow grad's attorney, Benton Beck-
er—later President Ford's lawyer and
the one who would work out the agree-
ment pardoning Richard Nixon—had
prepared a memorandum for my friend,
the guts of which was that the Govern-
ment would not be interested in plea
bargaining with him unless he could
provide crucial evidence to convict Bob-
by Baker or some other prominent
Democrat.

“Convict me of what?" I asked him.

“Anything,” he said. “Tax evasion or
securities fraud or whatever.”

Some time later, I was taking the
holiday air at my old haunt, the Carou-
sel Motel in Ocean City, over the Labor
Day weeckend in 1972, and had just re-
turned lrom a walk along the beach,
when the switchboard operator told me
that she had an wrgent telephone mes-
sage for me. The message slip instructed
me to immediately call a Mr, Gregory
in Key Biscayne, Florida. Staring at the
unfamiliar name awhile, I had a hunch.
I then called the Miami operator and
found that the phone number *Mr,
Gregory” had left was that of the Key
Biscayne Bank & Trust Company. Since

I knew no one there except Bebe Rebozo,
whom I had met in the past, I knew he
had to be Mr. Gregory.

1 went to a safer phone than I thought
my Carousel room might provide and
called the Key Biscayne number. Al-
though it was a Sunday alternoon, Bebe
Rebozo's secretary answered. 1 told her
to tell him that “Bill Thompson™ was
calling. Bebe came on the line and said,
“We need to talk about a business ven-
tur¢ and I'd like you to Ay here imme-
diately. If you can arrange to get here
late tonight, we can meet for breakfast.
I'll have vou on your way by noon.” He
said he would make reservations for me
at the Key Biscayne Hotel in Key Bis-
cayne and would see me there at seven
o'clock the following morning.

We had breakfast in my suite. As soon
as he entered, Bebe pressed one finger
against his lips—until he’d turned the
television set on to a high-decibel level.
We sat close together. Bebe Rebozo
said, “Bobby, I know voure a Demo-
crat, but how do vou feel about Senator
McGovern?”

I said, “I think he’s a decent man, but
he's not my cup of tea. I think the nut
liberals have captured him and 1I'm afraid
of some of their wild schemes. I don't
think he'd be good for the country.”

Rebozo nodded. He tapped me on the
knee and said with a half-smile, “Good!
Would you like to help our President?”

1 gave careful thought to my response
and then said, “Well, I'm not real sure
how I'd go about it. I'm not the most
popular man in America, you know.”

“What do vyou know on Lamry
O'Brien?” Bebe Rebozo blurted.

I said, “Bebe, I don’t really know any-
thing on him. I don't like the bastard
and I know enough about politics to
figure he might be vulnerable in the
campaign-contribution category, but I
couldn’t prove a thing.”

“Try,” he said.

“I just don't have the goods,” I said.
“Honest. I was never close to the man;
we never operated in the same ball park,
even though we were on the same team.”

“What Democrat can vou give us?
They're trying to kill us with this Water-
gate fiasco. We gotta fight back.”

What Democrat can you give us? 1f I'd
had anv doubts that my new harassments
were tied to Republican fears of a Wa-
tergate explosion, they fiew off on wings.

“Have you heard anything about what
really happened at Chappaquiddick?
Did O’Brien play a big role in that?”

“Bebe,” I said, I was out of fashion
among Democrats long before Chappa-
quiddick. Except for Jack Kennedy him-
self, 1 was never even reasonably close
to the Kennedy people. I'm afraid T just
can't help you."

Rebozo said, “Well, keep your ears
open. Think about it.”

Almost immediately alter returning to
Washington, I had another message from
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Mr. Gregory. It asked that I call him
at an unfamiliar number in Kev Bis-
cayne. I did that from a pay telephone
and was instructed to call President Nix-
on's p(‘rs(mal attorney, Herb Kalmbach
of Newport Beach, California, who then
was staying at the Regency Hotel in New
York. “Call as Bill Thompson,” Re-
bozo instructed. “Use a safe telephone.”
Once I'd reached Kalmbach, he asked
me to mect him the next day in the
lobby of the Waldorf Astoria.
“There's a big clock there,” he said, “or
I think it's a clock. It's a round orna-
ment embedded in the tiles in the cen-
ter of the lobby. There are divanlike

main

scats on all sides of it. Sit facing the
Lexington Avenue entrance.”

1 had never met Kalmbach and knew
little about him; Watergate had not yet
catapulted him to infamy. Almost on
the dot of the appointed hour, a dis-
tinguished-looking, impeccably dressed
man entecred the lobby of the Waldorf
and after circling the centerpiece clock
a hall-dozen times, like Indians zeroing
in on a wagon train, he stcppcd forward
and said, “Mr. Bill Thompson?"

I said, “Yes, good to see you” We
shook hands.

Kalmbach seemed frightened. In a
low wvoice, he said, “Follow me about

BandB
The romance never goes out

of some marriages.

Perhaps some marriages are still made

in heaven. But one heavenly marriage

is made only in Fétamp, France.

It's B and B. Benedictine and Brandy.
With unmatched finesse, the

intriguing and enticing liqueur that

From Benedictine récamp, France

is Benedictine is wed to fine Cognac.
The result is what every marriage
should be—unvarying delight. That's
why when there is romance in your soul,
there should be B and B in your glass.

B and B “On the Rocks?” :

NEW YORK|!

20 paces to the rear and we'll find a
quiet place for lunch.”

Over lunch, Kalmbach seemed almost
desperate to uncover dirt involving
Larry O'Brien. “As I told Bebe,” I'said in
hushed tones, “I just don't know a
thing on the man.” I was at a loss.

Then Kalmbach said, *Tell me about
the TFX fAx."” Halfway through my reci-
tation of how big politicians and big
defense firms reach mutually beneficial
accords, he impatiently waved his hand
and saird, I know all that. too. Did
O'Brien have anvthing to do with the
TEX decision?” 1 said that I doubted
it; that, in the period we were talking
about, O'Brien had been more Indian
than chiel. His prominence came later.

“Hell,” I said, “I doubt if President
Kennedy thought enough of O'Brien's
abilities, outside of his political grunt
work and a minor talent for tactics, to
bring him on the inside. I can guarantee
vou he wasn’t on a level with Boly Mc
Namara and the other biggies who made
the TFX decision. O'Brien didn't
amount to much until Lyndon Johnson
made him Postmaster General.”

“Well,” Kalmbach said, “do vou have
anything on him [rom the Johnson era?”

“No,” I said. “Mr. Kalmbach, vou've
gotta remember that by the ume L.B.J.
got to the White House, I wasn't around.”

That news made Kalmbach
He toyed with his lood, pushing it
around on his plate, barcly nibbling at
it. 1 had the notion he didn't pill'lll'l'.ll-
larly enjov what he was doing, though
maybe that was because he was failing
to bring home the expected bacon. Alter
a bit, he said, “Well, 1t might be con-
venient lor vou should your memory im-
prove.” It was then I knew he was tough:
not the goody-goody he later represented
himself as being during the Watergate
hearings and at his subsequent trial.

I said, “Look, Mr. Kalmbach, I'm
damn near (I(-sp(‘r;llc 1o live my life with-
out additional complications. 1I' I had
what you wanted, I'd give it to vou. My
martyr mstincts are prewy damn well
depleted by now. But 1 don’t think it
would do anybody any good for me to
make up bullshit information.”

“Oh, no, no,” he said hastily. “That
would be counterproductive. We've got
to be certain of our facts. But we do
hope vou’ll continue to search your
memory.” We talked politics for a bit
in general terms; I then lannched into
a long discourse about my recwnring
problems with the _]u.s,:ice Deparmment.
Kalmbach's eves seemed to glaze over; |
had the impression he was pretending
to listen but that his mind was on va-
cation in a distant place. This is a smart
man, I thought, but he's a cold fish.

Kalmbiach soon called for the check,

Morose,

paid cash and suggested that I linger at
the table until he'd left the restaurant.
‘Throughout our meal, his eves had dari-
cd and searched the room, as if someone
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Introducing the exciting new Yamaha XS650
Special and XS400.

Motorcycles with the customized

4 comfort and styling you might
\_\héx want to add yourself, if you
had the time.

And the money.

And the patience.

_ The riding position is

B low, laid back and about as com-
—> fortable as you can get.

Because the stepped-down, contoured seat and

pull-back handlebars sit you “in” these machines

instead of “on” them.

And both of these beauties come right out
of the box with the sleek teardrop gas tank,
chopped and flared megaphone pipes, cast
aluminum wheels, trick paint, chrome, chrome,
and more chrome.

But lest you think it’s all for show, remember
that beneath the dazzling custom exterior lurks
the customary Yamaha four-stroke power,
handling and reliability.

The XS650 Special engine is a genuine
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classic: the single-overhead-cam vertical twin.
An example of traditional design combined with
modern technology, it’s a masterpiece of sim-
plicity, economy and performance. Wrap it up

in its shiny custom package and you've got the
ultimate urban cruiser.

The XS400 is the spitting image of the 650.
Only smaller. The seat is a mere 31 inches off
the ground for real “sit-in” comfort and styling.
Its 391cc SOHC twin pumps out quick, sure
power. A six-speed transmission makes it ver-
satile. And big bike features like an electric
starter and self-cancelling turn signals make it
abargain.

For you superbike fans, we also offer the
XS750 Special. In addition to its custom styling,
it sports a ferocious 747cc, three-cylinder, dual-
overhead-cam engine coupled with our smooth,
quiet, state-of-the-art shaft drive.

Great new motorcycles from Yamaha.

Test sit them soon at your Yamaha dealer.

When you know how they're built.



A camera can explore the world in
ways your eyes can't, stopping action
that's just a blur, bringing the distant up
close, capturing fine detail you might

It's only as creative as
the photographer
behind it.

The Canon AE-1can
make you a more cre-
ative photographer be-

almost total creative 8
freedom through com- ||
plete exposure automa- |
tion.Touse it, you just (G
focus and shoot. You
simply forget youre using a camera and
instead start creating beautiful photo-
graphs. And with this kind of direct op-
eration comes a versatility that's limited
only by your imagination.

With the AE-1's unique Power Winder

creation.
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miss. But the camera isn't an end in itself.

cause it gives you - AT

Explore o world of
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A, you have the option of motorized film
advance so you're ready for every shot, or
sequence photography of every move
your subject makes, at up to two frames
per second. And the Speedlite 155A elim-
" inates flash mistakes
the AE-1's aperture
/ 5 and shutter speed.
Automatically.
Boththe AE-1andits
sister camera, the AT-1
’l are capable of handling
almost any photo-
graphic challenge, ac-
cepting almost forty
Canon interchangeable
lenses and dozens of accessories.

If youre interested in bringing your cre-
ativity to life in pictures, you should be in-
terested in the Canon AE-1 or AT-1. Both
are very affordable. And both will bring you
worlds of photographic satisfaction.

your own

forever, because it sets

might be coming after us with a bench
warrant. Kalmbach gave the room a final
sweeping search, nml(lul abruptly and
took his leave. The next time I saw him,
he was on television, describing himself
to the Ervin committee as a duped and
innocent man.
]

My problems with investigators or the
highly placed who wied to intimidate
me didn't end until after the Nixon
Gang got off my back—and they didn't
get ofl it until the desperate scramble
to save their own asses gave them no
time to create mischiel for others. I try
not to hate people, or even to carry
around more grudges than can be com-
fultibl) Iifted, but I confess 10 experi-
enceing a n 1 little shudder of 103
on the day that ; 1 grand jury labeled my
self-righteous prosecutor, William O.
Bittman, as an “unindicted coconspira-
tor” for his role as a middleman be-
tween the Nixon White House and his
client, Watergate burglar E. Howard
Hunt, in the matter of hush money paid
to keep the lid on that historic case of
constitutional malfeasance.

I was [orced to walk a tightrope dur-
ing the Watergate investigation. Probers
for the Sp wecutor’s staff called
me in to ask why I had been wrading
telephione calls with Bebe Reboro. I
could not afford to say that I'd been
sought out and asked, under the implied
threat of going to jail again, to make a
fall guy ol Larry O'Brien or other Demo-
crats. Perhaps I should have done so, but
I knew it would explode into another
headline-making nightmare for me. I'd
had my fill of that.

Consequently, when the Special Prose-
cutor’s staffers ed me why I'd tral-
ficked in conversation with Bebe Rebozo,
I said, “I've known him for years.
We've been social Iriends and we've
talked over potential business deals. No
law against that. is the Did I recall
what we'd specifically talked about with-
i recent weeks? “Listen, when you have
as many problems as I have, it's hard to
remember what you had for breakfast
yesterday.” Had we discussed Watergate
in any lashion? “No.” Then [ decided to
take the offensive: “Now I have a ques-
tion: How did you know that wed
talked at all? You've got several dates
there on a piece of paper. For reasons
ol public relations, or politics, we uscd
fake names when calling each other.
Sometimes we called from pay tele
phones. My God, is no phone in Amer-

ica safe from electronic snooping? 1

don’t intend to answer another question
until I get some ansy " The investi-
gators, on the defensive, soon decided 1o
leave me alone. Exactly what I wanted.
The last thing I needed was w0 get
caught in a squecze between the Nixon
Admmistration and its I)(')]ili(;if invesLi-
gators: Once bit, twice shy. Perhaps it
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Craig has overcome these Ilmltatuons wl e niquely desngned Serles R
Trans-th speakers. These superb speakers e iver deep, full bass along with
brilliance and presence that surpass ali other car stereo speakers.

The heart of each speaker is the exclusive Trans-Rib™ radiating system.
Special sound transmission ribs, extending outward from the center of the
cone, distribute all frequencies from bass through tweeter range. Distortion
is reduced since all frequencies are radiated over the entire surface from the
single, braced cone.

Trans-Rib speakers feature the strongest magnet and voice-coil drive
system in mobile stereo. This produces extra punch at power peaks, deliver-
ing the sound dynamics of a live performance,

Each Trans-Rib speaker is designed to produce
the best possible sound for its particular mounting
environment, For example, Craig has engineered a
tuned ducted port in the rear deck flush mount
that vastly enriches the bass response.

Trans-Rib speakers can handle up to 50 watts
of power per channel. It is recommended that, for
maximum sound performance, they be matched
with a high output car stereo such as a Craig
Powerplay® or with a Craig Power Amplifier.
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A Exclusive Trans-Rib radiating system for
{full-cone tweeter with brilliance and presence
surpassing all other types of mobile speakers.

B Super-compliant foam edge for long cone
travel and true air-suspension bass. Motion-
restricting inner spider of ordinary speakers
is eliminated.

C Extra large 1.4" fong-throw voice coil of
aluminum wire, supported On exclusive
Teflon® bearing for ruggedness and long life.

D Large ferrite magnet in massive magnet
structure is fully coupled to voice coil through
extra-heavy pole plates and center post.

RIES [R.

TRANS-RIS SPEAI—CEES €3)
When youre serious about music.
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The Turkish Affair.

The East and the West are one.
Touch. Feel. Sense.

lzmira Vodka is an idea, an attitude, a
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was a reaction to having been tapped
and bugged by so many Government
agencies in my own right, but at any
rate, I got word to Bebe that the prose-
cutor’s boys might be listening in on his
calls and he should proceed with ex-
treme caution.
[ ]

Senator Howard Baker of Tennessce, a
Republican member of the Ervin com-
mittee, sent word that he would like 1o
see me at his home during the Water-
gate hearings. Although I did not know
Senator Baker well, 1 long had been a
friend of his wife, Joy, the daughter of
the late Senator Everett Dirksen of Illi-
nois. After we'd had a drink, Senator
Baker suggested we take a stroll in his
rose gardcn. We walked for a bit and he
said, “Bobby, I wanted to get out of the
house, because I can’t be certain it’s not
bugged. With everything we're learning
about the FBI, the CIA and ewven the
White House itself—well, I just don’t
know whom to trust.” He went on to ask
whether I'd picked up anvthing from
my Democratic contacts that might indi-
cate what Witergate had been all about
in the first place: “What in the name of
God did they think they would find in
Larry O'Brien’s office? Why did they tike
that foolish risk when they already had
the election won?”" I told the Senator
I was as puzzed as he was and had not
even a helpful rumor to pass on.

That was shortly alter Alexander But-
terficld had astonished the world by re-
vealing the existence of the White House
taping system: that President Nixon had
gone so kar as to bug himself and anvone
who had contact with him. “It seems too
pat, too set,” Senator Baker said. “But-
terhield’s rumored to have been a CIA
man. The Watergate burglars had CIA
connections. CIA tracks turn up every-
where we look.” Did President Nixon
have such dirt on the CIA that its top
dogs feared he'd (lu.lrr)y them, and did
they, in turn, “accidentally” reveal the
White House tapes through Butterfield?

ain, I had wo plead that I had no spe-

information. I was puzzled by why
Senator Baker had asked to see me:
What could I know of the CIA? Prob-
ably he knew I'd been in contact with
Bebe Rebozo and mavbe he'd heard I'd
been subjected to pressures by figures
involved in the Watergate mvestigation
and cover-up. Was he, then, atempting
to extract imformation that might hon-
estly axd him in his investigative deliber-
auons? Or, conversely, could he, as a
leading Rupul)li(::m, be conducting a
fishing expedition for the Nixon White

e i an attempt to learn what dam-

> or embarrassing things 1 m
have heard? 1 asked myself those ques-
tions as we walked in the ator’s
tree-lined neighborhood. 1 feared to say
anything of substance, though I've never
found Senator Baker to be anything but




“Could you come back later, Howard? We're still kissing the bride!”
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friendly, considerate and a gentleman.
I simply had seen so much of intrigue,
illegal wire taps, perjury, double crosses
and threats that I had reached an ad-
vanced stage of paranoita and confusion
that left me wondering—just as Senator
Baker wondered—whom to trust. So I
said nothmg then—and, indeed, until
now—to indicate any contact with Wa-
tergate characters.
.

One afternoon in September 1972, not
long alter Rebozo and Kalmbach had
held my feet to the fire, T received a
telephone call at my Washington home
from Walter }Lnkms It was the first
time I'd heard from L.B.].'s old Texas
staff chief since he'd telephoned me in
1964 to sav that President Johnson
would like my thoughts on whom he
should choose as Vice-President. (I had
argued for Senator Eugene McCarthy,
who probably would have proved a dis-
astrous selection. As the Vietnam war
worsened, Johnson and McCarthy would
have had the worst fratricidal split since
Franklin D. Rooscvelt and his V.P., john
Nance Garner, had flallen out over the
third-term issue.) Not many months aft-
er that call, Jenkins would resign from the
White House staff following his arrest
on a morals charge and would disap-
pear to Texas. I had heard nothing
from him since.

“Bobby,” he said, “keep tlus strictly
in the lamily. President and Mrs. John-
son would like to invite you and Mus.
Baker to spend a weekend at the L.B.]J.
ranch soon—if you're interested.”

“Of course I'm interested, Walter.
Tell The Leader I'm at his beck and call.
I couldn’t be more delighted.”

We agreed on a date in early October;
Jenkins said he'd get back to me with
details and again cautioned, “This 1s
to be very private. No publicity before,
during or after.” I said that was fine
with me and then asked, “Walter, do you
know if The Leader wants to see me for
any particular reasonz"”

Jenkins hesitated while I listened to
the telephone wire hum across the miles
to Texas. Then he said, “Well, Mr.
Johnson isn't in the best of health. He's
been seeking out old [riends lately. I
think he's mending fences.”

It was a beautiful sunny October day
when my wife and T flew into Austin.
Jenkins met us at the arport and quick-
ly wshered us muo lus car, as il cager to
hide us. En route to his ofhice, I said,
“Walter, level with me. How ill is he?”

Jenkins said, “I'm afraid he's worse off
than people know. He's absolutely pre-
occupied with his death and talks about
it far too much. He's drinking and
smoking again. I worry about him.”

When Dorothy and 1 drove up to the
gates of the L.B.J. ranch the following
alternoon, a Secret Service man told us
to wait in the library, because the former
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of driving experience.

A responsive car thats fun to drive.

Le Car comes with front-wheel
drive, rack and pinion steering, four-
wheel independent suspension and
Michelin steel-belted radials, all

L
=

iy

P, 5
'ﬁy-_"ﬁ‘r

- LeCarbyRenault®

standard. (Chevette, Rabbit, Honda
Civic and Fiesta don't offer this com-
bination of standard features.) What
all these features add up tois an

exciting drive instead of a tedious trip.

Front-wheel drive means superior
traction under all sorts of conditions.

Rack and pinion steering adds a
responsiveness that makes Le Car
easier to handle. Le Car owners ac-
tually look forward to winding coun-
try roads.

Four-wheel independent suspen-
sion means not only great handling
but a ride so remarkably smooth that
Car & Driver called it,“a new stan-
dard for small cars.”

Michelin tires have a proven
record of excellence in providing
superior handling and aiding gaso-
line economy.

Le Car gets 41 MPG highway/26
MPQG city according to 1978 EPA fig-
ures* Remember: these mileage
figures are 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.

Smaller outside, bigger inside.

LeCar is designed to give you the
most interior passenger room while
using the least exterior space. And
its rear seats fold down to give you
more luggage space than Civic and
Chevette.

In Europe nearly two million peo-
ple (that’s more than Rabbit and
Fiesta combined) drive Le Car with
a passion. Here in America, Le Car
has more than doubled sales in 1977.
And in an independent study Le Car
owner satisfaction was rated an
amazingly high 95%. The price for
all this? A very satisfying $34951.

Le Weekend Car. One of the nicest
things about owning it is that you
can also drive it the other five days
of the week. For more information
call 800-631-1616 for your nearest
dealer. In New Jersey call collect
201-461-6000.

*California excluded. | P.0.E. East Coast: Price
excludes transportation, dealer preparation and
taxes, Stripe, Mag wheels, Sun roof and Rear wiper/
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President was taking a nap. A few mo-
ments later, however, a buzzer sounded
and another Secret Service agent bounded
into the back part of the Johnson ranch
house. He soon returned, beckoning us
to follow.

I was so unprepared for L.B.].s ap-
pearance when we entered his bedroom,
I'm afraid my [ace registered shock. Lyn-
don Johnson was very fat, most pale and
white-haired; he'd aged far more than
his infrequent newspaper photos had led
me to expect. There was an oxygen
mask by his bed, which he frequently
used to aid his breathing; he was re-
moving it from his [ace as we walked
into the room. He put on a hig smile,
however, and after kissing my wife, he
gave me a warm embrace. “Bobby,” he
said, “it's been a long time. Too long.”

With that, he launched into a discus-
sion of his health woes. “T went to see
Dr. DeBakey down in Houston about
open-heart surgery and I consulted Dr.
James Cain and others at the Mayo Clin-
ic, but they all thought the operation
would be a waste ol time and that I

might die on the operating table. I've
got cancer, oo, you know.” I was aston-
ished: Nobody knew that in 1972. L.B.J.
had another surprise ready: “When they
removed those throat polyps when I was
President,” he said, “they found out they
were malignant. Of course, we didn't
make that public. And later, when I had
my gall bladder removed and the press
jumped on me for showing my scar—
well, hell, I did that on purpose, so ru-
mors wouldn’t get started I'd had a
cancer operation. If the damn Presicdent
has much more than a hangnail, the
stock market goes crazy.” He gulped
from the oxygen mask and his color
began to improve.

Later in the alternoon, we sat on the
patio, overlooking the Pedernales River,
watching several workmen install new
sod in the yard; our discussion soon
drifted to politics.

“Leader, what do you think of Nixon
as President?”

L.B.J. said, ““He's treated me with re-
spect—and that’s more than I can say
for a lot of Democrats. Half of ‘em, you

“Every little bit helps.”

know, they’ve turned my picture to the
wall. President Nixon's sent Henry Kis-
singer to brief me, he consults with me
personally. I've made it a point to re-
frain from expressing my opinions and
beliefs since 1 left the White House. No
President nceds a former President look-
in' over his shoulder or second guessin’
him and poppin’ oft.”

I asked whether he missed the Presi-
dency. “Bobby, the Presidency is worse
than being in jail.”

I said, “I kinda doult
Leader.”

L.B.J.’s cheeks colored slightly at my
personal reference, but he didn’t other-
wise acknowledge it. He said, “When
everybody was riotin’ in the sureets over
Vietnam, 1 got as high as 500 death
threats a week. We kept it out of the
papers, but more than 20 people scaled
that big high fence at the White House,
trying to get to me. If I wanted to go
to Mass with my daughter Luci, I had
to go at two o'clock in the mornin'—
sneaking around like a tire thief, so
some nut wouldn’t kill me. It's a terrible
leeling knowing that so many people
want to hurt you, when vou're doing
the best you know how for your coun-
try. Any President of any political party
has my sympathy and my prayers. I
miss the action sometimes—but 1 don't
miss the office.”

As dusk began to settle over the hill
country and the ranch workmen headed
for their homes, L.B.]. began to ruminate
about his own Cabinet. “I'll always love
Dean Rusk, bless his heart. He stayed
with me when nobody else did. You

that, Mr.

“know, Rusk came to me and said ‘he was

gonna have to resign and I asked him
why. And he said that his daughter was
gonna marry a Negro and it might em-
barrass the Administration. It was the
only time I ever got mad at Dean Rusk.
[ told him, *This 1s the most progressive
Administration in the civil rights field
in history, and you're gonna quit it
over that? You better start thinkin' right.
[ want the Johnson Administration to
practice what it preaches.’

“Bob McNamara started out being a
good man. But he got worried he was
on the wrong side of the war after his
Kennedy friends turned against it, and
so he started wringin' his hands and
flip-Hoppin®. Stewart Udall, he was always
Kissin® up to Lady Bird, but somectimes
I couldn’t count on him when I needed
him—or even find him. He'd be off
floating down a goddamn river or watch-
ing some tame Indians dance. Willard
Wirtz, my Labor man, got to liking the
Georgetown crowd too much. You know,
ol' Harry Truman said his biggest mis-
take was appomting Tom Clark to the
Supreme Court. Well, my biggest mis-
take was appointing Tom’s son, Rarmsey,
as my Attorney General. He couldn’t



PRE-MIXED AN

READY-TO-ENJO
from 25 to 40 proof

Anytime. Anywhere. Good times g
better with Cocktails For Two
Each one serves up two zesty an
delicious drinks. And because they com

in "keep-cool' glass bottles, they’il sta

that way. Wherever you go. Whatever you do

Inciudes all your favorite cocktails

Pina Colada, Banana Colada, Tequila Sunrise
Strawberry Margarita, Vodka Screwdriver
Vodka Gimlet, Whiskey Sour, Daiquiri, Margarita
Manhattan, Black Russian, Apricot Sour

Scotch Sour, Vodka Martini, Extra Dry Martini

Look for the
convenient
Cocktails For Two
Self-Service

Display.

Cocklails For Two Distilling Co
Lawrenceburg. In. and Fresno. Ca. i) 1978




PLAYRBOY

266

SATIN SHEETS

Manufacturer's Low Mill Price
Machine Washable, 225 Thread count with

150 denier acetate thread. 16 colors: Avo-
cado Green, Black, Royal Blue, Bronze, Gold,
Hot Pink, Lt. Blue, Mint, Orange, Purple,
Red, Silver, Sunflower, White, Yellow, Pink.
Entire set includes: 1 straight top sheet, 1
fitted sheet, 2 matching pillowcases.
TwinSet  $24.00 Queen Set $33.50
Full Set  $29.50 King Set  $39.50

3 letter monogram on 2 cases — $3.00

WE PAY POSTAGE

Charge your order to your credit card. |MME-
OIATE SHIPPING on Credit Card and Money
Orders, American Express, Mastercharge, Bank-

Americard accepted. Include Signature, Account
Number & Expiration Date.

FOR RUSH, RUSH ORDERS
Call 201-222-2211

24 Hours a Day, 7 Days a Week.
). & N. Y residents add sales tax
DJrect Retail Sales 10-4, Mon.-Fri.

Royal Creations, L,

t. X3 330 Fifth Ave., Mew York, N. Y. 10001

Satin sfécp teddy
designed by Ora Feder.

Visit our boutique in Stanford Shopping
Center, Palo Alto, or send $2.00 for
luxurious color catalogue of designer
lingerie. Vicloria’s Secret, Dept. F

RO. Box 31442, San Francisco, CA 94131

make up his mind about a fish fry.
Wanted to go around preachin’ bleed-
ing-heart stuff, but he never did a damn
thing. I heard Dick Nixon make a cam-
paign speech against Ramsey Clark one
night and 1 had to sit on my hands so
I wouldn't cheer it.

“Hell, even some of my old staffers
let me down. Bill Moyers, I 'made that
kid, then he took up with the Kennedys
and got to the point where he knew ten
times as much as 1 did. George Reedy
went off and wrote a book that made
me sound like a mad king without cven
mentioning my name. It's funny—the
only one of my old hands that has much
to do with me is Walter Jenkins. And,
hell, even Walter won't pick up the
telephone and call me. I always got to
call lam.”

I could see that L.B.]. was getting into
one of his self-pitving moods and I tried
to head him off at the pass. “Leader,”
I said, “what does your heart truly say
to you about George McGovern?”

“Bobby,"” he said, 1 despise the s.o.b.”

“Then how,” I asked, “could you have
invited him to your ranch and told the
world you'd vote for him in November?”

We had left the ranch house as this
conversation began; L.B.]. drove toward
an old farm house on the hill near his
private airstrip. He seemed restless and
couldn’t be still. Johnson thought about
my question for a moment and said,
“Well, he's my party’s nominee. But
understand one thing, Baker: [ didn't
invite McGovern to the ranch. Sargent
Shriver—and I genuinely like him and
respect him—called and asked if he and
Senator McGovern could visit me here
at the ranch. 1 invited 'em to lunch.
And goddamn if they didn’t arrange a
big press conference without consulting
me! 1 was so pissed off 1 came within
an inch of canceling the luncheon. But
Lady Bird said, ‘No, Lyndml, it would
areate havoc within the party. And 1
decided, well, no use in creating a big
stink. The Democratic ticket’s already
in so much trouble it's a bad joke.

“Bobby, I can't understand why Mar-
vin Watson and George Christian and
those other boys of mine joined John
Connally's Democrats for Nixon move-
ment. John's a damn fool to turn on the
party that elected him governor as long
as he wanted it. He's gonna regret it
one day. George McGovern, why, he
couldn’t carry Texas even if they caught
Dick Nixon fuckin’ a Fort Worth sow.
There just wasn’t any need for John to
get out front. It's embarrassing to me.
Now, hell, John could sneak around and
vote Republican-—but he didn’t have to
beat his breast and yodel like Tarzan!”

Of the Kennedys, he said, “"Well,
they're all dead except Ted and I never
knew him well. He's still the [air-haired
boy where the national press is con-
cerned. You know, if I'd killed a girl

like he did, then they'd have wanted to
send me to the electric chair. Jack Ken-
nedy always treated me fairly and con-
siderately. Mrs. Kennedy did, too. When
I was Vice-President, Jackie sent me a
handwritten note asking my help in
getting funds for her restoration of the
White House. I helped her all 1 could
and she was truly warm and good to
me—right up until Jack was assassinat-
ed. After that, I don’t know, it seemed
like she and the other Kennedys seemed
to somehow blame me for it. Maybe 1t
was because it happened in Texas. We
invited her to the White House and
tried to do all we could for her, but
we didn't get much of a response.”
Again, Lady Bird injected soothing
words about the character and strength
ol the Kennedy women. L.B.J. sat si-
lently, puffing a cigarette. He seemed
jittery and impatient and soon broke
in to suggest that his wife show my
wife her flower beds.

When we were again alone, Johnson
returned to the subject of what he
called “the pitiful inadequacy” of Ram-
sey Clark as Autorney General. 1 said,
“Leader, pound for pound, Edward Ben-
nett Williams was the ablest lawyer in
Washington and he definitely wanted
to be part of your team. He'd have
jumped at the chance to be your A.G.”

L.B.]. looked startled and said, “Then
why in hell didn't he tell me? Why
didn’t you tell mer”

I refrained from saying that L.B.J.
hadn’t been noted for his attempts to
contact me during his White House
years. Instead, I said, “Well, it's difficult
for a man to seek an office that you've
filled with the son of an old friend.”

Johnson said, “I wish I'd known of Ed
Williams® interest. But a President is
surrounded by so many problems and
has so many people grabbing at him, he
seldom has time to sit back and think.
You wind up reacting, when you oughta
be acting on a positive plan, because
there’s seldom time to think things
through. You run around putting your
fingers in the leaks, trying to patch this
or that up, but it’s all too hully-gully.

“You know, I olten think it’s a good
thing that Hubert Humphrey never got
to be President—Ilor his own good as
well as the good of the country. He
can’t say no to anybody about anything,
he hasn't got much more spine than a
small girl and he runs his mouth 90
miles an hour without thinking about
what he's saving. Hubert, he'd have
promised a half dozen people to ap-
point 'em to the same ofhce, and then
he never would have slowed down long
enough to appoint any one of "em. He'd
probably have had a crisis in the White
House about two hours and I
think the office would have driven him
absolutely crazy.”

a
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JON VOIGl'" (continued from page 49).

““Mom wants me wearing the colors of her kitchen
linolewm because that’s what she likes.””

The All-American Boy. “I've made a lot
of movies with a political edge to them,
though I don’t know enough to be a
good propagandist. People like Jane are
better at that. I have tremendous admira-
tion for her. She has a gift for believing
absolutely what she says and not ques-
tioning that belief. Sometimes she has
not been right and sometimes she has
been dead right. But somebody had to
do what she did. My problem is, I ques-
tion evervthing. 1 wry to see all points
of view. Professionally, this mayv have
hurt me. Anyway, them's some of mah
feelings.”

Whenever he catches himsell sounding
a shade pontifical or too charmingly

earnest, Voight tends to work in a touch
of self-mocking comic reliel. “When 1
start laughing at moments of audacity
in a script, that's how I know I want
to work on a character. In people like
Jerry Hellman, who produced Coming
Home, or Jane, or John Schlesinger, or
Hal Ashby, there’s a madness that’s home
base for me. If you had met my mother,
you'd understand.”

Meeting Jon's mother turned out to be
simple enough. An invitation to tag
along to critic Judith Crist's weekend
film seminar at the Tarrytown Confer-
ence Center—where Voight and Coming
Home would be the star attractions—was
followed by an invitation to drive up

“My position on premarital sex? Preferably on top.”

from Manhattan in a limousine with
him. There'd be a stopover in Scarsdale
to collect his mom.

“You might as well sce where I was
raised,” said Voight as the limo purred
along a winding street toward a white-
stucco house in the heart of suburbia.

Mrs. Voight, a crisp and energetic
lady wearing a pants suit to match her
trimly bobbed white hair, greeted Jon
at the door. Because this was their first
meeting since her son’s arrival from the
West Coast, she had some gifts for him:
an eggshaped plastic puzzle that he fig-
ured out in just under 60 seconds; a
battery-operated pencil sharpener for
his desk (“Can you rewrn it, Mom? It’s
vidiculous . . . this has got to go back™);
a bright red sweater that evoked groans
(“It's not my color, Mom, it’s your col-
or”) and a blue knitted pullover that
he promised to put on immediately and
did.

“You wouldn’t want to go there look-
ing like that,” remarked Mrys. Voight,
who took a dim view of her son’s Holly-
wood-homespun  ensemble, everything
gray but his blue jeans.

A short tour of the house became a
concise family history, liberally illus-
trated by framed cartoonish sketches Jon
drew in his early teens, before he grad-
uated from high school and moved on to
Catholic University to study art and
scenic design. His father, Elmer, who
died a couple of years ago, was a golf
pro in Westchester. Jon has two broth-
ers. The younger is Chip Taylor, 38, a
country composcr-singer who has turned
out several hit records and done a bit of
acting on the side in rather obscure
European films. Brother Barry, wha's 40,
is a geologist.

The motherson debate about the
dress code continued in a bantering tone
en route. At the inn in Tarrytown,
belore Jon agreed to put on his best gen-
tlemanly blue suit for the evening ses-
sion, Mrs. Voight jostled him into a
spirited wrestling match, which he won
by pinning her to the bed mn his room.
“When I get together with my mom, it's
like I'm sull 13,” he said, catching a
breath. “She wants me wearing the col-
ors of her kitchen linoleum because
that's what she likes. She's a sweetheart,
though, a lady who's extremely sure that
she represents everything that's right.
Actually, my mom is a pugilist—she's
heen verv, very [rustrated since she re-
tired from the ring.”

Despite breezy, fond references to his
mom, dad and brothers, Voight is reti-
cent when personal questions come up.
“There are complications in that area,”
he says. “I don't really like to talk about
my private life.”” He nevertheless appears
often in public with actress Stacey Pick-
ren, a comely brunette who appears
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# ==—_and comfortably
s

priced.

e

BY FLORSHEIM °

briefly in Coming Home as a hooker un-
dismayed by tricking with paraplegics.
Jon refers to her casually as “the lady 1
live with . . . I love her verv much.”
He'll also hasten to phone California for
an amiable chat with his estranged wile,
Marsh (“the mother of my children™),
and his young son and daughter. “I've
got a lot of people in my life that I love™
is his final word on the subject.

The Tarrytown audience turned out
to be a mixed group of oglers and avid
film buffs, among them Mike and Debby
Sands of West Orange, New Jersey. Mike
reintroduced himself as an Army buddy
whom Jon hadn’t seen since Fort Dix in
1963. Their unexpected reunion led to
a lot of backslapping, hoots of laughter
and the inevitable anecdotes, mostly
about a barracks character named
George Track, who would often sum up
his view of Army life by announcing
dourly: “This is very bad shit.” It's an
expression Jon still relishes and keeps in
reserve for appropriate moments.

One question that didn't come up
during the Q & A session after the screen-
ing of Coming Home would have dealt
with the cut made in the dialog that dis-
appoints him: a few phrases during the
film’s eloquent love scene that might
have helped clarify how a paralyzed man
manages sex. Lhe missing bit consisted
of Jane’s wondering shyly whether it
was “getting hard,” with Jon respond-
ing, “Well . . . vou can’t always count
on it.”

His lively Tarrytown stint wound up
with Jon flexing his biceps in a droll,
impromptu imitation of Burt Reynolds’
beefcake shots. “You put glycerine,
which Feels lousy but looks like real
sweat, on your skin. Burt uses it all the
time. He has a sweat man standing by
while the muscles ripple——"

Although he facetiously claims he was
“sleeping” during his cxtended hiatus
from films, Voight has stayved awake long
enough to collaborate on three sull-
unproduced screenplays and to appear
onstage in Hamlet and A Streetcar
Named Destve. His next move could be
a big Broadway production of Hamlet.
“With Coming Home as a spotlight, I
may get an opportunity to do it in New
York this [all. I'm blessed with a fairly
young physique and a young face, but
that ain’t gonna last [orever. I'd love to
act Hamlel in a wav that reallv excites
people,” he says. "I think people are al-
witys interested to see somebody try some-
thing difficule. It’s like Evel Knievel
going across the gorge or Muhammad
Ali fighting. You're cither gonna win
or get knocked out. That's a great, preat,
great high. So why not take the risk? Go
crazy.”

[f this be madness, Voight talks like
a man set to make the most of it.

—BRUCE WILLIAMSON
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T!:le question is, how well?
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A LITTLE COFFEE, M'DEAR?

ea for two, cocktails for two—why not coffee for
two? The diminutive coffee makers pictured here
are a mixed breed: Some are as new as a handful of
Colombian beans just picked by Juan Valdez, while
others have been time-tested. Except for -the Personal
Coffeemaker (one cup), they can brew from two to six cups
of delicious Java faster than you can say Mrs. Olson. The
Chemex, for example, is an old-reliable model that’s been
around for years. All you do is pop in the paper filter and

HABUO NAEAMURA

1 Java lovers will dig this little fellow, the
Personal Coffeemaker, which works on the
drip principle; just plug it in and relax— |
in no time, you're served fresh coffee, |
one hot mug at a time, by Melitta, $19.95.

2 The Chemex filter drip, as explained in the
text above, is considered by many to be the |
grand old man of filter-drip coffee makers; |
it has a two-to-six-cup capadity, $17.95; the
electric warmer, also by Chemex, is $14.95.

3 Schiller and Asmus’ filter coffee maker
that's made of white porcelain serves four |
to six cups; and if you're short on storage |
space, you can remove the filtering ap-
paratus and—presto!—it’s a teapot, $34.95.

add a heaping tablespoon of coffee for each cup and one
for the pot. Boiling water goes from the kettle to a Pyrex
measuring cup, then over the grounds. In a jiffy, you have
great coffee at the bottom of the pot (enough for half a
dozen cups) and an easy cleanup at the top. Put the heat-
resistant Chemex on an electric warmer, pour yourself a
mug and settle back. But you’re not going to sip solo, we
hope. Who wants to drink alone when you're bright-eyed,
bushy-tailed and full of coffee beans? —ROBERT L. GREEN

Neapolitan coffeepot brews up to four 4
cups on the stove via its filter system—
and when the coffee’s ready, you can then
__ remove the upper section and use the lower
one as a coffee server, from Hoffritz, $6.

Krups America’s electric Kaffee-Automat of 5
white plastic makes a handsome addition to
any bachelor kitchen’s countertop; it will
deliver up to four cups of coffee in short
order and can also brew a pot of tea, $35.

Velox’ chrome-and-plastic espresso maker 6
delivers up to four cups of Continental-style
after-dinner coffee; it features an auto-
matic shutoff that guards against acciden-
tal spill-overs, from Ramsey Imports, $45.
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MAZDA PUTS ITALLTOCETHER

car list are the Jaguar and the Healey. Panteras and

Cobras are vintage cars now. Into the breach from

the Far East comes Mazda with new ideas about
what a sports car should be. It's the RX-7. I've preview-
driven it in Japan and it is very good.

What hurt Mazda in the darkest days of the long lines to
the gas pumps, the Wankel rotary, is just what makes its
new RX-7 sports car so special. Sure, there were Mazda cars
with rotary engines on the U.S. market before—the R100,
RX-2, RX-3, RX-4 and Cosmo. But they weren't like the RX-7.
They were designed to take either a rotary or a normal
piston engine. They didn’t take full advantage of what
Mazda’s high priest of the rotary, Kenichi Yamamoto, calls
its “compact and vibration-free drivability and comfort-
ability.” So Mazda went all the way with the RX-7, giving it
the low hood and the light front end, for good weight dis-
tribution, that only exclusive design around a rotary engine
can bring about.

The RX-7 (which will replace the RX-3 in America) is a

T he old order changeth plenty. Gone from the sports-

automatic transmission. Its top speed is well on the happy
side of 115 mph.

What's so nice about the RX-7 is that it does all that with
no noise and fuss. There’s just a hum of power inside and a
jetlike whoosh outside. Its stiff coupe body gives it a solid
feel and all the bits seem well screwed on. Lots of links and
rubber bushings keep the live rear axle in its place. And the
handling is safe but not boring, responsive but not nervous.
(Muscle-building note: Steering is on the heavy side when
parking and there’s no power option.) As for the look of the
RX-7, 1 like it. It'’s a functional, efficient design inside and
out, and shows it. Missing are the curlicues that have
marred many shapes from Japan. Its low air drag will count
toward projected FPA combined city and highway mileage
figures of 23 mpg for the five-speed and 20 mpg for the
automatic. An optional dealer-instalied rear spoiler will
give the tail a sexy touch.

But I've saved the best news for last. This is not a limited-
production car with a five-figure price. Mazda may deliver
20,000 RX-7s to its dealers during 1978. And because the

Below: The gentleman contentedly at speed behind the wheel of Mazda's rotary-engined RX-7 is author Karl Ludvigsen, who put the car through

T

sports car because Mazda thinks a two-seater will best
display the fine points of the rotary. Yamamoto: “We have
found that the sports car is the kind of car in which the
rotary expresses itself best.” And mighty expressive it is.
Though the two-rotor engine turns out only 100 SAE net
horsepower, in the 2400-pound RX-7, it seems to be pro-
ducing more. It can get to 60 in under nine seconds with a
manual shift (a five-speed overdrive box is optional) and do
it in under 11 seconds with the extra-cost automatic. Unlike
many sports cars, the RX-7 feels punchy with its three-speed

its paces on a Japanese test track. As the inset shows, the RX-7’s instrument panel comes out of the no-nonsense school of design.

RAY GRIFFIN

RX-7 is tooled for mass production, its base price is ex-
pected to be under $6000 (the additional tab for the GS
version, with added trim and goodies, will run some $500).
Even with alloy wheels, another option, the total bill ought
to be under $7000.

In short, | think this is one of the most attractive, af-
fordable sports cars to hit these shores since the Datsun
Z-car. Remember how hard it was to get a Z when it first
came out? I'll be very surprised if the same thing doesn’t
happen with the RX-7. —FKARL LUDVIGSEN
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GEAR

CARRIAGE TRADE

ack in those halcyon days when you were a kid, there
was probably an ancient, black Smith-Corona, Royal
or Underwood typewriter tucked away up in the
eaves. You'd haul it out (and those babies could give
Charles Atlas a hernia), crank in a sheet of paper and bang
away on the keys—which invariably became wedged to-
gether in one mass of inky steel. Compare that experience
with the one you'll have after you've equipped your study
or home office with one of the new portable typewriters

Above: Smith-Corona’s Coronamatic 2200 is a 19-pound
electric portable that features a quick-change cartridge
ribbon system (choose carbon for a sharp, executive look,
fabric for routine typing and color for impact and indi-
viduality) and changeable type faces, $320, including case.

that everybody’s picking up (literally picking up, as most
weigh in around 20 pounds). Many are electric—or you
can opt for a manual machine—and quite a few come
with a choice of type styles. The Olivetti Lexikon 82 pic-
tured below, in fact, is the first electric portable to offer
interchangeable type faces. For business letters, just snap
in the pica, elite or livius type ball and get clicking; later, in
the wee small hours of the morning, you can switch to an
informal face, such as sirio, and write your girl a poem.

Below: Ungawa, bwana! The Royal Safari manual port-
able is the perfect machine for beating about the bush,
as it’s ultralightweight (only 10%2 pounds) and designed
to endure rugged use; features include an extra-wide
typing line, triple-setting Touch Control and a choice
of three type faces, $79.95, including a carrying case.

Below: Olivetti’s Lexikon 82 electric portable brings to
the home many features previously available only on
office typewriters, including interchangeable typing
balls, $13 each, quick-change ribbon cartridges and a
speed of 660 characters per minute, $329 with case.

Above: The Adler Satellite 2001 is an out-of-this-world
electric portable that makes typing a snap; it offers a
glare-free block keyboard, retractable page-end indicator,
an automatic vertical line spacer and paper inserter, Instant
Set visible margin controls and four repeat keys, with the
facility to adjust any key to repeat, $410, including case.

RICHARD 1ZUI
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GRAPEVINE

Charlie’s Charlie

Say hello to SHELLEY HACK, the top model whom you will recognize as
Revlon’s ubiquitous Charlie girl. Soon you will recognize her as the leading
lady in her first film, “If Ever | See You Again”; it co-stars Joe Brooks, the
former jingles composer who put together the “You Light Up My Life”
bonanza. In the film, Hack plays an artist whose life is complicated by a
former boyfriend. Move over, Lauren Hutton.

STEEN SVYENSSON

Hold the Peanut Butter

What, you may ask, is lovely nude AMY
MADIGAN doing in a tub filled with jelly?
Good question. The answer: promoting
her rock group, Jelly. Madigan has since
moved on to a solo career and expects to
have a new album out late this summer
with studio help from her friends in Little
Feat. Good thing her former group wasn’t
called Chicken Fat.

‘.‘0??

MEAL PRESTON [MIRAGE ©



Love to

Slug You, Baby

Finally. After all these
months, the true story
behind MUHAMMAD
ALl's stunning upset by
Leon Spinks can be told.
It was not his excessive
weight or poor condi-
tioning that did Ali in,
our sources report, but
rather, it was his deci-

sion to take on disco
queen DONNA SUMMER

as his prefight sparring
partner. The consensus
among Ali followers was
that, though Summer
had proved her ability to
take a punch, she had
yet to deliver the solid
combination that could
put her over the top. No
one much liked Ali's pick
of KRIS KRISTOFFERSON
as training-camp referee,
either; something about
his being a honkie pretty-
boy drugstore cowboy
who ripped off our blues.

A Long Time Ago,

in a Trash Can Far, Far Away....

CARRIE FISHER knows from garbage. She and her friends Luke and
Han fell into a room full of it while trying to escape from Darth
whatsis in that funny space picture. Fisher was pretty much un-
known before that movie, but when she rambled into New York
City last winter, the press followed her everywhere—and we mean
everywhere! Such is fame. Now Fisher is about to start filming a
sequel to the space picture, with Mark Hamill and Harrison Ford
again her co-stars; and, since creator George Lucas has written ten
more scenarios about Princess Leia Organa and her mates, this

adventure could go on for a few more light-years. E
S &
= o
3
£  Tell Them Groucho,
x  or Maybe Harpo, Sent You

We don’t have any hot news on a Beatles re-
union, but we do have some new stuff on
GEORGE HARRISON. When we spotted him
strolling through L.A. International Airport, we
observed that Harrison—who already looked a
lot like Groucho (the nose, his own; the glasses,
purchased)—was now sporting a Harpo hairdo.
And, while Groucho used to say, “Hello, | must
be leaving,” the Beatles sang “Hello, Goodbye.”
This is looking suspicious. Maybe the Beatles are
going to get together again as the Marx Brothers.
With Yoko Ono as Margaret Dumont and Pete
Best as the long-lost Gummo. 277



PLAYBOY’S ROVING EYE

Boob Tube—Italian Style

Last month, rLAveoY’s Forum Newsfront reported on an unusual late-night television show that was drawing large audiences in Turin, Italy. The plot?
Well-dressed young women would perform a striptease in response to calls from viewers. Church groups had filed a protest. The local Fiat plant had
complained of absenteeism and reduced productivity on the mornings after the show. The sale of TV antennas had increased by 70 percent. You
probably thought we made all that up. Wrong. The picture shown above—taken off an Italian TV screen—says it all, albeit in Italian: “Freedomon TV
is taking over. Television without taboo. Housewives taking off their clothes. Erotic films....” The photographer did not supply any captions for these
pictures, so we’re not sure just what is going on. But then, neither are the Italians. Disquieting thought: Does the Pope watch television?

PHOTOS BY FERNANDO MALANDRO







SEX NEWS

SEX AND THE SINGLE SINGER

Terry McEwen, executive vice-presi-
dent of London Records and a world-
famous opera critic, claims that singers
should abstain from sex before going
on stage. McEwen was quoted in The
Village Voice as having said, I can hear
if a singer has had sex before a per-
formance. It takes the guts out of his
voice and weakens the middle sound.”
Are you listening, Mick?

PRIME-TIME SEX

A questionnaire sent to 10,000 psy-
chiatrists by the editors of Medical
Aspects of Human Sexuality asked the
following: “What is the common re-
sult of chronic TV watching?” More
than two thirds of the psychiatrists an-
swered that too much of the boob tube
diminished interaction and sex rela-
tions. Six percent thought it might in-

crease sex relations by providing a-

shared activity. Twenty-two percent
said that there was negligible influence.
Obviously, we should take sex and vio-
lence off the tube and put it back into
the home, where it belongs.

ON THE BEACH

Last winter, while most of America
was freezing its ass off, the premier of
New South Wales, Neville Wran, de-
clared that a one-year trial of four nude
beaches had proved to be a success.
“The race has been run. Nude beaches
are here to stay.” Elsewhere, in Aus-
tralia: When the 82-year-old mayor of
the Gold Coast ordered the lifeguards

BILLY LEE

Whatever happened to Betty Page? You might as well ask, “Whatever became of Julius
La Rosa?” Betty Page was the Princess of the Pinup and the Queen of Bondage in the
Fifties, “the most photographed, most sought-after and most fantasized model in her
highly competitive field.” She was one of PLAYBOY's first Playmates (January 1955).
Now a devoted fan has collected a retrospective, the best of Betty, bound in paper
(six dollars from Bélier Press, P.O. Box C, Gracie Station, New York, New York 10028).

to take action against nude bathers,
they refused. Now that summer has
reached our shores, we can expect that
battle to continue. In Oregon, the State
Parks and Recreation Advisory Com-
mittee recommended that the Parks
Division set aside the eastern end of
Rooster Rock State Park on the Colum-
bia River as a suits-optional beach. If
you want to join the fight, or at least
visit the battlefields, you can get a copy
of the 1978 “Free Beaches Guide” by
sending a two-dollar contribution to
The Free Beaches Directory, P.O. Box
132, Oshkosh, Wisconsin 54901.

SHAKE, RATTLE AND ROLL

In 1968, the “in”" crowd would get
up in the moming and throw the
I Ching to see what its day was going
to be like, I's 1978, and now the “in”
crowd gets up in the evening and
throws a pair of Hot Dice to see how
its night is going to go. The dice are
the invention of Billy Lee. A different
word is printed on each side, so there
are 36 possible combinations, 36 pos-
sible predictions. A sam-
ple: “I'm/Hot.”" “You're/

Soft.” “You/ Cunt.” Sounds

like the dialog to an

X-rated Samuel Beckett

play. Life reduced to the

essentials. Billy Lee has
gone around Manhattan pho-
tographing celebrities as
they consult the oracular
ivories. Elton John (shown

here) was presented with the cryptic
message “Cold/Cock.” Carter Burden,
unsuccessful candidate for city-council
president, came up with: “I’'m/Hot.”
well, maybe the dice don't always tell
the truth. You can get your own set of
Hot Dice by sending $4.25 to Hot Dice,
855 Lexington Avenue, New York, New
York 10021.

THE THREE-PIECE PATERNITY SUIT

Oh, Dad, poor Dad, Mother’s taken
you to court and I'm feeling so sad. It
used to be that a star’s popularity was
directly related to the number of pater-
nity suits he went through each year.
If you wanted to be the King of Rock
‘n’ Roll, you had to live with the fact
that every unwed mother in America
was going to name her child after you,
the father. For years, alleged fathers
had to depend on the blood test to
prove their innocence. Unfortunately,
blood tests could rule out fatherhood
in only ten percent of the cases. Now
all that’s changed; researchers at UCLA
claim that they have found a test that
is 90 percent accurate in determining if
a man is the father of a child. The doc-
tors use the human-lucocyte-antigen
test—a technique developed to make
sure that organ-transplant donors and
recipients are compatible—to ascertain
the genetic fingerprints of an accused
man. The test has been used success-
fully in court. May you never
need to make use of this news. ﬂ
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PANATELA SEPARATE
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YOU'LL STAND OUT FROM THE HERD

Obviously the herd hasn't heard.

But good taste, sound construction, and
individual flair caz be combined with eminently
affordable prices. For instance: the entire
hopsack weave outfit shown (Panatela slacks,
jacket, and vest) costs far less than many
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people spend on a sportjacket alone. And
everything is sized and sold separately. So you
can build a wardrobe that fits both your

taste and your physical dimensions.

Panatela Separates. Because only a sheep
dresses in sheep’s clothing.

HIR =1
"1 19

Quality never goes out of style.




ARE REQUESTED
TO WEAR
BLACK TIE

TOALL AFFARS.

The Cologne. The Splash-On.
The Midnight Musk.

NEXT MONTH:

CONSTANCE MONEY NEIMAN PORTFOLIO MANCY DREW

“PARANORMAL BUNK’’—A WORLD-FAMOUS ASTRONOMER,
AUTHOR AND POPULAR TALK-SHOW GUEST PUTS THE LIE TO
SOME OF THE MORE INCREDIBLE CLAIMS OF ENCOUNTERS OF THE
SECOND THROUGH TENTH KIND—BY CARL SAGAN

“ON THE MONEY’’—-WHAT'S A NICE ALASKAN LADY INNKEEPER
DOING IN A MOVIE LIKE MISTY BEETHOVEN? PLENTY. AN ILLUS-
TRATED VISIT WITH PORN QUEEN CONSTANCE MONEY

“FIRST-NIGHT DISASTERS”—THE WAY YOU LOSE YOUR VIR-
GINITY COULD AFFECT YOUR SEX LIFE, ACCORDING TO PIO-
NEERING RESEARCHER DR. WILLIAM H. MASTERS

“SAINT JANE AND THE HOLLYWOOD DRAGON"—IS MS.
FONDA, HAVING SHED HER ARMY FATIGUES FOR AN EVENING
GOWN, REALLY A MODERN-DAY ROBIN HOOD? A CYNICAL OB-
SERVER TRIES TO UNEARTH THE TRUTH—BY JIM HARWOOD

“MARTIN MULL'S GUIDE TO SOPHISTICATED SEDUC-
TION"”—-THE FERNWOOD 2NIGHT STAR GIVES SOME POINTERS
TO HELP YOU DEAL SUAVELY WITH THE FAIRER SEX

“THE ACCOMPANIST"”—A DINNER PARTY IS NOT ALWAYS A
PLEASANT AFFAIR, ESPECIALLY WHEN IT'S AT THE HOME OF A
GOOD FRIEND AND HIS WIFE, YOUR MISTRESS. A COMIC RO-
MANCE—BY V. S. PRITCHETT

“NANCY DREW GROWS UP""—A NEW LOOK AT PAMELA SUE
MARTIN, WHO'S LEAVING TV'S TEENY-BOPPER DETECTIVE SERIES
FOR MORE ADULT FARE. WE CAN SEE WHY

“A LEROY NEIMAN PORTFOLIO"”—-MEMORABLE PAINTINGS,
INCLUDING TWO STRIKING PORTRAITS OF ELVIS, BY ONE OF
PLAYBOY'S, AND AMERICA'S, FAVORITE ARTISTS -

“THE SECRET LIFE OF SOCCER"—THIS IS THE SPORT THAT IS
ABOUT TO MAKE IT BIG IN THE U.S.; FOR ONE-UPMANSHIP, WE
OFFER SOME OF ITS MORE OBSCURE ESOTERICA

“BARROOM BETS'"—HOW TO PARLAY A MATCH, A CORK AND
A COIN INTO A WHISKEY SOUR AT YOUR LOCAL SALOON, PLUS
OTHER WAYS TO FINAGLE DRINKS—BY RUSSELL H. SLOCUM
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