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@ 1982 SEACRAM DISTILLERS CO., §.1.C. CANADIAN WHISKY. A BLEND OF CANADA'S FINEST WHISKIES.
6 YEARS OLD. 86,0 PROCF. GIFT- PACKAGED AF MO EXTRA COST.

Give your friends something they ?
never expected. A whisky that’s exceptionally ¥
smooth. Surprisingly light. Seagram’s V.0.
Always be moderate when you drink.
~ But indulge when you give. Because it isn’t
just the thought that counts.

- Tosend agift of Seagram’s V.0.,
| is toll-free number: 800-528-6148.
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A3 YEAR
UNLIMITED
MILEAGE

WARRANTY
FROM THE ONLY
MOTORCYCLE
COMPANY THAT

WOULD DARE
OFFER ONE.

There is a very reliable way to find out Three times longer than Suzuki. And six
how long a motorcycle company expects its @ times longer than Honda, Harley-Davidson,
machines to stay in good working order. Kawasaki or Yamaha.

Simply read their warranty. You'll also discover that our warranty not

In the case of BMW's limited warranty, oniy applies to1983 BMW's but, retroactively,
you'll discover that we protect you agaimst to our 1982 models as well.
defects in workmanship and materials When a motorcycle is designed to
longer than any othier motorcycle company in last, itswarranty can be designed accordingly.
the world today* THE LEGENDARY MOTORCYCLES OF GERMANY.

\_\far-anty applies to motorcycles purchased fromi authorized L.S. BMW dealers or through BMW European Delivery orily. See your BMW dealer for details.
1982 BMW of North America, Inc. The BMW trademark and logo are registered,




e best sellerin Ala

Stated simply, the Honda Accord 4-Door
Sedan is the best-selling front-wheel drive
4-door sedan in states all over the country*

Which comes as no surprise.

"The beautiful styling and thoughtful engi-
neering on the Honda Accord have setastandard
to which other cars are compared. And raised
the standards of quality you can expect.

The Accord Sedan reflects a level of luxury
unusual for a car in this price range. In fact, it’s

1) 1982 American Honda Mator Ca., Inc,

often compared to cars costing more than twic
as much.Its elegant styling is sophisticated.
"The luxuriously plush interior designed to be
comfortable for five.

"The interior is roomy. The trunk is roomy
Even the gas tank is roomy.

But when 1t comes to standard features, it
would be hard to find room for improvement.

"T'he Accord Sedan comes with our prover
front-wheel drive. Four-wheel independent



ma,Arizona,California,Flori

Ask someone who owns one.
You won't have to go far.”[ry Georgia, Loui-

ower-assisted, self-adjusting, ventilated front
lisc brakes. Even cruise control is standard. siana, Oregon,Virginia,Washington. . .
"Source: R. L. Polk & Co.

uspension.Variable-assist power steering.

tFor 5-speed wvansmission, 3 EPA estimared mpg. 45 estimated highway, For auto-
matic rransmission. 29 estimated mpg, 40 estimated highway, Use estimated mpg for

And this year, a new 4-speed automatic is
ivailable. It's smooth, quiet, and goes a long way

= - companison. Your mileage mav vary according to weather, speed or length of mip.

‘7“"{11'(1 CIOSI ng the fUCl CCOHOmY gﬁp bet\’t’ecn 311::1([';“1 L'\i'l(:l.'[LuL"[U:lll h?;‘_’;h\\j)' mlll-c-.igc I(:il)cpi::\.\_ ('.;IE}(J:nii.—: nli:c;lr;;c T\L;:I be :l ;\iu:r.\rId

nanual and automatic transmissions.t

Strong owner loyalty and a traditionally high
We make it simple.

esale value have also become a standard with
{onda.Butyou don’t have totake our word for it.
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Now that they’re ready for a change of pace
it’s time to give them John Jameson.

introduce them to John Jameson. They'll like the light,
delicate taste. Luxurious and smooth as they would expect a premium
whiskey to be. But with a distinctive character all its own.
Step ahead of the crowd —give John Jameson, the
world’s largest selling Irish Whiskey.




AYBILL

WELCOME. MAYHSE you've just come reeling in Irom a wall-
[ bumping holiday collision with auld lang syne, picking up
your January praypoy while you wait for your eyes to focus.
However you got here, we're hnppy to have you. The maga-
zine you hold is the ticket to some of the most exotic, erotic
and refreshing encounters you're likely to find for $3.50. So
sit back, ignore the snow piling up and relax. If this month’s
stirring line-up doesn’t warm you, try a hot shower.

Where to startz Well, we'll just tollow the advice of boxer
Max *The Iron Cup” Paluka and lead with the genitals.
The Playboy Readers’ Sex Swroey, Part One presents the
results of the largest sex survey ever undertaken by a maga-
rine. Those answers, responses to a questionnaire that
appeared i praveoy a year ago this month, reveal some
startling condusions about the veterans of the sexual revolu-
tion. The Playboy Swrvey is authored by Senior Staff Writer
James R. Petersen, 15 directed h)’ Associate Editor Barbora Nellis
and was the brain child of Editorial Director Arthur Kretchmer.
Completed with the aid of sociologists Junet Lever and Rosonna
Hertz, as well as analytical consultants Richard Hoy, Jr. (not
pictured), and Richard Fritz, this is the fArst installment of a
series designed to well evervihing you've always wanted to
know about your own sexual attitudes and practices.

There may seem slim connection between such physical
matters and more fiscal ones. But with the banking business
declining the way it is, the best investment [or the Eighties
miy be in matwesses. In Paul Erdmen’s Living on the Default
Line, the bestselling author of The Crash of '79 gives the
Western financial system a fhiscal-fitness test and finds it in
abvsmal shape. He ought to know: Erdman spent ten months
in the slammer in Switzerland sweating out a charge that the
bank he ran had lost 50.000,000 dollars in unauthorized
| speculiation. Exonerated, he became the nation’s pre-eminent
novelist of finance. Tom Ingham’s bluc-chip artwork accom-
pinies Erdman’s crashing-board-room article.

Passing Erdman on his way {rom the bank is Eddie Murphy,
laughing all the way to it. Peter W. Koplan tells us that Eddie
Murphy Is on Top of the World, and things are still looking  coLLins SINGER

up for the hottest black comedian since Richard Pryor. W “

Dudley Moore spent the better parts of “10°" and Arthur in

bed. and those conquests have taken him from beyond the !
fringe of stardom to the center of the spotlight. In this
month’s revelvousing Playboy Interview, Moore discusses
late-found tame, how it [eels to be a 52”7 comic romancing
six-loot golden givl Susan Anton and everything else about
living like, in the words of interviewer Nancy Collins, “the
naughtiest litle 47-year-okd boy in the world.”

The laughs are mostly grim ones in the awesome array
of fiction we offer in this issuc—in tales of a Jew gone lrom
ridicule to martyrdom, relations gone to dust and technology
gone straight to hell. Isoac Bashevis Singer, winner ol the Nobel
Prize lor literature, narrates a young writer’s struggles 1o be
cditor and elegist lor a Polish refugee in Why Heisherik Was
Born. Terror qalter Stephen King oflars a Loveaalty look
at the soul of a rickety machine in The Word Processor.
Thomas McGuane shakes Like a Leaf (illustrated by noted artst
| larry Rivers) into our pages—a story the author describes as “a
meditation on some of the lost souls I've known.” You may
not know that McGuane 15 the anrent champion cutting-
horse rider of his home state, Montana.

The cutting edge ol style. in this fashion-plated society,
is what everyone else seems to be riding. But just what does
it mean to have it, and how do you get it> Four stylish stylists
are here 1o tell you in A Maiter of Style. Get the whole story
[rom novelists leonord Michaels and D. Keith Mane, Texas terror
larry L. King (the man who made a bonanza ol the Chicken MIGHAELS AMANO
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BUCKLEY
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MOUNT

Ranch) and publisher-intellectual-novelist-sailor-sesquipeda-
lian-host-with-the-most William F. Buckley, Jr.

A man with a wholly difterent kind of style, G. Gordon
Lliddy is perhaps best known as the Watergator who once
entertained by holding his hand over a flame. They say that
the essence of humor is incongruity: il that’s true, Liddy’s
Fen Things That Make Me Laugh must be the essential
humor picce. It is very funny.

It's tough to have fun over the holidays if you don’t sur-
vive, so if you're planning any time at the old homestead,
you'd better be sure you've read How To Swvive the Holi-
days with Your Parents, by Dan Greenburg ind Suzanne O’'Malley.
Greenburg, the author of the bestselling What Do Women
Wanit?, and O'Malley, former columnist and senior editor
at Esquire, cooked up this recipe [or holiday sanity.

A one-woman [ashion revolution has put Tweed back in
the limelight. Shannon Tweed, Diana Hunter in CBS's Falcon
Crest and our current Playmate of the Year, makes an en-
core PLAYBOY appearance in this month's Photos by Hurvell.
A portfolio by master lensman George Hurrell, it demonstrates
that the wizardry he worked years ago on such bombshells
as Jean Harlow is still explosive hall a century later.

Just as incendiary is television's sexiest sister act, a bit
of sibling arrivalry called Audrey and Judy landers. Audrey
plays sultry songstress Afton Cooper in Dallas. and Judy,
fresh trom playing the aptly named Stacks in B.J. and the
Bear, raises temperatures in the svndicated Madame’s Place.
Our pictorial Blonde Ambitions, shot by Contributing Pho-
tographer Amy Freytag and inspired by West Coast Photo
Editor Marilyn Grabowski, ought to give anyone starlet fever.

It you're feverish for a great set of wheels, you don’'t want
to bypass Gary Witzenburg’s Cars '83: Year of the Driver. John
Homogami renders the racing stripes in a high-speed  illus-
wration, while Witzenburg furnishes all the mechanics in an
overview of the best new chassis tlis side of the centerfold.
And anyone chilled by the dolorous drabs that can pass
for fashion will be knocked out by David Plan’s Clothes of the
Day. It's our annual glance at the attire designed for rLaysoy
by a quintet of today’s most innovative designers, with illus-
trations tailored by the haberdashing Pater Sato.

Tom Koch, the Caesar (Sid, that is) of versification, fires his
retrorockets this month at the late, unlamented year 1982
in his annual That Was the Year That Was. And Anson
Mount, the Sherman tank of sports predictors, marches to
Georgia in order 1o ask 20 Questions of a Bulldog: Herschel
Walker, the man many consider the best running back ever
to lumber o'er a linebacker's number.

Listen. children. and you shall hear of The Midnight Ride
of Emaonuvel Greenberg. Don’t rush to arms. It's just our no-
table potables expert serving up ideas for all your midnight-
to-morn holiday parwving. You'll want to uy at least one of
them by land, two by sca and the rest on the rocks.

Interpersonal velations on the rocks are often a topic of
Asa Baber’s Men column: but this month. in “Equal Rights for
Men, 1983,” he turns 1o the legal /political aspects involved in
a world of sexual inequities. With divorce laws and draft
policy (not to mention membership in The Go-Go's) against
men, Baber suggests that women may be having it both ways.

Travelers on journalism’s rocky roads can get it a lou of
ways. all of them good, in Playboy's Annual Awards. We
line up this year’s worthies on page 192.

The Playmates of remembrance stir once more in our
Playboy’s Playmate Review for 1982. A retrospective on those
dazzling duodecimals, it features, among other attractions, re-
productions ol each and every month’s centerfold. We think
you'll agree that the current Miss January, Canada’s Lonny
Chin, belongs in such company. Yet another Freytag photo-
graphic triumph. Lonny's pictorial may give “protruding
Chin™ a new connotation. Lonny is one ol many Canadian
Playmates brought to our attention by Vancouver photogra-
pher Ken Honey. All i all, a month of honeys.
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My sock runneth over.
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When you spend $10,000 to $20,000 for an automobile, you shouldn't Teel hke you ve hadto mmprcﬁ'mse

aturally, a car must satisfy all your practical needs, but there are other comlde :

Take the 1983 Saab APC Turbo. Intellectually, you'll be impressed with the lo 1’ its fropt-w drNe ils fum‘-
wheel disc brakes, its active and passive safety features, not to mention its 53 cu 1¢f t of hggag = Space.

As for the more visceral pleasures, the first time you feel the APG4urbocharger p1. you 1141: lﬁ/ﬂ that fur
once, the car you need can also be the car you want. Suabs raugc o1 pric &grom $10. f.u,? fo ﬂiz 1
900 3-door 5-speed to $16,910 for the 900 4-door 5-speed APC Tierbo, Mantqetyorer’s suggested
retail price. Not including taxes, license, freight, dealer charges or options, " v, " 'I‘Imnwtmtefhgeﬂtcafmrbmﬂ
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THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY

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

TANYA LAYS DOWN HER SPEARS

Below, Tanya Roberts, Charlie’s last Angel and the
star of our October 1982 cover, autographs a poster
at the Chicago Playboy Club. Tanya dropped in during
a promotional tour for the film The Beastmaster, in
which she plays the spear-chucking slave girl Kiri.

LAVERNE AND CARRIE LIGHT OUR FIRE

Above, Hef in his convincing portrayal of Hef, founder of the Playboy
empire, tapes an episode of the ABC-TV series Laverne & Shirley.
Laverne, played by Penny Marshall, and guest star Carrie Fisher get
jobs as Bunnies in the Los Angeles Playboy Club and things get kinda
hot. Hef turned in his usual fine acling job, though we think the
- producers of the show may have been remiss in overlooking his
famous vocal abilities. As for Penny and Carrie, welcome to the hutch.

FOR ART’'S SAKE

Art Paul, founding Art Director of PLAYBOY,
shares a podium with Christie Hefner at a
Playboy-sponsored black-tie tribute to him
at the Art Institute of Chicago. Mecre than
200 attended. Paul has left his full-time duties
at the magazine to paint, compose music and
serve as consultant to the Playboy empire.

JAZZ FESTIVAL

JAZZ DELUXE: WHAM,
BAM, WHAT A JAM

B Just in case you haven't fin-
ished your yule shopping,
here’s a thought from the

L e B posh Sakowitz catalog. For
SRS $ 10,000 (to be donated
St to the National Associa-

R tion of Jazz Educators),
M- % M six friends can attend

bs W the 1983 Playboy Jazz

ﬁ‘ M Festival, mingle back-

wh stage, brunch at Man-

) sion West, become lifetime
Playboy Club members and probably

develop an understanding of polyrhythm.




Diamond Solit;'ife Collecrion,
priced from $400 o $15,000.

Face it. You're serious about
her. Serious enough to let
these rings catch _
your eye. And / "
that’s sure to _
give you a case

of the jitters. Bur relax.
i Relief is as close
;:.:% (i8S the nearest
# Zdlc
L Zales diamond
rings come with built-in jicter
relievers. Like Zales Diamond

Bond, a limited 5-year warranty

available in every Zales store.
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quality promise. It protects
you against loss from loose
mountings and damage to
your diamond. And it
requires free semi-annual
check-ups and cleanings, to

ZALES

THE DIAMOND STORE

help you care for your ring.
Zales takes jitter relief a
step further too.
| With our
' 90-day refund
| policy. Ifyou're
not completely
satisfied with your ring, what-
ever the reason, just return
it within 90 days and we'll
refund your money.

Zales Diamond Bond and
90-day refund policy mean no
regrets, no mistakes, no jitters.
You see at Zales, diamond
jewelry does more
than please the = |'5'
eye and touch
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DEAR PLAYBOY

ADDRESS DEAR PLAYBOY
PLAYBDY BUILDING
519 N. MICHIGAN AVE.
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

ANGEL NEAR THE CENTERFOLD
I have been reading rravsoy for close

to 20 years, and when I'm approached
by friends and colleagues who ask why I
read it, I calmly say, “Because of all the
good things there are to read—the pic
torials are swrictly secondary!” But now
I've got my October issue. 1 take it all
back! I plead the Fifth Amendment—I
plead innocent by reason of insanity.
Tanya, your pictorial of Tanya Roberts,
ibsolutely blew me away.

John Ryzek

Yuma, Arizona

Tanya Roberts hath charms, with sav-
age breast to match. Hers is the most
Leautiful and captivating celebrity pic-
torial vour magazine has ever published.
Richard Fegley and Marilyn Grabowski
deserve a cheer for their good work.

Louis Hernandez
Port Chester, New York

As a dedicated Tanya Roberts fan, T
enjoyved Bruce Williamson's personality
profile ol her in the October issue: how
ever, I must comment on an essential
ingredient missing in Feglev's photogra-
phy. Any manulacturer ol color hhn
would certainly be proud to sce the
blue of the actress’ eyes in a close-up
photo: but, alas, such a pose is not
presented.

Olin B. Jenkins
Columbia, South Carolina

Thanks to rraveoy, I've finally seen
the physical realization of the ideal
woman— Lanva Roberts is notlung short
of breath-taking. My compliments 1o
Fegley lor his excellent work.

Richard Berry
New York, New York

I had to write to you to express my
appreciation lor your bringing us Tanya
Roberts. She's gorgeous! 1 haven't seen

a lady in rpravsoy who's turned me on
so much since your pictorials on Mamie
Van Doren. Remember when? 1964
19652
Wayne Larcinesi
San Jose, California

As a longtime reader ol pravsoy and
a proud collector of every issue vou've
ever published, 1 think Tanva Roberts’
pictorial deserves special praise. Con-
gratulations to Tanya [or her appear-
ance, and many thanks to pLavsoy for
continuing to bring us the very best ol
everything.
R. T. Silver
Victoria, Briush Columbia

T had been expecting a photo spread
similar in quality to that of vour Su
zanne Somers lavout. But there’s too
much lion and tiger and not enough
Tanva. However, I guess a little nude
Tanva is better than none.

William C. Pollard
Honolulu, Hawaii

Being a connoisseur of the delectable
female derriere, 1 would like to compli-
ment you on your photos ol Tanva
Roberts. She possesses one of the most
exquisite  posteriors  that  have ever
gl'il(:(_‘(l ynul' l)ilgﬂ.\}.

Dennis Von
Denver, Colorado

My compliments to Fegley and Gra-
howski for Tanya, an excellent pictorial.
Never before have these eves seen such
striking use of lighting, color and back-
ground. The pi(lm‘i;al'\\'ill stand as the
ultimate compliment to Roberts” beauty.

Robert Foust
Knoxville, Tennessce

SEMINAL IDEAS
Bravo o Paul Hendrickson for Fear of
Faggolry: Growing Up in the Seminary

FLAYBOY, (155N 0032-7a7B). JAKUARY
H. MICHIGAN AVE.

1883, VOLUME 10

SCHIPTIONS AND RENMEWALS, CHANGE OF ADDRESS

POULCER, COLORADD BOX02, AND ALLOW 45 DAYS FOR CHANGE, MARKETING: ED CONDON
CIRCULATION FROMOTION DIRECTOR. ADVERTISING: HENRY W

1. MURPMY
TIONAL SALES MANAGER
THIRD AVENUE, NEW YORK
MICHIGANM AVENLE; TROY
L. FERKINS, MAMAGER,

KEW YORK 10017
MICHIGAN 2D0Ba. JESS
431011 WILSHIRE BOULEVARD;

HUMBER 1. PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY PLAYECY,
CHICAGOD, ILL. 60611. SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE UNITED STATES AND 175 POSSESSIONS, $34 FOR 36 ISS5UES, 538
FOH 24 ISSUES, 322 FOR 12 |SSUES. CANADA, 327 FOR 12 155UES. ELSEWHERE

SEND BOTH OLD AND NEW ADDRESSES TO PLAYBOY. POST OFFICE EOX 2420

MICHAEL ODRUCKMAN, WEW YORK SALES MAMAGERM; MILT KAPLAN
CHICAGO 60811
BALLEW, MANAGER
SAN FRANCISCO S4104,

RUSS WELLER

FLAYBOY ELDG., 919

538 FOR 12 15SUES. ALLOW 45 DAYS FOR NEW SUB

DIRECTOR [DIRECT MARMETING ; MICHAEL
MARES, ADVERTISIHG DIRECTOR; MAROLD DUCHIN, NA-
FASHIOM ADVERTISING MANAGER, 747
ASSOCIATE ADVERTISING MAMAGER. 51% MORTH
LOS ANGELES 9%0010. STANLEY
417 MONTGCMERY STREET,

oDt wW. BIG EEAVER ROAD
TOM JONES, MANAGER,

Get Your

GOLLEGE <
DEGREE

at Home in Spare Time

= Business = Engineering
Management  Technology

» Accounting e Electronics

No previous experience Necessary. Now, without
changing your lifestyle, you can get the same kind of
training program used by Fortune 500 Companies.
Learn marketing, finance, public relations,
personnel...or be part of the team that designs,
tests, buids and troubleshoots. Work on exciting
projects! Every car, bridge, space shuttle requires
the knowledge and skills of trained engineering and
electronics technicians.

Independent Study for Adults
Noneed to change your working schedule or social lile. No
Iraveling lo class. Lessons are graded and returned 10 you

mail. Instructors are as close as your telephone...no

! Use our tall-free 24-hour home-study hotline as

S00N as enroll. AST College ee awarded with
major in Civil, Electrical, Mechamical u'lecnngﬁ“asﬂcc-

tronics Te ASB ch;e with in iness
or ing. roved for rans.

SEND FOR FREE FACTS!
T = Send no money e No obligation
* No salesman will call

(=S CENTER FOR DEGREE STUDIES, Dept. RZSB2
[Swce 188, |CS CENTER, Scranton, Pernsylvania 18515

1

1
Rush free facis telling how | can get my College Degree |
inbusiNess, engineenng or elecironcs technology athome |
in Spare ime. CH OME BOX ONLY! 1
[ Business Management [ Mechanical Engineering 1
I Civil Engineering [ Electronics I
L Accounting |- Electrical Engineering |
1

i

]

1

_!

Name Age

City/Stale/ Zip

e

nms
- $1 ToDAYi |
= - My main interest is:
r Please print OGoll O Tennis O Recquetball
NAME
Address I
City Stata ~Zip

|

Dept PB-1 |
l M’.d:g 1861 N.E. 163 St. l
L r No. Miami Beach, Fla. 33162

15



PLAYRBROY

16

(rrayvBoy. October). I studied for 13
years in similar seminaries and worked
seven years [ull time in the priesthood
belore finishing my Ph.D. in clinical psy-
chology. I resigned in 1964, Since Hen-
drickson is not, as he admits, a clinician,
and since he studied for only the frst
seven (the easiest) vears, he can write
from only that one dimension. Consider
the second dimension as the last vears
of study, the third dimension as years
in the priesthood. Now [ can write
from the fourth dimension. It appears to
me that everything Hendrickson says 1s
correct.

Dean C. Dauw. Ph.D.

Consulting Psvchologist

Chicago, 1llinois

As a product of Catholic upbringing
and a recent graduate ol a Southern
Baptist seminary, I am much amused
but painfully awakened by Hendrick-
son's Fear of Faggoiry. His accounts of
the seminary sounds like my carly davys,
when the nuns told us that good Catho-
lic boys and girls don’t have thoughts
about sex. 1 lelt the Catholic Church in
1970 1o become a born-again Christian.
Yer Protestantism. espeaally  conserva
tive [undamentalism. carries the same
view ol women and sex one step [urther.
Instead of saying that sex is good only
for proareation, the Protestant churches
say it’s OK for women to be involved in
the church, “but be good liule Protes
tant girls and stay out of the pulpit:
stay in the kitchen and the Sunday
school.” We have created religious sex
objects: we adore women but use them
for our own purposes. Maybe we need
women to show us men that 2000 years
ol male rule in the church is enough.

Walter J. Turkowsky
Winchester, Virginia

THE ORKAN MAN
I really love your Robin Williams
Inteyviewe in the Ocober pravsoy. and
[ truly think he is the hest comic actor
around. What disturbs me is the nega-
tive way Williams relers to Popeye. That
the film was disliked by many critics in
no way makes it bad. I want Williams to
know that many serious filmgoers. such
as mysell, enjoyed him very much in
Popreye, no matter what the critics said.
By the way, I have a new entry to add o
my best-films List: the seriocomic master-
picce The World According lo Garp.
Chif Rubin
Scarsdale, New York

Thanks for a revealing Playboy Inter-
view with Robin Williams and for that
three-Rabbit vating for The World Ac-
cording to Garp. It is one of the year's
best. Williams™ performance, with such a
wide range ol emotions, tenderly leads
one to the best glimpse around of man
in the late Seventies and early Eighties.
I have written to him to thank hun lor

his performance and to ask him to be
gentle with one ol our national treas-
ures—himself.

Kav Finch

OklLahoma City, Oklahoma

BETTE IN THE BRONZE AGE

If you saw last montl’s “Update." you
know that we joined in nationwide cf-
forts to find the nude stalue for which
Belte Davis posed as a leenager (“The
Playboy Interview,” July). Why? Because

i’s there . . . somewhere. Well, it looks

as if the hunit’s over. Miss Dawis has con-
firmed to us thal this one, which was re-
moved from a Boston parvl in 1933 for

being too risqué, is the only possibility.
Now the property of Bob Edwards of
Beverly, Massachusetts, it's the work of
sculfrtress Anna Coleman Ladd. While
Miss Davis says it's all been a furor over
nothing, we think that even in bronze
she’s still veally something.

BIG-BANG THEORIES
For the second time in seven years, 1
feel compelled to write to PLAYBOY. Con-
gratulations on a survey—QOctober’s Sex
on Campus [982—that’s very nicely com-
posed. Its open and comically honest
style is most enjovable. but in addition
to that, Skip Williamson has captured
Austin, Texas, in just 14 tny frames of
cartoons! From Larry L. King's original
Chicken Ranch picce (The Best Little
Whorehouse in Texas, April 1974) 1o Sex
on Campus, you give that wonderiul
place its due every time. Heartfelt
thanks from a branded- (U. T, ol course)
in-the-butt topsider.
Mrs. Kathy Lormand
Buna, Texas

I am most concerned and alarmed by
the statistics in Sex on Campus 1952
concerning “procreation roulette.” In
answer to the question “When you do

have sex, how often do vou use a con-
traceptivez” the number of male re-
spondents who sometimes or never use
contraceptives [ar outweighs the number
of [emale respondents in the same cate-
gory. It should be noted that the number
ol both men and women who sometimes
OF never use contraceptives is alarmingly
high—415.6 percent of the men and 25
percent of the women. PLAYBOY'S survey
is borne out by Planned Parenthood’s
national statistics. As a college woman,
I have lound that men almost never ask
il I am protected—and if they do ask. it
is usually it a point so hot and heavy
that I don’t care! My point is this: Wake
up. gentlemen! Protect vourselves or
check it out with the ladies. Not every
woman is on the pill. and abortion is
becoming increasingly difficult to obtain
and aftord—and it is not the answer [or
€Very woman.

K. E. Jensen

Wright State University

Dayton, Ohio

There is some merit in Sex on Campus
1982, but it i1s obvious that rrLAYBOY's
knowledge of rural activity ends at the
edge ol the pavement. Very likely, you
people would sit down to a meal of mead-
ow muffins and prairic pies, judging
from vour calling the typical University
of lowa campus male a “thresher driv-

er.” Only a bigcity ignoramus would
think that team- or wactor-drawn

“threshing machines” had ever heen
driven when they were in service 30 or
40 years ago. prLAYBOY probably meant
o picm:'c the typi(‘.‘ll lowa male student
as a Iractor, combhine, pi(:ker sheller or
pile driver.

W. F. Coret

Woaodbine. lowa

The University ol Texas may be num-
ber one, but we wry harder!
Mark Kruzan
Indiana University (Number Two)
Bloomington. Indiana

FAITHFUL TO MARIANNE
rLavBoY's [abulous October pictorial
of Marianne Gravatte leaves absolutely
no question in my mind as to who will
grace vour pages next June as Playvmate
ol the Year. When Marianne decides to
start a fan club, I'll be ready to join.
Jim Peronto
Madison. Wisconsin

I have been subscribing 1o rravsov
for several years, and Martanne Gravatte
is the sexiest. most sincere, most beauti
ful Playmate yet. She'll go far in the
modeling business.

Stuart Norris
Atlanta, Georgia

Talk about taking your breath away!
I finally got a chance 1o take a second
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What a way to make the season brighter —with a free case [~ orrICIAL MAILIN REFUND FORM

of fine quality spirits.
You'll choose from Smirnoff Vodka, Black & White Scotch, { Save $15O :

Irish Mist Liqueur, Jose Cuervo Tequila, Black Velvet Canadian,
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Just take your Mystery Gift Case card to your store and |
check our holiday displays to find out if you’re an instant |
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whese protbited, 1aaed or restrcied by law Please allow 6-8 '

weeks for shipping of refund check
 —— —— T — T M— ——



PLAYROY

18

A video cassette
mechanism
needs to be more
than a package
for your tape.

—— e —rr

Your video cassette tolerances for an exact top and
t mechanism needs to bottom match.
do more than store and We do everything we can to make
transport your video tape. sure that TDK Super Avilyn video
Because a lot can go wrong with your tape and the TDK super precision
picture that has nothing to do with mechanism will combine to give
your tape. you the best possible picture.

Our specially engineered cassette That's why our video cassette
mechanism maintains proper tape mechanism is every bit as impressive
tension, preventing jamming and as our tape.
snapped leaders so that your tape
can have a longer life.

We also designed our mechanism
for optimal tape-to-head contact to
prevent skewing and jitters. And we
use stainless steel pins to support
the guide rollers which provide .
better alignment and tape-edge \ i
protection than the plastic pins J
used by some manufacturers,

TDK maintains tolerances up to
2V, times tighter than industry
standards. We even build our video e . ®
cassette shell halves to micron The vision of the futuré.
©1982 TOK Electronics Corp.

look at Marianne Gravatte when I mi-
raculously came out of a coma two weeks
after my October pLAYBOY arrived. Not
only is she a luscious, beautiful lady, she
also has great taste in cars—as the shot
of her in her blue 'Vette shows. Thanks
to Fegley for a great job behind the
shutter. But, most of all, thanks to Mari-
anne. One more time, please. . . . I'll
hold my breath.

Bob Debiak

Ravenswood, West Virginia

Do you have telepaths working on
your staff? In your August issue, there is
a pictorial on California girls. On the
opening page, I saw something that
stunned me—a facial shot of one of the
most attractive women I'd ever seen, a
blue-eyed blonde with sun blocker on
her nose. Over and over, I kept (urning
to that page, but, alas, there was no
name for that beautiful face. And then—
praise Allah—October’s pLAYBoY arrived.
I have a name (Marianne Gravatte) for
the face and am overjoyed to see that
Marianne's face and body complement
each other so well. A thousand thanks to
Fegley for his excellent photography.

John Wesenberg
Grosse Pointe Woods, Michigan

To answer your question, John, “Dear

Playboy's” editor is the only telepath

on our staff. We knew you'd like to
know. And here’s a special salud to you
from Marianne. Hey—slop wishing she'd
lift that cup.

TELLING OFF THE TELETHON

The Telethon (pLaYBOY, September) is a
disgrace. It's a good thing you labeled 1t
fiction, but some people may not notice
that and others may not believe it. I always
watch Jerry Lewis’ telethon, and I saw
it this year, too. I'm glad he socked it to
the media the way he did. Anyone who



would say such things about Jerry and
the telethon deserves it.
Karen Ackley
Danville, Illinois

I don’t read your magazine on a regu-
lar basis, but I doubt that I'll ever read
it again. Never in my life have I been as
offended as 1 am by The Telethon.
What right does Stanley Elkin have to
pick on a man who has devoted half of
his life to helping “his kids" and finding
a cure for muscular dystrophy?

Belinda DeVaney
Auburn, Washington

I have read The Telethon, by Stanley
Elkin, and fAnd it a useless attack on
Jerry Lewis and the Muscular Dystrophy
Association. I do realize that this article
is classified as fction, but it stll should
not have been allowed in such a credit-
able magazine as PLAYBOY.

Martin E. Gibson
Kewanee, Illinois

When asked to respond, Elkin told us
that the picce in question is fiction, tak-
en from a novel. He said il is not about
Jerry Lewis and not about muscular dys-
trophy or “Jerry’s kids.” He also told us
that he has already sent in his pledge.

MONOLITHIC SEQUEL
Congratulations to Arthur C. Clarke

and to PLaYBoy on September's excel-

lent 2010: Odyssey Two. 1 have often

wondered if Clarke would write a se-

quel to his immortal 2001 and have now

been well rewarded for the long wait.
Erwin Spooner, Jr.
Prospect, Maine

TALL TAILS
I am sure that none of these Playboy
“Bunnies” would be desired as Playmates,
but we in Third Central of Wesley Hall
dorm felt that dressing up as your fa-
mous Bunnies would be our best bet to
win the annual Halloween costume con-
test. Needless to say, we did! I am the
one in the middle row with the good tan
and the lousy make-up job.
A. D. Gordon
Albion College
Albion, Michigan
Being a Bunny is no piece of cheese-
cake, and here you are making light of

3 4 \
it. If we open a Playboy Club in Albion,
we'll count on your support.
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The original and largest seHing

line of liquid and dry cocktail-
mixes for virtually every
kind of drink.
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Introducing:

NEW!
LIGHTER!
BRIGHTER!
SMOOTHER!

Holland House
cocktaill mixes.

The only mixes
SO good

you'll never
want to make
a drink

from scratch
again!
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Ten lords a-feapin
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Eleven pipers piping
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What people gave before therewas Chivas Regal.

12 YEARS OLO WORLOWIDE - BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY « BE PROOF » € 1982 GENERAL WINE L SPIRITS CD . NEW YORK, MY




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

DRESS FOR SUCCESS

Fashion model Jerry Hall—a long, tall
Texan—currently resides with Mick Jag-
ger. Hall recounted this fashion tip in a
recent interview: “When the show 1is
over, we usually go out to dinner with
friends. Then we go home, and 1 climb
into my black suspender belt and get
into bed with Mick.”

.

We suspect that Pomona radio station
KLIT-AM has those particular call letters
bhecause it's so difficult to find on the dial.

[ ]

The Birmingham Post-Herald modi-
fied some earlier published information
in a small piece titled “Correctioons and
Clarifications.”

BEATING OFF

Here’s Allen Ginsberg reflecting on
the Beat Generation of the Fifties: “Who
were we? A bunch of dopes sitting around
trying to ﬂgurc out where we were. Every-
body else was a bunch of dopes, too, but
they didn’t know.” Someone revoke his
poetic license.

'

The Muncie Star reported that Reggie
Jackson “slapped a two-run pinch-hit
double with one nut. . . ."” The question
remains whether or not he would have hit
a homer if he had used two.

2

Our headline of the month comes from
the Anchorage Daily Netws: “MARIJUANA
FINE DROPPED T0O $100 BY JOINT PANEL.”

DRIP, DRIP, DRIP

Now we know why they call it the
nighttime cough syrup. The results of
a study conducted at Jefferson Medical
College in Philadelphia indicate that
Robitussin and other cough medications
may be effective in treating infertility.
Dr. Jerome H. Check, an assistant obstet-

rics professor, credits the breakthrough to
guaifenesin, an ingredient found in
cough syrup. According to Dr. Check,
guaifenesin thins the mucus in nasal pas-
sages and makes it easier for the patient
to cough. Of the 40 infertile women who
took Robitussin or guaifenesin capsules
as part of Check’s study, 15 became preg-
nant. The professor reasons that thinned
mucus around the cervix cdears the area
for a sperm swim-off.

“A fair number of women are going
to get pregnant just on Robitussin alone,”
says an enthusiastic Check.

Or, at least—in combination with well-
researched fertilizing methods—they may
get a good night’s rest.

THE EYES HAVE IT

“It’s the perfect gift for the recession,”
says would-be tycoon William Ricktor of
Ketchum, Idaho. Ricktor is talking about
his latest innovation: boxes of gift
wrapped potatoes. ““It’s sort of like a Pet

Rock, except you can eat it,” he ex-
plains. Ricktor started his Awesome Po-
tatoes mail-order business last May. He
charges $§9.95, plus shipping, for a four-
potato collection cradled in wood chips
and housed in a mahogany-veneered
box. At this point, he says business is
coming along “very, very well,” with his
tiny firm shipping 400 orders a month.
Ricktor has yet to attract the Perrier-
and-pdte crowd, however. Perhaps wrap-
ping French fries might do it.

WELL HUNG

A couple of years ago, Texan Jerry Lee
Tommie got what you might call a bad
hangover. After dressing in his wife's wig,
bra, nightgown and panties, he slipped a
nylon-rope noose around his neck, looped
the end over the bedroom door and tied
it to the knob on the other side. Why? He
hoped to heighten the pleasure of mastur-
bation. Instead, he hanged himself.

Although the insurance company
claimed that the death was self-inflicted,
the Texas Supreme Court recently up-
held a lower court’s ruling giving Tom-
mie’s wife and mother the contested
$120,000 life-insurance money on the
grounds that Tommie had been “a well-
adjusted, happy individual who was look-
ing forward to the [uture. . ..”

NYAH, NYAH, INC.

Are you a spurned lover? An angry
spouse? An average guy who hates his
relatives? If you live near Medford,
Massachusetts, for $20 to $50, you can do
something about it. Just call Paula
Keefe, 26, of The Bitter Bouquet—a
company dedicated to sending out the
VEry worst to people you like the very
least. “We tried to come up with the
things people send on good occasions
and then fnd something else,” she says.
“Instead of sending someone a basket of
fruit, we send lemons.” So far, happy
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customers have sent squashed chocolates
to their moms for Mother's Day, deflated
balloons to hated people on their birth-
days and bouquets of dead flowers to
those really special someones. Paula and
her partners, Neal Barkon and Joan
Auspitz, are not resting on their laurels,
either. They're expanding their line to
include sour grapes, half-empty bottles
of flat champagne, Geritol and packages
of peach and plum pits.

EYES OF THE LAW

What do they mean by deliberations,
anyway? The U.S. Supreme Court recent-
ly received as part of Court records the
films and magazines ruled obscene in the
trial of two Idaho adult-bookstore own-
ers. When the appeal was dismissed and
the material was returned, five films and
four magazines were missing. In response
to queries about the evidence, the Court
clerk wrote to Idaho authorities that “the
missing exhibits have not been recov-
ered, and we cannot account for them.
Please accept my apologies.” Sure, they
will.

SVEN SUSHI

Guess it pays to diversify. A sign in
the Sarashina Japanese restaurant in Los
Angeles reads, YES, WE HAVE OLIE'S OLD-
FASHIONED SWEDISH PANCAKES FOR BREAK-
FAsT, Wonder what the customers have.

L

Thank hcavens, they've finally found
a cure. Dr. Elliot Rapaport of San Fran-
cisco contributed the article “Prevention
of Recurrent Sudden Death™ to a recent
issue of The New England Journal of
Medicine. And we thought the first dose
was a killer.

LAVENDER PANTHERS

Los Angeles, which stole a [foothall
team [rom the San Francisco Bay Area.
has now also stolen some of the North-
erners’ homosexually progressive thun-
der. Indeed, the frst senior-citizens'
gay-and-lesbian center in the nation has
jJust opened in an L.A. apartment com-
plex. And the Project Rainbow center
got ofl with, well, a bang. Along with
the president of L.A's city council, sev-
eral hundred gay activists, doddering
homosexuals and the like, Christine
Jorgensen helped celebrate the center's
coming out.

Project Rainbow will serve as an in-
formation center and referral service and
will also sponsor luncheons, dinners,
lectures, courses on sell-defense and eco-
nomic survival, card parties and field
wips for the aged gavs and lesbians.
There will also be discussion groups on
topics such as “Why am I a homosex-
ual?” for those who haven't figured it
out after seven decades, and “What is it
like to be a homosexual at the age of 757

- When author Nigey (“Mark Twain in California”) Lennon apprehended
underground carloonist Bill Griffith, he was swilching from the Chateau Marmont
bungalow in which John Belushi had breathed his last to another room in that
Hollywood hotel. Although he cocreated the infamous “Young Lust” comic series
in the early Seventies, Griffith is best known for his comicstrip character Zippy the
Pinhead, a lovable male microcephalic whose favorite expression is “Yow! I am
having fun!” and whose culinary tasies run to Ding Dongs with taco sauce. Lennon
describes Lheir meeting: “Griffith, a good-natured introvert who looks nothing like
his pinhead protigé, poured himself a Hennessy on the rocks, turned down the
volume of the Sergeant Bilko episode on his wideo recorder and lay down on
the sofa without removing his tennis shoes.”

rLAVBOY: You once mentioned that you'd
like to see Zippy Stories in the philosophy
section of bookstores. What message does
Zippy have for alienated modern man?
GRIFFITH: Zippy says, “Build a furlined
fallout shelter and don’t worry—aliena-
tion is just another lifestyle.” He also
believes that when vou're contemplating
the meaning ol existence in a bar at two
AL, you could be having more fun with
a jar of petroleum jelly, three drum
majorettes and Tony Randall,

pLaveoy: If Zippy went shopping on
Rodeo Drive, what would he buy?
GRIFFITH: A jar of petroleum jelly, three
drum majorettes and Tony Randall.
rLAYBOY: How much of Zippy is you?
GRIFFITH: It would be pointless to deny
that Zippy is me, but the thought scares
me sometimes. Does my brain really oper-
ate like a TV set on remote control,
switching from one channel to the next
every 15 seconds? Am I a pinhead? When
I sit down to do Zippy strips, it feels as
though Zippy were telling me what to do.
The more I give in to his voice, the better
the strip comes out. The trick is to stop
listening just before 1 go shopping at
Saleway. Otherwise, I'd come home with
six dozen Ding Dongs and an industrial
drum flled with taco sauce.

pravsoy: Why is Zippy such a big phe-
nomenon in Europe?

GRIFFITH: It could be the Jerry Lewis
svndrome. Europeans like to think of
America as a land inhabited by uncivilized
weirdos—but weirdos with style, such as
cowboys and movie stars and rock musi-

cians. Zippy probably confirms their vision
of a junk-food-obsessed. short-circuited.
oblivious modern American. He also trans-
lates well into Czechoslovak,

pravsoy: What plans do vou have for
expanding the Zippy empire?

GrRIFFITH: ['d like very much to do a
live-action Zippy movie someday, with
Liberace putting in a cameo appearince
as Zippy's [ather. I'm also working with
some musician friends on a Zippy party
record tentatively titled Chubby Check-
er Owns My Buitlding! Then there are
T-shirts, rubber stamps, buttons, calen-
dars—stuff like that. I'm in love with
pop-culture artilacts. They sav a lot
more about America than Henry Kissinger
or the space shuttle. I want to do all this
merchandising before I become rich or
famous. That way, I won't be corrupted
by ambition. Have I sold out vet?
pLAVBOY: Describe Zippy's sex life.
GRIFFITH: Zippy prefers cranial to genital
activity. Every two weeks or so. he enjoys
mentally covering Tuesday Weld with
Fluff and Wheat Thins.

rLavsoy: Did you have an unusually
bizarre childhood?

GRIFFITH: Everyone who grew up in Lev-
ittown, Long Island, had an unusually
bizarre childhood. 1 was trapped inside
a Leave Il to Beaver cpisode until T was
17 vears old. Jeez, I might have become
a plastic-seat-cover salesman! My father
was a career Army man who taught at a
military academy. and my mother wrote
science fiction on the side. 1 thought I
was Jackson Pollock. Jr., until I discovered



JVC introduces higher tech for higher living.

Today, more than ever
before, a higher standard of living
begins with a higher standard of
technology. And once again JVC is
there with the epitome of VCR high
* technology. The Vidstar HR-7650.
The Higher Tech VCR.

One simple machine that
takes VCR high tech to its highest.
With advanced features that will be
as new and exciting tomorrow as
they are today.

Sit back and enjoy VCR
: excitement like never before with
Vidstar's wireless infrared rernote You'll have control of virtually every VCR function without
ever having to leave the comfort of your couch. With the touch of a button you can play a wide
array of advanced, special effects features. Like 2-way shuttle search for high speed program
scanning. Slow motion. Freeze frame. And most remarkably,Vidstar even lets you indulge in
stereophonic sound with Dolby* noise reduction.

Now program Vidstar to record eight separate events over a full two weeks. Up to
eight hours of entertainment, all on one cassette. There’s 105 channel cable capacity too. And

you can plug in a color video camera and have your own live video parties. 'vc VHS|

And much, much more. 5
See and hear the extraordinary audio video excellence of the m
new, Vidstar HR-7650 at your JVC dealer. Tomorrows VideoToday.  VID

JVC COMPANY OF AMERICA
Home Entertainment Division
41 Slater Drive, Elmwood Park, NJ 07407
JVC CANADA INC., Scarbarough, Ont.

The Vidstar HR-7650
*Dolby is a registered trademark of Dolby Laboralories.
WARNING TO PURCHASERS: One federal court has held that in-home use of videotape recorders lor off-air recording
of copyrighted TV programming is copyright infringement.
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THE FUTURE'S -
SCIENCE FICTION

hollywood keeps its options open

Hollywood often runs ilself into the ground, taking us with it. Just how
far will science-fiction-movic premises be strelched? How many sequels will
be sequeled? Dave Yuzo Spector made a survey of the screenplays currently
making the studio rounds and tells us more than we want to know about them.

Star Trek: The Wrath of Cohen—
Humanoid Audrey Cohen seeks dam.
ages against the commander of the
US.S. Enterprise in the Federation
Court after he beams her out of his
life. Cohen claims she was responsible
for his many promotions and diligent-
ly “took care of the captain’s log.

E.T. Meets Mr. T—The lovable
alien has his first run-in with a bad-
news Earthling. E.T. learns words
that aren’t on his Speak & Spell and
hefriends the boxer after he mem
orizes “E.T., phone for ribs.”

TRON Goes Hawaiian—Exhausted
from battling his way out of a vicious
computer circuit, our hero gives his
floppy disk a breather and takes a
vacation. TRON swings back into ac-
tion when he's hired to miniaturize
himself and find evidence of life in
Don Ho.

Cheech and Chong's Up in Space—
The comic duo visit far reaches of
the universe and come in contact with
a beautiful supernova, a spectacular
meteor shower and an entrancing
family ol space creatures—without
ever leaving their van.

My Dinner with Android—A lone-
ly intellectual in the year 1995 invites
an android he designed years be-
fore to go out on the town and talk
over old times. The friendship blows
a fuse when the intellectual recalls
that the robot was programmed never
to pick up a check.

On Golden Pod—Aliens attempt to
body-snatch Earthlings, but the mis
sion lails when they attach their pods
in the wrong location: a retirement
community in Florida. More than
5000 senior citizens band together
and successlully repel the invaders by
boring them to death with talk of
their operations.

Poultry Heist—An average family
in Los Angeles is tormented when its

pet capon mysteriously vanishes into
the microwave oven. A psychic cousin
of Julia Child's discovers that the
house rests on the former site of a per-
verted chick-sexing ranch and that the
chicks® ghosts are secking revenge.

Road-Company Warriors—An evil
planet threatens Earth, and it's up
to the U.S. to come to the rescue.
When military leaders can’t agree on
a course of action, President Reagan
sends a touring company of Annie in
the interest of intergalactic good will.
The planet signs a peace accord upon
hearing the number Tomorrow.

The Thing and [—The romantic
musical is updated for today’s Friday-
night drive-in erowd. Although pic-
turesque Siam is now terrorized by
the Thing, many of the memorable
melodies, such as Shall We Dance?
(Or Are You Just Going to Slither
Around All Day?), are left intact.

Pocket-Blade  Runner—Harrison
Ford stars as the eighth successor to
the Popeil gadget fortune. He invents
and markets a $9.95 device that not
only tracks down defective robots but
can slice, dice, chop, peel, grate,
mince and purée whatever vegetables
are lelt on earth.

Star Malls—In a joint venture,
JC Penney and Hickory Farmns of
Ohio construct the first orbiting shop-
ping center. Faulty gravity control
ruins the opening-day festivities when
shoppers are blinded by a sea of float-
ing cheese balls and beef jerky.

Godzilla Versus David Begelman—
The notorious _]apant:sc monster
comes out of retirement to make a
movie lor the embattled film execu-
tive. When Godzilla discovers that
Begelman is keeping a second set of
books, he lowers his tail onto the

Columbia studio complex, which is
later renamed the International
House ol Pancakes.

Superboy comics. 1 guess the survivor's
response to suburbia is to make fun of it.
pLAYBOY: Care to tell us about your first
sexual experience?

CRIFFITH: I've never told anyone this
before, but I had my first sexual experi-
ence at the age of seven, when I fell
madly in love with a certain tree in my
back yard. I wopld climb to the top and
then slide down with my skinny little legs
wrapped tiglitly around the trunk. I
didn’t associate sex with girls until the
tenth grade. Even then, before I asked
them out, I'd always check out their back
yards first.

pLAYBOY: With whom—and with what
equipment—would you like to be ma-
rooned on a desert island?

GRIFFITH: I'd like to be marooned on a
desert island with Phil Silvers, a Betamax
and every Sergeant Bilko episode from
1955 to 1959.

PLAYBOY: As a master architect of altered
states of consciousness, how do you feel
about recreational drug use?

GRIFFITH: My idea of a consciousness
altering experience would be to achieve a
state of permanent room service at The
Beverly Hilton. But if anyone else wants
to drive past the legal speed limit in his
Winnebago, who am I to judge?

pLAYBOY: What do you feel was the single
most important sociocultural development
of the Sixties?

GRIFFITH: It would be a tossup between
the network cancellation of My Mother
the Car and the invention of the hully
gully. Whenever I think of the Sixties, I
remember narrow lapels, beehives, abstract
expressionism, robots, go-go boots. Actu-
ally, I showed up at the first Human
Be-In in San Francisco in 1967 wearing a
shiny blue suit and cordovan wing tips.
Underground comics were originally the
required reading matter of the counter-
culture, and I was part of the whole
phenomenon. But it always seemed like
something we'd all grow out of. I feel
indebted to that late-Sixties insanity,
though. It let me be a crazy cartoonist
and I didn't have to sell plastic seat
COVers.

pLAYBOY: If you could watch only one
TV program a month, what would it be?
GRIFFITH: The Honeymooners would be
my choice, I guess. There aren’t many
episodes on film, so you could probably
absorb them all into your memory cells;
and eventually, Ed Norton's voice would
trigger a form of religious ecstasy inside
you. Also, you get to see Norton's apart-
ment in detail in only one show, so the
thrill of that moment isn't dulled by
overexposure. The contrast between his
garish charge-account taste and the
bleakness of Ralph and Alice’s kitchen
sends chills down my curved spine.
PLAYBOY: What annoys you more than
anvthing else?

GRIFFITH: The fact that I'll probably
have to do my own laundry for the rest
of my life.



The worlds greatest stamps

silver miniatures

A complete collection of the 100 most significant stamps
ever issued— each portrayed in remarkable

micro-detail by The Franklin Mint.

And you can acquire these sterling silver miniature stamps
—at just $4.75 each by entering your subscription now.

Your eye is first attracted by the brilliance
of silver. But as you look closer, the lines
of an intricate design begin to take shape
betore you. Then, you place the sterling
silver miniature under a magnifying
glass—and there, in astonishing detail, is
one of the world’s greatest stamps!

This is the pleasure that awaits you
with each new issue of The 100 Greatest
Stamps of the World—as you discover
the intriguing world of the minted mmi-
ature. A world that combines the beauty
of solid sterling silver with the fascina-
ton of painstaking detail in the tiniest
possible area.

This exciting new collection, to be
produced by The Frankhn Mint, will
consist of 100 meuculously crafted mini-
atures—each one portraying one of the
greatest stamps of history.

The rarest and most coveted
of all stamps

A panel of distinguished authorities on
world philatelicissues has selected, out of
the many thousands of stamps issued
throughout the world, the 100 greatest of

all. And these are the stamps that will be
authentically re-created for this exceptional
—and very beautiful —collection.

Among them are: the British Guiana
One-Cent Magenta, which brought the
record price of $850,000 at an auction in
1980 —the Penny Black of Great Britain,
the first adhesive postage stamp in the
world —the U.S. 24¢ Airmail Invert, one
of the rarest of all American stamps—
the Japan 500 mon Dragon, which was
first thought 1o be a forgery but is now a
prized rarity. And such famous issues as
the Double Geneva, Moldavian Bull,
Trinacria of Naples—100 great stamps
in all, from every part of the world.

Superbly crafted works in miniature

Each sterling silver miniature will recap-
ture the stamp it portrays with absolute
authenticity. You'll actually be able to see
every detail of the American biplane
which is shown on the 24¢ Airmail In-
vert. Every feature of Queen Victoria's
portrait on the Penny Black. The intri-
cate background pattern that distin-
guishes the One-Cent Franklin “Z" Grill.

The 1869 United States 24¢ Inverted Center is one of the rarest of all American stamps.
It bears the famous John Trumbull painting portraying the signing of the Declaration
of Independence. But through a printing error, the image is shown upside down on the
stamp. {Silver stamp shown at left actual size; at right, enlarged to show fine detail.)

.

The winged headdress on the “Hermes
Head” stamp of Greece.

So that you will be able to study and
enjoy each miniature in close-up detail. a
special magnifying glass and collector’s
tongs will be provided. And you will re-
ceive a custom-designed presentation case
to house and protect the complete collec-
tion of silver miniatures.

A limited edition at a guaranteed price

You will receive your silver miniatures at
the convenient rate of two per month,
and the issue price of just $4.75 will be
guaranteed to you for each miniature in
the collection—regardless of inflation-
ary pressures.

The 100 Greatest Stamps Silver Mini-
ature Collection will be permanently
limited to the exact number of subscrip-
tions entered by the end of 1982. After
that, it will never be offered again.

No payment is required at this time.
However you must mail the postpaid
card to The Franklin Mint, Franklin
Center, PA 19091, no later than Decem-
ber 31, 1982.
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he best video-game play is still in

arcades, but that may change in the
next few years. Home video is coming
of age, becoming sophisticated faster
than a Tom Robbins character in a
Harold Robbins novel. The master tech
builders are gearing up for an assault on
your wallet, and there’s more going on
than you can shake a joy stick at.

Adari’s VCS (Video Computer System)
and Mattel's Intellivision are still the
monsters of the home-game midway.
Atari led the field early with great (for
that time) graphics and a slew of game
cartridges. Its VCS (selling for about
$150) vied with Laverne and Shirley for
the pixels on thousands of TV screens.

Atari still offers more games than any-
one else, but now those graphics don't
look as hot and other people are selling
more-exciting games. To counter those
doldrums, Atari’s new 5200, similar to
an Atari 800-series computer with the
video-game components intact, will soon
be everywhere. A California-based com-
pany called Arcadia has begun hustling
a new product called the Supercharger.
Hook one into any Atari VCS and it
soups the thing up, allowing you to
play seven new Arcadia games. And in
what seems a fit of miscegenation, Mattel
Electronics 1s marketing its M Network.
A solid step forward in VCS graphics, 1t
enhances the resolution of your Atari
and makes it compatible with a bur
geoning library of new Mattel cartridges.
So the VCS ain’'t D.O.A. yet.

Mattel's own Intellivision, George
Plimpton’s favorite, provides many pass-
able sports games and fine visuals for
about $260. A new IntelliVoice module
(sold separately) adds authentic-sound-
ing vocals to the Mattel gl‘aphics. which
across the board put Atari’s to shame.

Odyssey? is out there with dozens of
cartridges and a voice box as well. The
Odyssey games aren’t a challenge for the
hair-trigger arcade fanatic (like me),
but younger kids like the games—par-
ticularly a Donkey Kong clone called
Pick Ax Pete—and the fact that they can
program their own instructions into
some of the games and learning modules.

Commodore's VIC20 is a microcom-
puter as well as a video-game system. It
has a low price tag (less than $300),
good gra phics, a full keyboard with one
(and only one) joy stick and the best
home version of Pac-Man yet. Its game
software is limited; but if you're looking
for a small computer with video games
as an added attraction, you cant do
better than the VIC-20.

Now for the news: Two brand-new
systems, hot off the press kits, deserve
the attention of anyone who's in the
market for interplanetary thrills.

Coleco, a little surprised by the success

“They're here”"—with a vengeance.

Video games come home
for the holidays—here are the
best and the brightest.

of its hand-held Pac-Man, has intro-
duced its spectacular ColecoVision. The
visuals are excellent, even beautiful, in
games that range from Zaxxon to Smurl
Rescue. The system includes a Donkey
KRong cartridge that's practically as good
as the arcade gorilla game. ColecoVision
goes for slightly less than 5200. Most of
its games are both attractive and excit-
ing, the sound system is fun, the sports
games are very good and the whole
shebang is easily expandable with vari-
ous accessories. [here still aren’t many
video cartridges designed for small chil
dren, but Smurf Rescue is the cutest
kids’ game ever.

In the face of all that, it may be quib
bling to say that the Coleco controls are
a touch unresponsive. Or that Smurf
Rescue, which is sure to be a huge seller,
is too hard at the toughest skill level
(any kids’ game I can’t master in a week
of trying is too hard). And how come
the planet’s surface in Cosmic Avenger
looks like Six Flags over Neptune? Alien
worlds should look [orbidding, not like
someplace you get your weight guessed.
But those are all small digs at a great
debut by ColecoVision.

The next big poltergeist to come bop-
ping into your neighborhood is General
Consumer Electronics’ Vectrex. It actual-
ly lives up to its billing as the onc that
“brings real arcade play home.”

Vectrex is a programmable package
that comes with its own ninc-inch moni-
tor. Advertised at around 5200, it boasts

the first-ever vector-graphics screen for
home use. Color-television screens oper-
ate with raster scan, the process of light-
ing up zillions of tiny color dots to
create images. Vector graphics, on the
other hand, uses thin black-and-white
line drawings to form clear, brilliant
geometric shapes that can give the illu-
sion of three-dimensionality. The arcade
game Asteroids is the most popular ex-
ample of vector graphics; Vectrex games
look a lot like Asteroids.

The major vector-graphics drawback
is that it can't produce color images,
though we'll eventually see video games
that combine the two styles. For those
who get the hue downs and lose concen
tration without color, G.C.E. has
equipped its system with a set of plastic
slides that fit over the screen.

Standing near the G.C.E. display at
last June’s Consumer Electronics Show
in Chicago, I overheard a competing
company's rep sneer at Vectrex, “All this
proves is that they haven't got color
capability.” He was right. But an even
more distracting problem than the lack
of color—which you’ll get used to—is
the simplicity of the shapes that vector
graphics can create. It's hard to believe
that that thing on the planet’s surface
in Scramble is an alien fucl repository
when it looks more (exactly, in fact) like
a box with an X through it.

Still, most of the Vectrex games are set
in space, where six lines can represent a
pretty fierce-looking Klingon cruiser.
The action in these games is superior o
that in any of the TV-dependent sys-
tems. The visuals are adequate, cven
starkly compelling at times; the joy stick
and the four-button controls are extraor-
dinarily sensitive; and the music 1s by
turns challenging and inspiring.

Mine Storm, an unabashed imitation
of Asteroids, is programmed into the
Vectrex monitor. As a freebie, it's in-
cumpnr.‘lhl(:—t()ugher in some ways than
Asteroids (not Asteroids Deluxe; nothing
is tougher than that). The game presents
plenty of mean mines, a devilish trian-
gle that rushes out near the end of a rack
and a mess of heat-seeking quasi-stellar
things that'll make you wish you were a
reptile. Remember Asteroids strategy:
You've gotta fly or you'll never beat
Mine Storm.

Vectrex is [ast, challenging and stim-
ulating, thanks to G.C.E.'s having liber-
ated home video [rom the television set.
Give it at least a test fly before you buy.
The choice you finally make from
among all of these games will depend
largely on your personality and on what
gets you off. Some of that decision will
boil down to whether you want action
or good looks—every former high school
boy can identily with that. —KEVIN CoOK
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Here comes

BRIGHT

A fresh new taste experience
that outshines menthol.

It not only tastes fresher while you smoke.
It even leaves you with a clean, fresh taste.

1 mg. “tar”, 0.5 mg. nicotine av. per tigarette by FTC method.

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




You never had it this freshl




30

OLIDAY GIFT BOOKS: 'Tis the sea-

son Lo be giving, and we've got some
suggestions for holiday buying to please
your whole list. We always like to start
by acknowledging the fiction excerpted
in pLAYBOY during the past year. Three
novels in particular would make fine
gifts: Space (Random House), by James
Michener; 2010: Odyssey Two (Del Rey),
by Arthur C. Clarke; and Stanley Elkin's
George Mills {Dutton).

Traditionally, we devote a paragraph
to the special coffec-table books pub-
lished by Harry N. Abrams. This year is
bountiful. Photographer Reinhard Kiin-
kel has stalked elephants with his cam-
era for years, and his book, Elephants,
allows us close-range inspection. Hopi:
The Eagles Cry, by Susanne and Jake Page,
is the first major photo book on the
Hopi traditions (the tribe has always
guarded 1ts privacy). It's a magical inside
look. And, finally, Secrets of the Gnomes,
by Rien Poortvliet and Wil Huygen,
presents the further adventures of the
captivating little creatures.

We have a raft of photo books, from
the whimsical to the sublime, to recom-
mend. They include Show Windows: 75
Years of the Ant of Display (Congdon &
Weed), by Barry James Wood, a social
history of the wonders of window dis-
play; Bernard Faucon's Summer Camp
(Xavier Moreau), a collection of photos
in which old-fashioned department-store
dummies observe the rites of childhood.
It's odd and utterly charming. Another
Moreau book, Big Nudes, by Helmut
Newton, includes only black-and-whites,
You can color them in your fantasies.
One of our two favorites 15 Men Ray Photo-
grophs (Thames and Hudson), which was

prepared for publication in conjunction
with a major exhibit at the Pompidou
Center in Paris in 1981. Man Ray said,
“l would photograph an idea rather
than an object and a dream rather than
an idea.” That gives you some idea of
how unusual his images are. The other
find, Brassai: The Artists of My Life (Viking
Studio), shares with the reader Brassai's
photos of Braque, Dali, Dufy, Miro,
Picasso, Matisse and Rouault, among
others.

Another Viking Studio book worth
noting, Advertising: Reflections of a Century,
by Bryan Holme, is a collection of ads,
posters and magazine covers dating from
the late 19th Century to the present.
The reader can go from the ads of
Toulouse-Lautrec to Woody Allen pro-
moting Smirnoff vodka. Who could ask
for anything more? Sierra Club Books,
as you would expect, has got the moun-
tain book, Mountains of North America, by
Fred Beckey, with images by 58 nature
photographers. It's enough to make even
an armchair traveler want to climb.

The Office Book: Ideas and Designs for Con-
temporary Work Spaces (Facts on File), by
Judy Grat Klein, is useful as well as
attractive. First, you can learn about the
history of office design, and then you
can go downtown and put your ideas
to work.

We have three unusual cookbooks to
recommend this year. The ABC Monday
Night Football Cookbook and Restaurant Guide
(Chilton), by ABC cameramen Andy
Armentani and Gary Donatelli, includes
recipes from the tecams' favorite restau-
rants in 27 National Football League
cities; The Farmers Market Cookbook (Har-
vard Common Press), by Fran Jurga
Garvan, is a collection of seasonal rec-

ipes, buying tips, consumer info and
even a dissertation on roast pig; and
Comida Sabrosa: Home-Style Southwestern
Cooking (University of New Mexico
Press), by Irene Barraza Sanchez and
Gloria Sanchez Yund, will help you make
chili con queso the right way at home.

Finally, three books that defy cate-
gorizing. First, Foyer Pleasure: The Golden
Age of Cinema Lobby Cards (Arum Press),
by John Kobal and V. A. Wilson. Lobby
cards were a form of movie advertising
to lure the moviegoing public into thea-
ters. They were designed by such notable
American illustrators as Petty, Vargas
and Rockwell. The book has 70 full-
color reproductions close to actual size.
Second, Zany Afterncons (Knopt), by Bruce
McCall. We don’t know how to prepare
you for the real McCall, artist and wit.
The publicity release calls the book
“great moments from the Golden Age of
Play.” You'll have to see it for yourself.
Last, but never least, a recent book of
nudes by Jeff Dunas, Modemoiselle, Mode-
moiselle! (Melrose /Grove Press), celebrates
young women—something we've been
known to do ourselves. Happy holidays
and good reading to all.

°

What do you do with a guy who kills
off his main character in the middle
of his book and then goes on with the
story? That much is a surprise, but Bill
Granger, in The Shattered Eye (Crown),
deals in the staples of the genre—
spies pursuing spies and East and West
tinkering with each other's war-game
computers. Granger is less detailed and
subtle than Le Carr¢, and a good deal
bloodier; otherwise, he's in the same
gruesome game.

L]

Donald E. Westlake tends to take a
given literary form and turn it inside
out. He’s best known for his comic crime
novels—The Fugitive Pigeon, God Save
the Mark—and his comic caper novels,
the latter featuring the world’s most un-
lucky burglar, John Dortmunder. In Why
Me (Viking), Dortmunder pulls off the
score of the century: He steals the price-
less Byzantine Fire, only to discover
that he can’t even give the rock away.
He then finds himself the target of sev-
eral ethnic terrorist groups and the vic-
tim of several strange phoneanswering
devices. In all, a silly, wonderful read.

L]

The field of television criticism isn't
overburdened with talent, but one of
the best of the breed is Tom Shales of
The Washington Posi. In his collection,
On the Air! (Summit), there are pieces that
hold up well (reviewing the first episode
of Happy Days, he recommends a minor



character named Fonzie), a few that seem
dated (such as an essay picking apart
long-departed commercials) and, most of
all, a fresh and funny sensibility that
not only likes the tube but sees in it a
wonderful cure for loneliness.

L]

Mix the young good ol' boys from
Okalie with the young good ol’ boys
from neighboring Copperas Cove—in-
cluding coach and sheriff A. A. Game
and lusty Judge Hannibal Duce—and an
annual central-Texas-style [ootball game,
and there’s bound to be trouble. Escalat-
ing trouble. In Blind Man’s Bluff (Imperial
Palm Press), Michael Adams handles it
all with style, wit and increasing doses
of terror as the situation slowly gets out
of hand in this highly readable, very
clever book. Not many people in or out
of Texas have ever heard of the Im-
perial Palm DPress, but it's found an
excellent regional writer in Adams.

BOOK BAG

The Rites of Spring (Priam/Arbor House),
by Bruce Jacobsen and Rollin Riggs:
Good advice on how to get what you're
looking for during spring break in
Florida. These guys have been there.

The Talk Show Book (Facts on File), by
Richard and Deanne Mincer: A kind
of meta-self-help. How to negotiate
your way to TV; also, how to hold your
own with Phil, Johnny, Merv, Bryant
and the rest of the folks who do our
talking for us.

Thinking About the Next War (Knopf), by
Thomas Powers: Smart essays, original-
ly published in Commonweal, that
make us confront the unthinkable.

This Quiet Dust (Random House), by
William Styron: A first collection of
nonfiction from one of our best. A
sensible reaction to the furor over his
Nat Turner; his assessment of other
writers; the 1968 Chicago Democratic
Convention. Lots of pleasures here.

Last Stands: Notes from Memory (Godine),
by Hilary Masters: The son of poet
Edgar Lee Masters has written an af-
fecting—though affected—memoir of the
creator of Spoon River. The most in-
teresting character turns out to be not
curmudgeon Edgar Lee but his wife.

A Better World (Simon & Schuster), by
William L. O'Neill: A hard-nosed and
clearheaded study of liberals in Ameri-
ca; their decline and fall, due to their
blind acceptance of Russia as a model
society; and the prospects for more ra-
tional progressive thought in the future.

Fingerprint (Random House), by John
Sack: Subtitled “The Autobiography of
an American Man,” this is a bright,
offbeat satire of our culture, focusing on
such topics as boy-scout camp, Vietnam,
air disasters and efficiency experts.

There's a race of men that don’t fit in,
A race that can't slay shill;

So they break the J‘mlrls of kith and kin,
And they roam the world at will.

ThrMﬂl 'l'lul! Don't Fit In

. . .
v

A one hundred proof potency that

simmers just below the surface. Yet, so
smooth and flavorful, it's unlike an
Canadian liquor you've ever tast

Straight, mixed, or on the rocks,

® Yukon Jack is truly a spirit unto itself.

100 Proof Imported Liqueur
made with Blended Canadian Whisky:

Yukon Jack. imported and Bottied by Heublain inc., Hartiord, Conn. Soie Agents U.S.A° © 1807 Dodd. Mead & Co.. Inc.
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Scripto is merchandising a hot new rock-"n'-roll line: Star Lights, a collection of ciga-
rette lighters decorated with the logos of such rock bands as The Who, Ted Nugent,
Journey, Van Halen and The Police. Great for torch songs and for standing ovations.

OCK 'N' ROLL AND MISTLETOE:

About this time of year, the record
companies start grinding out slab after
slab of greatest-hits anthologies and
everyone short of Benji brings out a
Christmas-carol  album. We looked
around for a few of the more imagina-
tive offerings—and not just those on
records—available this season.

If you're really bummed out that
Benji hasn’t recorded, you may want to
take a look at a new line of greeting
cards called Musigrams, available at rec-
ord stores and card shops for $2.50.
Each Christmas card includes a 33-rpm
sound sheet of a Christmas song per-
formed by a class act: Fred Astaire sings
Santa Claus Is Coming to Town; Willie
Nelson sings Blue Christinas. But best
of all, the Canine Chorus barks Jingle
Bells, while the Tabbynacle Choir
meows Deck the Halls. The only thing
that could beat that is Bob Seger’s orig-
inal yule ballad, Sock It to Me Santa,
recorded in the Sixties and now avail-
able on Detroit Nuggets (Radio-Active).
Don'’t tell Bob we sent you.

This year's top stocking stuffer comes
to you courtesy of Tom Scholz, who
earned a master's from MIT and was
a designer for Polaroid before he really

made it as the leader of Boston. Now
he has invented The Rockman, 2 for-your-
earsonly guitar amplifier that is every
garage band's dream. Instead of speak-
ers, The Rockman utilizes a headset and
reproduces almost any kind of distortion
you might wish upon a note. It retails
for about $250 wherever electric guitars
are sold.

If you want a gift with historic merit,
put out for a couple of Who concert
tickets. The band's now starting the

that's where

HOT

Dire Straits / Love over Gold

2. Jack Mack and the Heart Attack /
Cardiac Party

The Adventures of Johnny Cash

. Arthur Blythe / Elaborations

The Whe / It's Hard

—

or o w

TRUST US SR

At right, note Alice Cooper's
new impression of Talking Head
David  Byrne.
the resemblance
ends. As a maller of fact, we
preferred  Alice’s  previous in-
carnation as the Mikado.

second half of its American farewell tour
before heading back to Europe, presum-
ably to take brandy at the Royal Geo-
graphical Society and talk over the rock
wars. You'll find more on that in The
Who: Maximum R&B (St. Martin's), by Rich-
ard Barnes, the authorized biography
packed with photos and a flexidisc of
My Generation and Pinball Wizard.

Or how about a reissue of the largest-
selling rock book ever published? Rock
Dreams (Knopf), the volume of Guy
Peellaert’s paintings of imagined private
moments in the lives of rock’s greats,
with text by Nik Cohn, has been repack-
aged with a touching new introduction
by novelist Michael (Dispatches) Herr.

Something worth having is Mobile
Fidelity Sound Lab’s The Beatles/The Col-
Iection, the 14-record (remastered at half
speed) anthology of every Beatles album
as it was originally released in England.
For $325, the set includes a book of
album-cover artwork and a snazzy black
case with brass hinges. If your record
store doesn’t have it, it can order it.

Of course, not everyone celebrates the
holidays in the same fashion. For those
pals whose idea of festivity is dyeing
their Mohawks green and bleeding, Sie
Fucks (Sozyamuda), the first album by the
notorious group of the same name, in-
cludes such wonderful holiday hits as
Insects Rule My World, Rock or Die and
Spanish Bar Mitzvah. Now, that's one
way to finish off the holidays.

REVIEWS

Hooked on Swing (RCA), a catchy,
discofied medley of big-band hits by Larry
Elgart and His Manhattan Swing Orches-
tra, caught on this year. If you're now
ready to sample real swing, here's a short
but essential guide to the recordings that
made the Big War so much fun. All
records mentioned here are in print.

This Is Artie Shaw (RCA). Exciting,

Unfortunately,

NOT

1. Alice Cooper / Zipper Catches Skin

2. Judi Scott / Aerobic Dancing for the
Family

3. André Cymone / Livin® in the New Wave

4. The Osmond Brothers

5. Fortnox
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innovative swing featuring an early
guest appearance by Billie Holiday and
the definitive version of Star Dusi.

This Is Duke Ellington (RCA). Everyone
loves the Duke. And this collection con-
tains most of the tunes (Take the “A”
Train, Sophisticated Lady, et al.) Duke
lovers love best.

This Is Tommy Dorsey (RCA). He began
his career in the Twenties, playing
Chicagostyle jazz. This covers his
swing period, featuring Buddy Rich, Jo
Stafford and a skinny Italian kid
from Hoboken.

The Complete Charlie Barnet (RCA Blue-
bird). The original white Duke (Elling-
ton, that is), who bridged the gap from
swing to bop. RCA has reissued four two-
record sets. We recommend them all.

The Best of Count Basie (MCA). This
album samples the Forties outputr of
what many consider the swingingest of
all the big bands. If you're interested
in Basie's earlier work (featuring Lester
Young), try Super Chief (Columbia).

Glenn Miller—A Memorial (RCA). These
are the scratchy 78s your parents had
(Chattanooga Choo Choo, In the Mood,
et al.), only without the scratch and on
3314. For obsessional types, RCA's Blue-
bird series is complete with 300 cuts in
nine two-record sets.

Benny  Goodman—Legendary  Performer
(RCA). Most of the early wlite big
bands pilfered the black sound. Good-
man not only employed a black arranger
(Flercher Henderson), he put black play-
ers (Teddy Wilson and Lionel Hampton)
on the bandstand! That's probably why
these famous recordings still sound so
good today.

L]

Sweet, thick clouds of burnt ganja
form a face above the crowd. Yes, mon,
it's Marley's ghost come to haunt the
music of Reggae Sunsplash ‘81, a Tribute
to Bob Marley (Elcktra). The two-album
reggae sampler recorded live at Mon-
tego Bay includes strong cuts by the best
bands in reggae: Third World, Steel
Pulse, Black Uhuru and on and on. Like
they say in Jamaica: No problem.

°

It is an unimportant sexist truth
that classical guitarist Liona Boyd is
appreciably better looking than Andrés
Segovia, Julian Bream and John
Williams. What s important is that she
can play her instrument. If you place
the cover of A Guitar for Christmas (CBS)
face down to avoid distraction and sim-
ply listen to her—the songs are tradi-
tional and the orchestral support is
understated—you'll succumb to her gen-
tle, warm style. Then, when the music
ends, turn over the jacket and double
your pleasure.

L

Pop musicians can make careers turn-
ing sugary sentiment into something
even worse, such as glucose. If you lis-
ten to Air Supply, for instance, you're

FAST TRACKS

THE LONG—AND THE SHORT—OF IT DEPARTMENT: Once upon a time, there was a
music-production company, Midget Delight, Inc., that created a new sound called
fantasy rock. It launched a band, which it named David James and Neverland,
and started to get some media attention. The man behind that shrewd PR is none
other than multitalented Hervé (Fantasy Island) Villechaize, who says in his next
life he'd like to come back as a musician. But, then, so would Barry Manilow.

EELING AND ROCKING: Keep your eye
out for the NBC-TV movie Liw-
ing Proof, starring Richard Thomas as
Honk Williems, Jr. The film traces
the singer’s life in the shadow of his
father’s legend, his near-fatal fall from
Ajax Mountain, his recovery and his
new musical success. In all, an inspir-
ing bit of business. . . . James Brown will
be reunited with Dan Aykroyd in the
movie Dr. Detroit. . . . Twentieth
Century-Fox has taped one of the con-
certs on The Who's farewell tour for
TV and home video. . . . Dancing the
Night Away Department: The Stones
and Hal Ashby are requesting room for
dancing in any theater where Time
Is on Our Side plays. . . . Deve, The
Cars, The Police, Oinge Boinge and Blondie
have all contributed songs to the
sound track of a fairly sleazy-sound-
ing movie, The Last American Virgin.
Why? Says Billy Gerber, manager of
Devo, “It's good business.” . . . Rick
springfield says he has yet another
movic—a police story called Tango
Palace—in the works, and rumor has
it that Diana Ress may get involved
with the project.
nNEwsereaks: Did Bill Graham pay up?
We heard he was offering $1750 for a
map of Europe. Not just any map,
mind you, but the map used during
the Stones’ blitz of Europe. It was
covered with personal messages from
the band to Graham. . . . Jimmy Buf-
fert, as we've told you, is winding
down the touring and winding up
the writing. He recently attended a
conference at Ole Miss on the works
of William Faulkner—to prepare for his

screenwriting debut, we'd guess. . . .
Memphis State University gave B. B.
King its fourth annual Distinguished
Achievement Award, presented in
memory of Elvis. Two previous recipi-
ents, Jerry Llee Lewis and Charlie Rich,
joined King at the ceremony for a
jam session. That's the college news
for this month. . . . ! Another Paul
McCartrey album, this one of tunes
recorded during the Tug of War ses-
sions, is due out any day now. . . .
Harry Nilsson’s ten-year-old TV special,
The Point, is going to Broadway with
a bunch of Harry's songs.

RANDOM RUMORS: As wWe Went to press,
our two lavorite stories in the uncon-
firmed category were the debate be-
tween Moon Zappa and G. Gordon Liddy
on the subject of the national-defense
budget (you wanna talk grody to
the max?) and Andy Gibb's making
time with Tanya Tucker. Totally awe-
some. . . . Bob Geldof is grateful to
Pink Floyd for giving him a break in
the movies, and, he says, “I think
the Pink Floyd people are very nice,
indeed; but I'm not a fan, and I'm
sure they're not fans of the Rats,
either.”” . . . Heart's airplane had some
strange trouble on the way to the
Dominican Republic’s concert scries
Concerts for the Americas. The plane
began to act weirdly over the Ber-
muda Triangle: Its outer windshield
shattered and the autopilot went
of 2y And, on a really heavy note,
Steven Spielberg had a gig with the
Boston Symphony at Tanglewood; he
played the chimes in The 1812 Over-
ture. —BARBARA NELLIS
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already diabetic. Kenny Loggins does
something different, and his is a small
but significant genius. He digs basic emo-
tion out of pop's lathery concerns, buffs
it and presents it with such ingenuous
sincerity that it looks like crystal. High
Adventure (Columbia) is less an adventure
than a stroll through the best kind of
modern folk-rock, but it's as pleasant and
vital as an Italian wedding. Don't
skip over Heartlight to get to the hit
songs—it’s the best track on the album.
Dedicated to the progressive Heartlight
School in Canoga Park, California, and
full of Loggins' candles, moonlight,
rain and faith, it’s about as smarmy as
a song can get and just as inspiring.
Maybe no one but Kenny could get
away with this bucketful of sweetness
and light.
L ]

Singer /string player Ricky Skaggs has
been in the music business a good long
time. He backed Flatt & Scruggs, The
Stanley Brothers, The Counuy Gentle-
men, |. D. Crowe and The New South
and, finally, Emmylou Harris, mean-
while starting his own band in 1978.
His second band’s album, Highways and
Heartaches (Epic), has just been released.
Skaggs's stvle is not quite as mountain
as, say, Roy Acuft’s or quite as commer-
cial as Willie Nelson's; he falls some-
where in between but is busily making
the bridge between a nearly conventional
bluegrass style (Don’t Let Your Sweet
Love Die) and a batch of modern, inten-
tionally corny tunes that will have you
whining and snuffling along in no time.

.

It is impossible to play To the Unknown
Man (RCA), by Vangelis, without re-
membering that this is the guy who
scored Chariots of Fire. The music comes
off as propaganda. Somewhere in the lay-
ers ol electronic pulses is the message:
Get off your ass. Activities such as break-
ing the land-speed record, perfecting
your tennis serve and retaking Poland
seem like good ideas. 1f Hitler were
around, he'd run out and buy this album.

SHORT CUTS

Bananarama (London): England’s an-
swer to The Go-Go's. Girls like these
don’t grow on trees.

Eorl Thomas Conley / Somewhere Between
Right and Wrong (RCA): Somewhere be-
tween Ray Charles and George Jones.

Kim Cornes / Voyeur (EMI America):
Here's looking at you, Kim. Play it again.

Kurtis  Blow / Tough (Mercury): This
guv'll talk your ear off, but that's his job.
Besides, how many raps can you dance to?

Michael Stanley Band / MSB (EMI Ameri-
ca): More good stuff from one of Ameri-
ca's most dependable groups.

Tanya Tucker / Changes (Arista): Her best
work since Delta Dawn.

Earl Scruggs & Tom T. Hall / The Storyreller
and the Banjo Man (Columbia): Two slick
hick pickers click.

Gilbeys idea of aTom Collins.
More gin taste.
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MOVIES

I[ there were a popularity contest
to pick the most lovable screen char-
acter of the year, my prime candidate—
running neck and neck with E'T., of
course—would be Gondhi (Columbia).
“This little brown man in the loincloth
who led his country to freedom™ is the
subject of an engrossing, ennobling
and grand biographical epic directed by
England’s Richard Attenborough. As-
sassinated in 1948, long before ashram
and guru became buzz words for an en-
tire generation, Mahatma Gandhi was
a moral and spiritual giant among men,
even among such illustrious world
leaders as Roosevelt, Churchill and De
Gaulle. Gandhi is portrayed with aston-
ishing accuracy and inner light by a
hitherto-little-known Anglo-Indian actor
named Ben Kingsley, who makes the
great exponent of nonviolent civil dis-
obedience live again; his performance
reminds us that we exist in an age hun-
gry for heroces. That fact alone makes
Ganelhi an immensely moving saga.
Defying authority, hauled off to pris-
on at regular intervals, sometimes fast-

Mason vs. Newman in Verdict.

ing to the brink of death to force his
will upon an imperfect world, Gandhi
says quite simply to the British in India,
“It 1s time you left"—and at last suc-
ceeds in throwing off the shackles of co-
lonialism. This is capsule history and
old-fashioned moviemaking as served up
by Attenborough in the kind of flick
that keeps chronological order by an-
nouncing the time and place every now
and then: *“Bombay, India—1915" or
“Porbandar State, some years later.”
Don't let such signals worry you. All
the big scenes work wonderfully, while the
small ones restore human scale. The
blazing intelligence of John Briley's
screenplay, Kingsley's understated but
unmistakable charisma and Attenbor-
ough’s passionate conviction finally
sweep away any residual doubt about
Gandhi as a whole. The one weak link
in a solid cast may be Candice Bergen,
beautiful and earnest, if not 100

>
Kingsley.superb as Gandhi.

-

Gandhi lives again in a
triumphant film; Newman wins
in Verdict; Jinxed trio terrific.

Y

wahl cuts such a deal with Bette.

percent persuasive, as the famed photo
journalist Margaret Bourke-White. Ro-
hini Hattangady, as Gandhi's wife, is
marvelous in the impressive company of
tough opponents and loyal followers
headed by Martin Sheen, John Gielgud,
Trevor Howard, John Mills and Edward
Fox. Music by Ravi Shankar lends a
touch of distinction, too. Aglow with
enough memorable moments to light up
any movie season, Gandhi is a monu-
mental achievement. ¥¥¥¥
°

Director Sidney Lumet's The Verdict
(Fox) is a courtroom drama with an ex-
emplary script (adapted from Barry
Reed’s novel) by playwright David
Mamet and a heavyweight performance
by Paul Newman to certify its big-league
credentials. His golden-boy good looks
have weathered well, age has added in-
sight to the smirking innocence of his
baby blues and he has never been better

than he is here as a burned-out, ambu-
lance-chasing Boston lawyer who fights
one more big case with everything he’s
got left. In seeking justice for the family
of a young woman who has been turned
into a vegetable through medical bun
gling at a huge Catholic hospital, he sets
out to win a malpractice suit, though
his deeper goal is to win back his self-
respect. Some subtle questions of ethics
are pointedly dramatized by Mamet,
brought to room temperature by Lumet
and snapped to life by Newman and his
feisty co-stars: Jack Warden as his legal
mentor, James Mason as his formidable
opposition, Milo O'Shea as a hostile
judge, gorgeous Charlotte Rampling as a
divorcee whose moral support turns
out to be rather fragile. The Verdict is
slow, serious, almost palpabiy taking its
time to weigh matters of importance.
I'll admit to an ounce of prejudice in
favor of a movie that's about something,
a subject for grownups who relish the
excitement of a flawed, frightened man
bucking the system against impossible
odds. Newman's underdog attorney
could be the bar association’s answer to
Rocky. ¥¥¥
.

The wmouble with Hey, Good Lookin’
(Warner) is that its appeal seems limited
to good listenin'. John Madara and Ric
Sandler wrote the rocking Fifties music
on the sound track. The rest is routine
animation Dby writer-producer-director
Ralph Bakshi. doing a kind of West
Side Slory rumble (:pic in cartoon form,
replete with four-letter words but dis-
playing almost none of the genius he
showed more than a decade ago in such
milestone X-rated movies as Fritz the
Cat and Heavy Traffic. The view from
here suggests that Bakshi's genius is on
hold. OK; we'll wait. ¥

.

Bette Midler, Ken Wahl and Rip Torn
beat the odds against them in Jinxed
(MGM/UA). All three are terrific—hi-
larious, even—in a messy comedy that
plays like a house ahre, probably thanks
to David Newman (co-author, with Burt
Blessing, of the screenplay) for the work-
able gags. Torn plays a “subsistence gam-
bler” working the Reno-Lake Tahoe
circuit, dragging along a house tratler
and a battered blonde lounge singer
(Bette). He has a jinx on Wahl, as a
harried blackjack dealer who can newer
beat him unless . . well, unless the
dealer steals something that belongs
to him. Such as the blonde. Sex, in-
tended murder and intrigue at Har-
rah’s casino lollow, with a couple of
musical numbers by the Divine Bette
thrown in just for the hell of it. “This
isn’t a medley, it's a track meel,” she
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yells during one frantic stage break. And
Jinxed is like that—everything at break-
neck pace, full of broad jumps in cred-
ibility, with hams stretching at every
turn. Despite persistent stories of animos-
ity between Midler and Wahl (he told
mterviewers that their love scenes left
him cold), they click as a zany romantic
team. Midler, I'm convinced. can turn
a scene upside down or sideways and
make 1t completely her own, in much
the way Mae West did. Director Don
Siegel, an old pro usually identified
with action films, manages his hand so
well that the show's over before you
realize he has bluffed you into thinking
he was playing with a full deck. ¥¥'2
°

A sensational performance by Michael
Moriarty as a frenetic ex-junkie and
petty crook may be the major virtue of
Q (United Film Distribution). Which is
not to belittle the other good points in
writer-producer-director  Larry Cohen'’s
clever, grisly shocker. There's a huge,
predatory, airborne serpent preving upon
New York (the Q stands [or Quetzal-
coatl, a winged Aztec god), and only
Moriarty knows where the bird has its
nest—in the spire of the Chrysler Build-
ing. Among the human sacrifices are
high-rise construction workers and sun
bathers snatched off rooftops. Grant him
a few lapses, but Cohen has proved his
skill with such horrific nonsense (his last
gory smash hit was [1'’s Alive), and here
he combines shock with good humor,
literate dialog, well-developed characters
and Moriarty's Kinky tour de force as a
born loser on a power trip. Candy Clark,
David Carradine and Richard Round-
wree also play key roles in the shadow of
a special-effects monster that looks like
an American cousin to Godzilla. Stay
home il you're queasy. 0 is [asten-your-
seat-belt entertainment [or connoisseurs
ol the instant tingle. ¥¥'%

.

Liberated women are the central con
cern of Independence Day (Warner), from a
[resh, perceptive first screenplay by nov
clist Alice Hofiman. Her female charac-
ters, stifled by smalltown life and
small-minded men, seek to escape via
fatal illness or suicide, or simply by get-
ting on a bus to Los Angeles. It's the
last solution for Kathleen Quinlan, play-
ing a plucky girl who yearns to study
photography. Meanwhile, she has a
beau (David Keith) who urges her to
stay and waich him drive racing cars
and a mother (Frances Sternhagen) who
is succumbing to cancer but hopes to see
her daughter escape before she dies. Al
though Quinlan always strikes me as
more actressy than authentic, the cast is
fine—especially Keith, justly rewarded
with a star part to follow his staunch
supporting role in An Officer and a
Gentleman. Director Robert Mandel,
making his feature-ilm debut, occasion-
ally scems to have a loose grip on his

Quinlan, Keith in Independence Day.

Score two for liberated
women, one for the monster
and one for Jeremy lrons.

Madigan, Bridges produce a Love Child.

material. Independence Day works best
when an actress named Dianne Wiest 1s
onscreen, walking away with it as
Keith's sister, an abused wife with sui-
cidal tendencies and a sweetly sell-depre-
cating sense of humor about her nervous
breakdowns. She's crazy by local stand-
ards and knows it—and Wiest's tremu-
lous vulnerability projects the kind of
wounding truth that just might win a
girl an Oscar if this picture is not lost
in the shuffle. You won't forget her. ¥¥%
L

The exuberant air of an E.R.A. pep
rally manages to modify the stark sub-
ject matter of Love Child (Ladd/WB),
subtitled “A True Story.” Larry Peerce’s
film, written by Anne Gerard and
Katherine Specktor, sets itsell up to
strike another blow [or the women's
movement by telling the story of Terry
Jean Moore. A Florida teenager, she's
sentenced to 15 years in prison on a
charge of armed robbery—the caper nets
five dollars—and is ultimatcly impreg-
nated by one of her guards. Terry Jean's

fight to keep her child and her self-
esteemn seemns like perfect material for
a TV docudrama. A spunky, freckled
gamin named Amy Madigan is a dyna
mo in the leading role—with Beau
Bridges characteristically low key as the
guilty guard and Mackenzie Phillips and
Anna Maria Horsford on target as two
of the more unruly inmates. Carly
Simon sings the sound-track theme, and
I)y the time the movie ended, I felt as
if I'd been trundled off from that E.R.A.
rally to a baby shower. ¥¥
=

When the furniture started to fly in
Amityville 1I: The Possession (Orion),
my frst thought was to slip away and
see Poltergeist again. This soggy sequel
returns to that infamous haunted house
with a new family in residence. Burt
Young and Rutanya Alda play Mom
and Pop, with Jack Magner and Diane
Franklin as the eldest of their four chil-
dren—a pair of siblings driven to incest
once the evil spirits get up steam. James
Olson, a very intelligent actor, plays the
neighborhood priest who brandishes his
crucifix to no avail. Although there is a
hook at the end for yet another Amily-
ville horror, let's hope the demolition
crew will beat the film crew to the
punch. ¥

L ]

Another tour-de-force performance by
Jeremy Irons—the British actor who
stole The French Lieutenant’s Woman,
then cinched his bid for stardom in
Brideshead Revisited on television—is
the best reason to see Moonlighting (Uni-
versal Classics). Writer-director  Jerzy
Skolimowski's resonant drama has polit
ical overtones that seem to be more
insinuated than stated. The story, such
as it is, brings four Polish workers to
London on a one-month gig: renovating
a town house for their boss, a sharpie
back in Warsaw who obviously knows
how to shield his assets on both sides of
the wron curtain. Irons, as Nowak, is
the only member of the crew who spcaks
English, which makes him foreman.
Since the others seem about as com-
petent as The Three Stooges, mostly
silent and stupid and entirely unaware
that martial law has been declared in
Poland during their absence, Moon
lighting is pretty much a one-mnan show.
Irons is both narrator and pivotal char-
acter, who wheels and deals and shop-
lifts, spinning lies to keep his fellow
workers on schedule, never telling them
that Solidarity has triggered a crisis bhack
home. Highly subjective and almost sur-
real at times, Skolimowski’s bizarre fable
offers some memorable moments—the
foursome on their frst foray into a
London supermarket and Nowak fan-
tasizing about his pretty wifc, who wears
a Wrangler Tshirt in the snapshot he
carries and who may or may not be
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having an affair with his boss. Visually,
it’s all angular and alienating, which
must be exactly what the director in-
tended. He's somewhat cool for my taste
but saves the game by having Irons in
the fire. ¥¥

L

The funniest thing about Jekyll and
Hyde . . . Together Again (Paramount) is its
title. In the title role, madcap Mark
Blankfield of TV's Fridays troupe—wear-
ing a fright wig—wastes a lot of energy
in his losing battle with a screenplay
that had already defeated no fewer than
four writers. This spoof is just an over-
stretched drug joke, with Blankfield as
Jekyll, a young doctor who accidentally
snifls the wrong white substance while
drowsing over his research, then hecomes
the wildly hip Mr. Hyde, who sprouts
gold chains and other junk jewelry.
There’s also a total-transplant scene in
the operating room, a debacle that ends
with doctors and nurses slipping around
on vital organs. If you think that's funny,
think again. The only class act in all this
is Bess Armstrong, as Jekyll's super-
WASP fiancée. Bess is best because she
seems to understand that wild excess is
not the key to comedy. ¥

L

Italian director Michelangelo Anto-
nioni's Identification of @ Woman, still en-
tertaining bids from the distributors as
Wwe go Lo press, is the old master’s sexiest
epic since Blow-Up in 1966. Now 70,
Antonioni seems to have his own alter
cgo in the character played by Tomas
Milian—a middle-aged movie director
who's looking for an idea and, simulta-
neously, for a fascinating new lady to in-
spire his life and work. He finds several,
though his most stunning discoveries are
Mavi (Daniela Silverio), an elusive beau-
ty who has a secret or two, and Ida (Chris-
tine Boisson), who's having another
man’s baby. Typically elliptical and
cool, Woman has a couple of subtle,
steamy love scenes as hot as any you'll
find right now—plus a totally hypnotic
sequence, featuring a quarreling couple
and a parked car in the fog, that is pure
cinematic poetry. Antonioni, of course,
excels at this sort of thing. In a fleeting
reflection across two faces behind a glass
door, he captures ecloquent imagery
where a lesser moviemaker might simply
wax wordy. Perhaps that's why even a
minor piece by Antonioni is something
of a marvel. ¥¥¥

L ]

Timely and provocative, Endangered
Species (MGM) opens with a reminder
that, as of 1969, “the U.S. banned fur-
ther tests of chemical and germ warfare.”
Then writer-director Alan Rudolph stants
winding up his somewhat paranoid solu-
tion to the mystery of cattle mutila-
tion—a phenomenon recorded during
the past dozen years or so in 27 states, in
which more than 10,000 cattle carcasses

Blankfield as Hyde seeks Krista Errickson.

Frightful fright wiggery,
awesome Antonioni
and scary Species,

have been found gutted with almost sur-
gical precision, most of their vital organs
missing. Species is set in a cow town
called Buffalo, Colorado, where a comely
lady sheriff (JoBeth Williams) meets a
cynical New York detective (Robert
Urich, of TV's Vega$ and Gavilan) who
has moved West to straighten out his
teenaged daughter (Marin Kanter) and
his drinking habit. Paul Dooley is the
resident crusading newspaperman (in the
movies, every Western town has one);
country singer Hoyt Axton is the power-
ful rancher with something to hide.

Full of things that go whomp in the
night, Endangered Species has consider-
able holding power at the outset, when
it's anyone’s guess whether the mis.
chiel aloot 1s being perpetrated by al
ien presences from a UFO or by more
conventional bad guys. After a while,
though, credible suspense gives way to
farfetched heroics better suited to James
Bond. As a pair ol testy lovebirds doing
detective work between clinches, Wil-
liams and Urich generate nice chemistry.
Even the magic of chemistry, alas, can-
not hide gaping holes in a script. I
suspect the problem is Rudolph, who ob-
viously handles human frailtics with
more assurance than he handles the
mechanics of hair-trigger suspense. Still,
a tantalizing tale. ¥¥v

~—REVIEWS BY BRUCE WILLIAMSON

MOVIE SCORE CARD

capsule close-ups of current films
by bruce williamson

Amityville Il: The Possession (Revicwed
this month) The prequel, and a worse

little horror house. ¥
Creepshow A campy King ommnibus
directed by Romero. Yy

Diner Guys, dolls and dropouts back
in Baltimore, 1959. Just fine.  ¥¥y¥
Eating Raoul Bright black comedy
about what to do with a dead
swinger. ¥yy
Endangered Species (Reviewed this
month) Cowherd whodunit. ¥y
ET. The Extra-Terrestrial A shoo-in il
he runs for President. YYyY
Fitzecarralde Herzog's folly, with Klaus
Kinski as a compulsive adventurer
bringing opera to the Amazon. ¥¥¥
Five Days One Summer Alpine romance
by Fred Zinnemann makes an casy
climb for Sean Connery. Y¥V:
Gandhi (Reviewed this month) The
mahatma’s bio. Magnificent. Yyvy
Hey, Good lookin’ (Reviewed this
month) Bakshi, below par. ¥
Identification of @ Woman (Reviewed
this month) Antonioni returns with
an arresting sexual odyssey. ¥¥y
Independence Day (Reviewed this
month) OK Americana, but dig Di-
anne Wiest—a real scene stealer. ¥¥%
Jekyll end Hyde . . . Together Again
(Reviewed this month) Is there a
show doctor in the house? Ugh. ¥
Jinxed (Reviewed this month) Men,
murder and Midler. ¥¥a
Lola Fasshinder on a fast track, re-
visiting The Blue Angel. y¥y
Lookin’ to Get Ouwt Jon Voight in
Vegas with Ann-Margret in Hal Ash-
by's altogether human comedy.  ¥¥¥
Love Child (Reviewed this month)
Babes behind banrs. ¥y
Moonlighting (Reviewed this month)
Four Polish workers sweating out Soli-
darity in London. ¥y
My Favorite Year Live TV's golden
era, 1954, with Peter O Toole in top
form as a boozing guest star. Y¥2
An Officer ond a Gentleman Navy ca-
dets and chicks; heady romance with
Richard Gere and Debra Winger. ¥¥¥
Q@ (Reviewed this month) Fun City
terrorized by giant bird. ¥y
Split Image Michael O'Keele as a
Moonie type in total eclipse. ¥¥1
still of the Night Streep and Scheider
in mediocre suspense drama. ¥y
Tempest Shakespearcan comedy up-
dated if not upgraded by Paul Mazur-
sky, with an admirable cast. ¥y
The Verdict (Reviewed this month) An
acting coup for Paul Newman. ¥¥¥%

¥¥ Worth a look |
¥ Forget it

Y¥¥¥ Don't miss
¥¥¥ Good show




Nestled in the redwood empire bevond the Valley of the Moon

is a mystical place called Korbel.

Here since 1882, Korbel Champagne has been taught

to dance. laugh and celebrate life.

Every sparkling drop of Korbel Champagne has been
naturally fermented in the very bottle vou buv. . .impaticntly
waiting for the moment when vour magic electrifies the air.

F KORBEL & BROS . GUERNEVILLE, SONOMA COUNTY, CA - PRODUCERS OF FINE CALIFORNIA CHAMPAGNES FOR 100 YEARS

VEBUsLey FERMENMTED tm Thig Boun

43



44

w COMING ATTRACTIONS 5%

DOL GOSSIP: Sylvester Stallone has been
I set Lo co-write, co-produce (with Robert
Stigwood) and direct Paramount’s sequcl
to Saturday Night Fever. Titled Staying
Alwe (after the popular Bee Gees song),
the follow-up will star John Travolta, re-
prising his Tony Manero role. Omne
fervently hopes that this will not mean
the re-emergence of the disco craze. . . .
Timothy Hutton and Ed Asmer will star in
the Book of Daniel, based on E. L. Doc-
torow’s novel loosely based on the Rosen-
bergs. . . . The three talented wackos
who gave us Airplane!—Jlerry Zucker, David
Zucker and Jim Abrahams—have a new film
project in the works called Top Secrel.
So far, it scems to be living up to its
title: Paramount publicists were unable
1o say whether the title denotes the film’s
subject or simply means that the subject
is top secret. . . . Universal is planning
a sequel to Jaws 2, tentatively titled Jawws
3-D. ... Al Pacino has been set to star in
Scarface, based on the classic 1932 film

1y

Stallone

Travelta

that starred Poul Muni and George Raft.
While the original was about Al Capone,
the new version involves a Cuban who be-
comes a crime overlord. . . . The agenda
at CBS-TV includes a made-for-T'V movie
based on the old Leave 1t to Beaver
series. Called St:ll the Beaver, the film
stars original-cast members Jerry Mathers
(Beaver), Tony Dow (Wally), Barbara Billings-
ley (Mrs. Cleaver) and Ken Osmond (Eddie
Haskell). The network also plans to re-
unite Robert Vaughn and David McCallum in
Return of the Man from UN.C.LE. . ..
Woody Allen, who customarily waits until
postproduction to title his films, has
named his new one prior to production.
The Orion feature will be called Broad-
way Danny Rose.
0

ROCK AROUND THE cLock: Gel Crazy is a
film long overdue—a spoof of rock
concerts, Set backstage at The Saturn
Theater, a Fillmore East type of audi-
torium, on New Year's Eve 1982, the
action covers 24 hours in the life of your
typical rock concert, complete with every
stereotype. Allen (Continental Divide)
Goorwitz stars as a Bill Graham-style rock
promoter trying desperately to make sure
everything comes off, while behind his
back, his young nephew (Miles Chapin) is

plotting to sabotage the concert. Maleolm
McDowell is Regoie Wanker, your basic
Britrock superstar modeled loosely on
Rod Stewart, with a little Mick Jagger
thrown in for good measure (McDowell
sings for the hrst time since crooning
Singin’ in the Rain in A Clockwork
Orange). Model-actress Anna Bjorn plays

R
Goorwitz McDowell
McDowell's main squeeze, and her re-
semblance to Britt Ekland is no coinci-
dence; Lou Reed, who wrote his own songs
for the film, is a Dylanesque character
named Auden; Daniel (Diner) Stern and
Gail (Making a living) Edwords play the
only two straight, unstoned people in
the joint. The flick is the brain child of
dircctor Allan (Heartbecps) Arkush, who,
while a film student at New York Uni-
versity, actually worked at the famed
Fillmore East.
®

AMERICAN NEW wave? Orion’s produc-
tion of Breathless is not exactly a remake
ol French director Jean-luc Godard’s 1961
classic; it's actually more of an adapta-
tion. The original had Jeon-Paul Belmondo
as a French hoodlum and Jean Seberg as
an American girl who finds herself hope-
lessly attracted to him; Orion’s version
has Richard Gere playing an American car
thiel and model-actress Valerie Kaprisky as
a French architectural student smitten by

Kaprisky

his charms. Plotwise, it goes like this:
Gere is Jesse Lujack, a punk who casually
steals cars whenever the mood strikes.
Kaprisky is Monica Poiccard, a practical,
levelheaded student in Los Angeles. Gere
steals a car in Las Vegas and drives to
Los Angeles, where he plans to pick up
Monica and take her to Mexico. On the
way, however, he Kills a policeman,
which complicates things considerably.
Although Williem Tepper, Karen Black and

Art Metrano are listed as co-stars, Breath-
less is essentially a story about two people
caught in an impossible affair.

.

WESTWARD HO! Nalional Lampoon’s
Vacation, set for a summer 1983 release,
looks, feels and smells like a runaway
box-officc smash. Based on a Lampoon
story by John Hughes (who co-wrote the
script with Chevy Chase and Harold [Stripes]
Ramis, who also directs), it’s the quintes-
sential cross-country car trip, a sort of
Out of Towners Go Wesi. Chase plays
Clark W. Griswold, a mild-mannered
food-additives chemist who lives in a
suburb of Chicago with his wife (Beverly
D‘Angelo) and kids (Dana Barron and An-
thony Michael Hall). His two-weck summer
vacation has arrived, and Clark has de-

Cha

D’'Angelo

cided to take his family on a trip out
West. He's bought a brand-new car for
the journey and has even plotted every
leg of the trip on his home computer. So
what could go wrong? Everything, of
course. Trouble starts when Clark makes
a2 wrong turn in St. Louis and ends up
asking directions in the heart of the
ghetto. Model Christie Brinkley co-stars (it's
her film debut) as a blonde dream girl
who periodically passes the family in a
brightred Ferrari. Also top-lining are
veteran comeédienne Imogene Coca as
crotchety old Aunt Edna, Randy Quaid
and Miriam Flynn.
.

sHip ofF FooLs: How's this for a cast:
Cheech and Chong; Monty Python’s Graham
Chopman, Eric Idle and John Cleese; SCTF's
John Candy; Madeline Kahn; Susonnah York;
Peter Cook; Peter Boyle; Marty Feldman; Martin
Hewitt; and James Mason? Believe it or not,
that's the line-up [or 2 new Orion picture
calledd Yellowbeard, described by one
source as “a saga of the horniest group
of pirates who ever sailed the seven seas.”
The flick’s being shot aboard the same
ship MGM used for its Marlon Brando Te-
make of Mutiny on the Bounty back in
1962 (the ship was actually sailed all the
way from Halifax to Mexico lor the occa-
sion). It's been renamed the Edith, which
led one Orion publicist to note that
the ship’s john will be known as the . . .
Edith head. Anchors aweigh!

—JOHN BLUMENTHAL
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By ASA BABER

THE NEW YEAR is not a bad time for us
men to take stock of our situation, to ask
ourselves where we've been and where
we're going and how, we'll get there. For
15 to 20 years, we've moved to the side
lines while we've watched a necessary and
revolutionary change in our society: the
renewed fight for women’'s rights. That's
where the action has been; that's where
the sea change 1s occurring. So one of the
questions we men confront today is wheth-
er or not we have anything to offer our-
selves, our mates, our children, one
another. Or are we essentially footnotes
in the history of this time, unmindful of
another struggle to which we have not
attended: equal rights for men?

The phrase equal rights for men pro-
vokes quite an argument in some circles.
Some people believe that men have been
spoiled, protected and promoted beyond
all logic and that it is foolish to suggest
that they have been treated unfairly. Men,
the argument goes, have tyrannized and
oppressed: Why talk about equal rights
for dictators? some people ask. I believe
that that position took men by surprise,
educated us to some of our blindness, hurt
us and still echoes in our culture.

That one-sided view of the male came
home to me a few weeks ago when a
friend of mine tried to apply to a founda-
tion for a grant. He heads an organiza-
tion in Washington, D.C, called Free
Men. He and I had discussed the possi-
bility of organizing a conference on men
in the Eighties, a meeting that would
bring together the fledgling divorce-reform
and men'stights groups that are strug-
gling to give some voice to the problems
ol American males. The foundation in
question seemed reasonable to approach
because of its work in women's rights and
sex-law reform. But the woman who serves
as its executive director did not en-
courage an application for aid. “We're
not interested in your issues,” she said.

Sexism, in short, takes many forms, and
men are victims of it today, just as women
are victims of it. If this society is after
equal rights—not just women's rights or
men’s rights but equal rights for all—
then there’s work to be done on both
sides. That is the significance of this new
year: We men are beginning to recog-
nize more clearly the job to be done.

One of the best examples of the un-
equal treatment of American men is the
singular requirement for military service.
I believe that there will never be equal
rights for all in this country until that
burden is shared by men and women, If

EQUAL RIGHTS
FOR MEN, 1983

"What is really maddening
for men today is the belief
that women are trying to
have it both ways.”

women are raised with the specter of rape
as a terrorizing factor from their early
years, men are raised with the specter of
death in combat. How many millions of
men have been killed or wounded in
service to this country over the past 200
years? How many millions more have run
that risk, set their lives up to accommo-
date it, survived it with some damage and
then watched their sons prepare to go
through the same traumatic cycle? No
other single social responsibility causes
such internal conflict for men as the fact
that for a period of years, the state can
own their lives.

It is inexcusable, I think, for some
women to argue that they should not be
equally subject to the call to defend their
country. Until the time that women are
as vulnerable as men to the military draft,
I am afraid that inside the male psyche,
there will be the perception that women
are pampered, that society’s contract is
corrupt, that equality for men is a myth.

In much the same spirit, if you listen
to men talk about the way divorce is
granted in our legal system, you will hear
mostly cynical discussion. Child custody,
property settlements, legal fees, court
costs, child support—all of those elements
have been historically skewed against the

male. There is a great deal of work to be
done before the divorce court becomes an
equitable place for men. Fortunately, we
are starting to do it (witness the progress
of such divorce-reform groups as the Na-
tional Congress for Men in Los Angeles;
they are putting together the legislative
packages needed to equalize divorce
law). In divorce and child-custody deci-
sions, men are still far o often auto-
matically considered the bad guys.
Surely, men deserve child custody more
than the estimated five percent of the
time they get it. Surely, financial obli-
gations ¢an be fairly divided between
the couple.

Our systems of draft registration and
divorce are just two of many unequal
pressures on men. But what is really mad-
dening for men today, I think, is the
belief that women are trying to have it
both ways. On the one hand, they are
claiming their equal rights to jobs, liber-
ated sex roles, social opportunities. On
the other, many of them are willing to
hide behind the fog of sexist definitions
when it suits them, as it does when the
draft board calls or the divorce judge

sits. (It should not go unnoticed that

women and men support ER.A. in vir-
tually equal numbers.)

Both men and women have logical rea-
sons to believe they are victims of unfair
laws and practices, Equality is not served
up to either sex, and the tasks of reaching
a compromise, of giving and gaining and
communicating, are not easy for male or
female. We live in a time of double
signals, of national schizophrenia. There's
only one way we're going to get it to-
gether as a people, and I think that at
last, both men and women are doing it:
Each sex has to form a solid sense of
identity. Women have been doing so
for a number of years. Now it's our
turn.

“I think,” writes Betty Friedan in The
Second Stage, “that the women’s move-
ment has come just about as far as it can
in terms of women alone.” She goes on
to say that “men may be at the cutting
edge of the second stage™ of that struggle
for human liberation. Friedan is sending
us a signal: It is our responsibility to de-
fine ourselves instead of letting others do
that. If we men do the thinking and
reading and writing that women have
done for themselves, we will soon have a
Letter sense of who we are. Then, per-
haps, men and women will be able to turn
to one another and behave fairly toward
one another. Utopian? Probably. But
worth working for.
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

This‘ is the first time I have written to
vou. I often read your column and find
it most entertaining and helptul. I
hope you can help me now. For the
past few years, I have wanted to go to
an orgy, a fuck fest, a party at which
I could meet someone and swing just
lor the sake of sex. Now I have the op-
portunity to do it. My girlfriend knows
someone (actually, he is someone she
dated for a bricf while) who can intro-
duce us to that lifestvle. He may also
prove to be an important business ac-
quaintance for me. He is willing to
help us #f we can find him a suitable
date. Apparently, this man is very suc-
cesslul, goes only to high-class parties
of this type and wants a date who is
successful, intelligent attractive.
This is an opportunity I don’t want to

and

miss. Therefore, I have two questions:
Since we don’t have any female friends
who are interested in this sort of activity
(we have already checked) and since my
girlfriend already knows that he is not
interested 1 her, how do we find a suit-
able date for him? And assuming that
we attend one of those p;n'lim. 1s there
a particular etiquette to follow? It
would be the first time for both of us.
How can we make the most of i?—]. G,
Los Angeles, California.

If your gentleman friend is such a
swinger, how come he can’t get his own
dale? Since netther you nor your girl-
friend knows anyone willing o partiecr-
pate, your only recourse seems to be
placement of an ad in an underground
swing publication, which is a risky prop-
ositton at best. But why do you need to
or wanl lo provide a sexual partner for
a potential business acquaintance? That
can only taint your fulure dealings with
him. If we were you, we'd pass on this
fling and wait for word on a less com-
plicated way to atiend a swing parly.

My car has about two good years left
in it, but it needs new tires. Since most
tives these days have a wead life in
the neighborhood of 50.000 miles, it
scemns a waste 1o put them on my old
car. Would I be in serious difficulty if
I opted for the least expensive tires I
can find? I doubt that I'll put more than
12,000 miles on them belore I wrade.—
R. L., Springfield, lllinois.

A lot can happen in two years on
U.S. lhighways. Your twves do a lot more
than keep the chassis from dragging. Ac-
celeration can differ substantially De-
tween two sels of tires on the same car.
dis-
tances. Some run belter in the rain and

Some lires can improve stofiping

snow. Mileage is also affected by their
quality. Handling is affected, as well
No other part of your car has as much
to do with your riding comfort and
safety. Rather than opt for the least ex-
pensive tires, we suggest that you buy
the most expensive ones you can afford.
Their cost can be added to your car's
value at trade-in, or you can remove
them and refrlace them with your old
tires when you sell. Don’t shortchange
yoursclf or your car on tires. They can
save your life.

l'\'c noticed that 2 number of helpful
people have cited a work called The
Herpes Bool:. by Dr. Richard Hamilton.
I have been unable to find it in local
stores, and I am somewhat embarrassed
to walk up to a salesclerk and ask her
to order it [or me—not with a title that
blunt. Can you tell me where to get
itz—DB. H., Dallas, Texas.

You are not alone. 4 lol of people
hesitate to buy a book on herpes in
pu."n'ir and, consequently, theyve had lo
rely on some of the more distorted press
accounts of the disease. But theve is a
solution. You can order “The Herpes
Boolk” from The Herfres Resource Cen-
ter, 260 Sheridan Avenue, Palo Allo,
California 91306, Just send the cenler a
check for $12 and the book will arrive
in the proverlial plain wrapper.

WIlil(: I enjoy having a video cassette
recorder, I'll soon have to mortgage my
house o pay lor the tapes lor it. Be-

cause a lot of my have
space on them, I was Imping to hnd
shorter to use, but I understanc
that they are more expensive. What is
the most economical way to buy and
use tapes?>—R. D, San Diego, California.
If your VCR is a fairly recent model,
you should be able to run i1t at the
slowest speed possible and still retain
picture quality. The best way lo figure
tape cost is by determining the cost per
hour. You'll find that a T120 VHS cas-
setle al iis slowest speed will cost about
four bucks an hour, wherveas a short
lape—say. a T30—can run you about
$12 an hour at that same speed. That's
a significant difference, and il makes il
necessary thal you plan your recording
to fil onlo a cassetle. That means using
your timer, counier or stop watch. You
should also shop around to buy your
tape in volume for a discount. Seleciiv-

rapes cmpy

O11€5

ily, loo, can improve your financial sil-
wation. The thrill of taping anytlung
and ecverything can wear pretly ihin
witen the cost is high.

l am an attractive 30 vear-old married
woman frustrated and a bt
scared. My hushand appears 1o be losing
his sexual mterest in me. Our sex life

who 15

has gone through some rough times in
the past because of work problems (not
0o mention mental state). Now.
alter a vear of trving to find ourselves,
we still have the basic problem: Our
sex lile s no longer ours, it is his. He
is healthy, in the prime of life and
emotionally stable, but he no longer
seems interested in me as a sex partner.
I know he masturbates almost every day,
so that eliminates the impotence ques
tion. My problem is, I can’t turn him on
anymore. I cin do all the tricks 1 know
(yes, 1 am experienced) and still no
interest from him. In fact, he turns cold
to my advances and gives me excuses
of being too ured, oo stoned, oo nery-

Our

ous, not feeling good, ¢tc. On those
rare occasions when we do make love,

he is rough, seemingly screwing an ob-
ject instead of me: when we're done, he
rolls over, stares at the ceiling (not
touching me) and drops off to sleep.
What the hell is wrong? During those
times; [ do things to him that he likes,
and he seems satished; but I feel he
doesn’t care lor my fechings. He knows 1
would like 10 make love more often (I
am lrustrated at always having to satisly
myseclf), but when the ‘suhjcc[ comes
up, again he is cold. We haven’t been
married very long (less than ten years),
and 1 find it that the

hard to believe
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Hame has died that quickly. When we
talk about this problem. he blames it
all on me, and we never get down to
the nitty-gritty. 1 know it isn't mv fault
now, as the same excuses recur. Can
it be that his hands are the only thing
that satisfies him? Do you have any sug
gestions a poor girl can try, or is it
shrink time?>-—Mrs. 5. C., Los Angeles.
California.

There’s no guaraniee as to how long
the flame lasts. Even if it goes onl,
sometimes it can be relighted. From past
expertence, our best advice in this situ
alion s to communicate—the more the
better. You should show your husband
this letter; you should do cverything you
can to bring the depth of your problem
o the surface. Make sure you say what
you think the nitiy-gritty is; and don't
lake lhe blame. You are nol at fault.
Take the conversalion lo a professional,
someone who can help you both under-
stand the natuve of this impasse. If that
doesn't work, separate and[or lake your
sex life and find someone else to shave
it wilh,

Tlu' other dav, while enjoving some of
my favorite smoking material, I got to
wondering: Has anvone come up with
a foolproof test—such as the Breath-
alyzer test of alcohol consumption—
to determine whether or not one has
been smoking marijuana?—DM. P., Balti-
more, Maryland.

Until vecently, the only way to lest
the tokers was with a blood or a urine
sample. Bul a UCLA group has devel-
oped a new Breathalyzer type of device
that can detect THC on the breath and
in the saliva for a couple of hours after
ingestion. It is nol for roadside use, since
it takes several hours to run tests on the
device. It's also not without its de-
tractors, who claim that THC doesn't
even lurn up in breath or saliva. And
it will not legally prove anything, since
no legal levels of intoxication exist for
marijuana, as they do for alcohol. If
any lest s needed, we'd prefer a vari-
ation on the popular game show. It’s
called “Name Any Tune.” If you can't
name a tune, or if you forget lhe ques-
tion, you're stoned.

I am a woman who has always had

healthy respect for physical htness and
who enjovs the resulis of good exercise
and the shape in which it keeps my
body. However, another part of physi-
cal fitness that I've recently enjoyed has
brought about somc¢ different results
that have made me even more enthusias-
tic. I've recently joined a Nautilus exer-
cise club and have found some of the
exercises to be truly worth while. It
seems that as I do my routine—particu-
larly with those exercises that work the
upper body—I experience orgasms. The
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more strenuous exercises bring about
stronger sensations. Getting into shape
has never been more rewarding. You
can  imagine my surprise and enjoy-
ment the first time that occurred.

Secondly, the orgasms do not alwavs
happen while I'm working on the ne
machine. Two or three of the machines
bring about the same pleasurable re-
sults. Therefore, it is mot uncommon

to have twe or three thrilling

in a row. Why does exercise
bring about such scnsational results>—
Miss D. S.. Geneva, lilinois.

While the situation you describe is a
bit unusual, it is by no means unheard
of. Exercise is a [irst-rate aphrodisiae.
We've had people tell us that they have
their besl sexual encounlers immediale-
Iy after a sirenuous game of racquetball.
Strange as il sounds, that makes sense,
because the vest of the body is at ifs
peak after physical exerlion— and sex-
ual activily often starts where exerci
leaves off. Perhaps yowre more sensi-
tive than mosi i.'_n.‘r)]_:h’. which s why
you don't even need (o finish exercising
to get of]. In any case, we say enjoy, and
maybe we’ll yun into you al a health
clul someday.

M:syb('- you can tell me: What is the
difference between the kind of ski a
World Cup racer uses and the kind |
can buv in a store? The names are the
same, so arc the graphics: but a friend
of mine says I'm a fool to belicve that
World Cuppers ski on off-therack gear.
Is there any way I can lay my feet on a
pair of handmade racers” skis>—T. P,
New York, New York.

Every year, the ski manufacturers
make up batches of shis especially for
World Cup racers. The shiers test sev-
eral models, then select a favorite. The
company takes a blueprint of the shi—
measuring camber, flex, pressure distri
bution, ete. It will make several pairs
with the same characteristics for their
team racers. The chances of laying yowr
feet on genuine race stock ave slim, but
there is another solution. In the past
few years, several companies have
sprung up that custom-make skis by
hand. Lacvoix USA (P.O. Box 11585,
Vail, Colorado 81657) is taking orders
for a S1000 custom ski. The customer

fills out a form detailing his skiing style

and needs. The ski is designed accord-
ingly, with your name silk-screencd on
the tops. Research Dynamics (Box 303,
Ketchum, Idaho 83310) hand-makes be
tween 500 and 600 skis a year (they cost
8350 to §425 pev pair). Iis Heliske is one
of the best powder skis available. It also
makes slalom vacing skis, performance
recrealion skis and, for the crazies who
like to do downhill on cross-country skis,
a Norpine model. Phoenix Skis (111 Bal-
tic Avenue, Aspen, Colorado 81611) also




hand-makes a racing ski for telemarkers
($190) and a wilderness ski ($175). Go
for it.

While shopping for a new turntable
recently, I came across something I
hadn't seen before: a cartridge that
seemed to plug right into the ronearm.
Seemed like a good idea to me, but I
have to wonder if that system is as good
as the old one. 1 don’t want to get stuck
with something that’s experimental.
What do you know about it?—L. B,
Toronto, Ontario.

We could answer your question better
if we knew what was so good about the
old system. A cartridge that has to be
professionally installed in order to avoid
misalignment has little to recommend it.
The new P-mount cartridges avoid that
problem by having the signal-carrying
pins plug directly into the lonearm sock-
ets. The only possibility of misalignment
&5 if you tnstall it upside down. P-mount
cartridges have been available for nearly
four years, and there is a lot of noise
about their becoming the industry stand-
ard. We say it couldn’t happen to a
more crilical area of your stereo.

My girlfriend swears that she can tell
when I have been drinking. Apparent-
ly, the taste of my ejaculate changes, and
when she performs oral sex, she notices
the difference. Is that possiblee—D. A.,
Sacramento, California.

Certain clements pass through the
body with incredible speed. Garlic is
perhaps the most noticeable; asparagus,
another. The substance may show up in
your sweat, your urine or, over a longer
period of time, your ejaculate. So your
girlfriend is probably mistaken. It is
unlikely thot a single drinking session
would produce an instantaneous flavor-
ing of your semen. Perhaps your girl-
friend receives other clues to your
boozing, such as diminished desire. For
years, we've read anecdotal accounts—
many taken from the oldest profes-
sion—about the phenomenon you de-
scribe. Apparently, women in the Orient
say that there is a difference in taste be-
tween Oriental and Caucasian men.
Whether that reflects the content of
garlic in each diet or the balance of red
meat and fish is a matter for further
rescarch.

All reasonable questions—from fosh-
ton, food and drink,stereo and sports cars
to dating problems, taste and eliquette—
will be personally answerved if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addressed en-
velope. Send all lelters to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The
most provocative, perlinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.
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DEAR PLAYMATES

A ser 211 the publicity in the past few
years about the new woman, we want to
find out what our Playmates think about
a demon that haunted women in the
past: envy of men. For all we know, the
very word envy is out now, but we're
checking on the feeling, whatever it's
called these days.
The question for the month:

Is there anything about men, or the
way men live, that you envy?

I envy their power. I really do. I'm still
conditioned to the traditional, semisub-
servient female
position. At 29,
I'm caught be-
tween two gen-
erations. On
one hand,
you're trying
to be the new
woman, and
on the other
hand, you've
got to smile,
act pretty and
get another
daddy to take care of you. Maybe it's
just power envy. I envy women with
power, too. I wouldn’t mind having

some myself.

CATHY LARMOUTH
JUNE 1981

It's still 2 man’'s world. Our amendment
didn't get passed, so men continue to
have the upper hand. And a man may
respect my business instincts, but he can
get in the door more easily, make more
money, get a
bank loan fast-
er. What has
worked in fa-
vor of women
is the economy.
Things are bad,
and that means
that a lot of
couples are out
working. It's a
joint effort to-
day, more ol
a partnership.
The truth is that we all need a wife or
someone who acts like a wife. Maybe we
all need a mother: someone to cook, draw
us a bath, rub our necks, make sure the

laundry is done. It would be great to
have someone to take care of both sexes.

Theceq Howeon

MARCY HANSON
OCTOBER 1978

I guess I envy the fact that they often
play on their maleness. You know, the
part of male
behavior that
allows them to
get away with
certain things
just  because
they're men.
Hang on. You
want to know
the truth? I
don't think I
envy men for
anything at all.
That's my an-
swer. I don't envy them at all. Men are
wonderful, and thank heaven for them.
I don't envy them at all.

e,

LORRAINE MICHAELS
APRIL 1981

| really don’t envy men. I'm happy to
be a woman. In fact, I think men really
have a hard time. They're the ones who
have to be assertive and take the rejec
tion if a woman says no. It's tough to

_7

always be the
one who has to
make the first
move. That’s
why I'm glad
women are
coming along
and are more
aggressive now.
It takes some
of the pressure
off men and
gives a woman
dominance oc¢
casionally. It means I can choose to dance
or sit one out. T can buy a man a drink.
Sure, men are physically stronger, but I
wouldn’t want to be stronger just to go
through life not afraid of being hurt. I'm
happy being feminine.

(hcty\Fobrecge

CATHY ST. GEORGE
AUGUST 1982

2

B do nave days when I think it must be
nice to have your cake and eat it, too.
Days when I'm envious of male sexual
freedom of
choice, of the
way a man can
g0 out to some
bar, see a girl
he’s  attracted
to and take her
home to bed.
Bur I don't
really believe
in that. The
truth 1s, what
would I really
envy about a
guy? Nothing. With liberation, I think
women are going through the same
things men are, and vice versa.

. e

KAREN PRICE
JANUARY 1981

Ifyvou had asked me that question 20 years
ago, I would have said that I envied men
in their pro-
fessional lives,
but times have
changed and
women are in
more  visible
and powerful
positions. I
don’t think that
women'’s social
situations have
changed as
much. Men still
make most of
the social moves, and if a woman tries to
do the same, she's still thought of as too
aggressive or too forward. It would be
nice if women could go right up to men
and not wait to be picked. And I could
live with rejection. I can take it.

T et Ulesomuien

LYNDA WIESMEIER
JULY 1982

If you have a question, send it to
Dear Playmaltes, Playboy Butlding, 919
North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illi-
nois 60611, We won’t be able to answer
every question, but we'll do our best.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continuing dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

MOCK LYNCHING
The most insensitive and racist event
in the history of lowa—or, possibly, of
any other state—involved a mock Ku
Klux Klan lynching at the close of a
parade in the city of Masonville. The
“Klansmen™ were dressed in proper
robes, and a city councilman said he
saw nothing wrong in the behavior of
the country boys. Those ersatz Klans-
men ridiculed all the principles of legal
and political equality on which this
country was founded, and their memories
are exceedingly short. According to a
Thirties Washington Post article cited
by a reader of The Des Moines Regisler,
250,000 Towans joined the Klan during
the years 1921 to 1925. I don’t know how
many lynchings occurred; maybe none.
The “niggers” weren't all that “uppity”
back then.
Don Mortris
Des Moines, Iowa

JUSTICE

It's obsolete and it's not working and
it should be replaced, I'm referring, of
course, to the present system of crime
and punishment in this country. Build.
ing more prisons, handing down stiffer
sentences, reinstating the death penal-
ty—those are futile attempts at dealing
with the problem.

Punishment fulfills the primal human
need for vengeance, but let's admit that
it's no more effective than popping a
pimple on an advanced case of acne.
Crime is a social discase, one that we
will have with us always to a greater or
lesser extent. Understanding why some
people behave while others mishehave is
enormously complex. Certainly, there
are some obviously dangerous members
of society who must be taken out of its
mainstream. But we are fooling our-
selves if we believe that by locking them
up, brutalizing them, killing them or
otherwise dehumanizing them in squalid
pesthouses we call penitentiaries, we are
somehow protecting ourselves and de-
terring other criminals. Judging [rom
rising crime rates, this whole system is
failing miserably.

Reducing crime will involve a serious
re-evaluation of some of our currently
misdirected social and economic values.
When crime does occur, let’s start think-
ing of the offender not as a criminal but
as a patient. John Hinckley's acquittal
on an insanity defense should not have
caused the commotion it did. He may

be mentally deranged and may for that
reason have been acquitted. Perhaps he
should never be released; I don't know.
But he should be incarcerated for treat-
ment, not for punishment.

Bill Cain

Bow, New Hampshire

SCHOOL PRAYER

Proponents ol a constitutional amend-
ment to allow voluntary school prayer
want to force children to pray. Children
already have the right to pray silently

“Some people think our

problems began when

state-structured prayer
was taken out of schools.”

any time, anyplace, to the god of their
choice, whether it be Christ, Jehovah,
Allah, Buddha, Krishna or, if they wish,
Jerry Falwell.

Some people think our problems be-
gan when state-structured prayer was
taken out of the schools. There is no
evidence of that, and the futility of
state-controlled prayer is shown by the
following example: During hearings on
a Senate bill (since defeated), a woman

from a Jewish organization read a prayer
that Falwell would be proud to have
mandated in the schools. She then gave
evidence of that same prayer's having
been required reading in German
schools during Hitler's rise to power.

It seems to me that the Moral Majority
would do well to heed the advice of
its own God in Matthew 6:5-6:

And when thou prayest, thou shalt
not be as the hypocrites are: For
they love to pray standing in the
synagogues and in the corners of
the streets, that they may be seen of
men. Verily, I say to you: They have
their reward. But thou, when thou
prayest, enter into thy closet, and
when thou hast shut thy door, pray
to thy Father which is in secret; and
thy Father which seeth in secret
shall reward thee openly.

Moses Durham
Easton, Maryland

"’SPECIALIST" LAW

Add the pharmacy-robbery act to the
growing litany of “specialist” Jaws. Such
laws, originally designed to provide ex-
tra deterrence to crimes against police-
men and other risk-taking civil servants,
now apply to druggists in Alabama. De-
scribed as the toughest such law in the
country, the Alabama act calls for a
minimum mandatory sentence of ten
years at hard labor for a first-time per-
petrator found guilty of robbing a phar-
macy of controlled substances, with no
possibility of pardon, parole or suspend-
ed sentence. A second conviction man-
dates a life sentence.

With the active sponsorship of U.S.
Senator Roger W. Jepsen of Iowa, phar-
macists across the country are pressing
for legislation that would make such rob-
beries Federal crimes. In a similar effort
at self-protection from drugrelated rob
beries, the Toluca Pharmacy of North
Hollywood, California, posts signs in its
windows: WE DO NOT HAVE DILAUDID,
DEMEROL, RITALIN, PRELUDIN, DESOXYN.
PLEASE GO ELSEWHERE FOR THESE DRUGS,

D. Tay
Chicago, Illinois

POETIC JUSTICE

This should give us all pause for
thought: According to the Boise, Idaho,
Daily Statesman, a prisoner in the Idaho
State Penitentiary accidentally hanged
himself by putting a cord around his
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neck while masturbating. Lack of oxy-
gen to the brain, the article explained,
causes enhanced sexual enjoyment at the
peak moment. Alas, the poor fellow was
only 2¢ and had been sentenced to 15
years to life for strangling his wife. So
he had a long way to go. I don’t know
whether that would be classified as sex-
ual pleasure or as poetic justice.
Steve Zuehl
Kuna, Idaho
Sad to say, il’s not the first time.
We've reported on such misadventures
in the past, though not among prison
inmates.

PRISON POETRY
We know that your publication is wide-

ly read in jails and prisons. It is our hope
that you will help us inform inmates that
an outlet exists for their poetry. We have
a bimonthly competition among the poets
whose work we receive, and the winner's
submission is published in the form of a
broadside. Any publicity for this venture
will be appreciated.

Robert Gonsalves

Timothy C. Flood

World Prison Poetry Center

245 Whalley Avenue

New Haven, Connecticut 06511

NICE GUYS. . . .

The tales of readers who complain
that nice guys finish last (The Playboy
Forum, May, September) strike a famil-
iar chord. After pampering a woman I
adored, I was consistently rewarded by
her standing me up for such trivial rea-
sons as “I promised my sister we’d clean
my apartment tonight, and I forgot to
tell you.” When I finally gave her the
ax, my previous girlfriend, whom I had
treated rather poorly, came running
back.

I'd like to share an idea I found help-
ful in understanding this phenomenon:
the principle of least interest. It states
that the person with less interest in the
relationship will set its terms. Having
been on both sides of this principle in
numerous relationships, I believe it

However, I do not believe that the
attraction to people who treat us poorly
is limited to the male gender. Nice gals
may also finish last if they show too
much interest early in a relationship.
Readers who are intrigued by this prin-
ciple may enjoy Liking and Loving: An
Invitation to Social Psychology, by Zick
Rubin.

(Name withheld by request)
Cleveland, Ohio

SAVE THE PEOPLE

I have a great deal of trouble under-
standing our national priorities. The
Save the Deer campaign in Florida re-
ceived national coverage and support. The
outrage voiced was amazing. Suits were
brought in Federal courts; protests were

FORUM NEWSFRONT

what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

HOUSE OF ASSIGNATION

SAN  FRANCIsco—The  California
Court of Appeal has decided that the
word  assignalion—as in  keeping a
house “used for the purpose of assigna-
tion or prostitution”—is wunconstitu-
tionally vague and has ordered charges
dismissed against @ man accused of op-
erating a brothel. The decision noted
that when the law was passed, in 1872,
assignation was understood to denote
conduct involving “the commercial ex-
ploitation of illicit sexual activities.”
Today, it means a tryst, as in an agree-
ment between lovers to meet.

GOD NOT ON TRIAL

MoBILE—A Federal court has rejected
Governor Fob H. James's assertion that
God alone should be the judge of
Alabama’s new school-prayer law. In
refusing lo disriss a suit challenging
the law, the court said, “I do not per-
ceive of this as a suit against the
Almighty. . . . The Lord is not a de-
fendant. The state 15.” In legal briefs,
the governor had taken the position
that no court had “jurisdiction over
God.” One of the prayers in question
was writlen by the governor’s oldest
son, Fob H. James 111, a lawyer helping
defend the state.

NO SCORE
RENO—An 82-ycar-old man, nearly
blind and ncarly deaf, was arrested on

charges of soliciting sex froin an under-
cover policewoman. According to fam-
ily members who had gone to the
police station to report the man missing,

he often needed help and probably
thought that was what he was getting.
According to the police, the codger was
horny and put the make on the lady
cop. The man's son-in-law asked him
later why he hadn’t called home for
help, and he explained that if his
daughters found out something like
that, he would be embarrassed.

BLACK NO MORE

NEW ORLEANS—A Lowisinna woman
descended from an 18th Century black
slave has decided that state law is
wrong in calling her black. She has
asked a court to declare her white—
and to find the 1970 law wunconstilu-
tional. That law assigns a black racial
background to anyone with one 32nd
Negro blood, and the woman told the
Orleans Parish civil district court, “1
am white. I am all white. 1 was raised
as a white child. I went to a white
school. I married while twice.,” She
claims to be the great-greal-great-great-
granddaughter of a black slave and a
white planter and is one of six mem-
bers of a family suing io have the State
Burecau of Vital Records change their
racial classification. By state calcula-
tion, she and her siblings have three
32nds black ancestry.

NO FEDERAL CASE

KANSAS CITY, MIssOURI—"Evidence ac-
quired during the investigation does
not establish that Federal civil rights
statutes were violaled,” according to
Federal officials investigating the kill-
ing of the town bully in front of some
60 eyewilnesses in I981 (pLAvBOY,
“High Noon in Skidmore,” July 1982).
The investigators were, however, able
to turn over to local authorities new
information on a suspect. So far, a cor-
oner’s inquest, a county grand jury
and iwo Federal grand juries have
refused to issue indictinents in the
murder, which occurred in the town of
Skidmore, Missouri.

FROM THE FIRE TO THE FRYING PAN

RICHMOND, VIRGINIA—Minutes before
a jury returned a verdict of acquittal, a
30year-old man changed his plea to
guilty and accepted a 40-ycar prison
sentence. The defendant said that Vir-
ginia’s execution of Frank Coppola
placed him in such fear that he didn’t
want lo lake the chance of ending up
on death row. He claimed that his law-
yers had panicked him by mentioning




Coppola. The lawyers disputed that,
saying, “It was his decision. It was a
bad one.” Despite the plea change, the
defendant insists on lis innocence.

NO JUMPING SHIP

WASHINGTON, D.C.—The Navy has de-
cided that it will no longer automati-
cally approve discharge requests from
women personnel who become preg-
nant. Citing the need to hecp sailors
“in whom it has a substantial nvest-
ment,” the Nawvy, following the lead
of the other Services, announced that
in the future, it will consider such re-
quests only on a case-by-case basis.

STRANGE SEX PLOY

VERNAL, UTAH—A 26-year-old man
has been accused of strapping a phony
boml around his waist and telling his
wife and sister-in-law that unless he
engaged in deviant sex with them, kid-
napers were going to blow him up by
remole control. Investigators spent

the entire night looking for the man's
alleged abductors, and Army experls
finally determined that the explosives
were fakes; the husband was then
booked into the local jail en various
charges. Police, meanwhile, discovered
that the threatening note had ULeen
typed on a typewriter in the man’s of-
fice and that he himself had purchased
the devices he took home for use in the
sexual acts. An officer said, “After we
discovered that information, we began
suspecting the defendant. Then, when
the explosives team arrived and deler-
mined that the bomb was phony, we
changed [his] status from victim to
suspect.” The man had managed to
work the same scheme a month earlier.

CHEATING DEATH
smiami—Delbert Tibbs, charged with

rape and murder based on a 16-year-old
girl’s testimony in 1974, has finally
been freed. The Florida supreme court
overturned his conviclion after two
years on death row, but the prosecut-
ing allorney appealed to the U.S.
Supreme Court, which ordered a re-
trial. Tibbs established that he was
225 miles from the scene of the crime
the day before and after, and the pros-
eculor, after nearly a decade, decided
that his eyewitness lacked credibility.

In Boston, meanwhile, an inmate
who had served almost 16 years for
murder was released after a judge dis-
missed his convicltion on the basis of
anoller man’s deathbed confession.

DAMAGE DONE

PORT HURON, MICHIGAN—A Federal-
court jury has awarded damages of
5321,000 to a 38-year-old teacher in
rural Macomb Couniy who had been
suspended by the school district after
complaints from parenis about his
teaching of a sex-education class. Al-
legedly, he had showed students pic-
tures of his wife during childbirth and
advised them against telling their par-
ents if they thought they had a vene-
real disease. The jury apparently
found the pictures inoffensive and
noted that the school district itself had
distributed pamphlets listing a toll-free
number to call for V.D. information.
The teacher claimed that his three-
month suspension without a hearing
violaled his constitutional rights to due
process and freedom of speech. An
appeal is pending.

DECISION REVERSED

SAN BERNARDINO, CALIFORNIA—A state
appellate court has reversed its ruling
that entitled divorced spouses to claim
part of the future earnings of their
mates. Earlier, the same court decided
that a former spouse could share in the
value of a medical degree recewed in
the course of 13 years of marriage dur-
ing which time the wife had supported
the husband. Now the court has held,
on a request for reconsideration raising
other issues of law, that property “must
have certain attributes, name!y, those
of being susceptible to ownership in
common, of transfer and survival.”

CENSORSHIP DENIED

MUSKEGON, MICHIGAN—Forty percent
of Muskegon’s voters—compared with
27 percent in other parts of the state—
turned outl to defeat a censorship
proposal by a margin of two to one.
The ordinance, backed by a group of
Baplist ministers, would have limited
local cable-TV programing to movies
rated PG or G.

SEXUAL CHAOS

WASHINGTON, D.C.—Two major crop
pests, tobacco budworms and cotton
bollworms, are dying from the “sexual
chaos” of trying to mate with members
of the other spectes. The experiments
have been conducted near Brownsville,
Texas, and the U.S. Department of Ag-
riculture reports that the confusion is
the result of pheromones’—sexual at-
tractants—being sprayed on one species
to give it the scent of the other. “Be-

cause of mismatched genitalia, the two
species became loched together and
eventually died,” one of the scientists
explains. He says the research raises the
possibility of applying pheromones lo
areas o suppress both insecl species.

FOOLS' NAMES. . . .

LOS ANGELES—In a novel effart to
erase gang graffiti, a Los Angeles judge
approved a temporary order that de-
fined three gangs as unincorporated
associations and made each member
responsible for the defacement. The
city had filed civil suits against the Dog-
town, the Primera Flats and the
62nd Street Crips gangs, requiring
them to remove graffiti in their areas
as a public nuisance.

CENSORSHIP UPHELD

MINOT, NORTH DAKOTA—Newsweek
magazine has been banned by the Mi-
nol School Board from ninth and tenth
grade social-studies classes as “loo lib-
eral,” though the magazine will remain
in the school library. “I would rather
I had not said ‘liberal’” a woman
bhoard member later commented.
“Then I would have gotten away with
it.” The Minot Daily News called the
board’s action “a goofy, impeluous
thing.”
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staged. So many other campaigns—to
save the snail darter, the Salvadorans,
the Haitians, local landmarks, and so
on—are embraced so readily.

What about the poor of this country?
The people who grow up in and live in
environments that doom them to horrible
lives of impoverishment and violence,
with no hope for the future. What about
those people? Aren’t they Americans, too?

The oftcited stories of how particular
individuals suruggled out of poverty to
become extremely successful do nothing
to mitigate the problem. Those refer only
to rare exceptions.

Recently, a takeour-chicken store in
Los Angeles advertised a minimum-wage-
position opening. More than 1000
people showed up and stood in line for
hours. That is desperation. Remember,
that was a minimum-wage job, not a well-
paying position.

Well-meaning citizens scream that they
are tired of a Great Society welfare system
that does little but give away money. Let
people on welfare get jobs, like everyone
else. I agree that many, if not most, wel-
fare programs only marginally achieve
their goals at best. But is that reason to
abandon our efforts?

I guess that I am one of those corny
people who believe in this country, who
consider themselves patriots. I still be-
lieve that the U.S. is the home of the
brave and the land of the free and the best
place in the world to live.

V. Tom Wesson, C.P.A.
San Diego, California

HERPES
Herpes may be reaching epidemic pro-

portions. What about people, such as
myself, who have had it for many years?
I haven't allowed it to destroy my sex
life or my love life. I was married eight
years ago, before the present panic.
Either I've been very careful or my wife
is not susceptible. I get two or three
brief outbreaks a year and have never
worried too much about it until I started
reading the papers.

(Name withheld by request)

Cleveland, Ohio

GUN CONTROL

It astounds me that anybody really
gives a damn about how many lowlifes
with illegal guns get drunk or stoned
or whatever and shoot one another in
local barroom fights. And that's what it
boils down to. When I see national
crime statistics on the percentages of
Killings that occur among “friends and
acquaintances,” 1 know who those people
are. They are cretins, and it works like
this: One bad guy starts giving a bad
time to some other bad guy, who decides
that the only way to prevent getting the
shit beaten out of him is to grab for his
piece. Now, either we end up with a
shooting or we don’t, but if we do, the

dead man is often the guy who started
the attack. Now the guy with the gun is,
in police reports, the assailant. And he's
in trouble. Not the dude who started
the argument.

Take my word for it: Friends and
acquaintances are mot, generally speak-
ing, either friends or acquaintances but
jerk-offs who have assembled in local
bars or parking lots to fuck one another
over one way or another.

(Name withheld by request)
Chicago, 1llinois

RIGHT TO CHOOSE

Ten years ago, the U.S. Supreme
Court's Roe vs. Wade decision legal-
ized abortion. Everyone cheered and
went on to other social issues—though
not the Playboy Foundation. Mean-
while, the right-to-life forces, starting
small, have been waging what now
amounts to a war on the right of
women not to bear children. In 1975,
the National Conference of Catholic
Bishops launched a “pro-life” plan. In
1976, Representative Henry Hyde in-
troduced legislation to strip Medicaid
of abortion coverage. Then increasing
crime brought to bear a new rightist
politics that—wrong or not—helped
Ronald Reagan gain the Presidency.
Now the Catholic right (not to be con-
fused with Catholics themselves) and
the fundamentalist right (not to be
confused with anyone else’s right) are
challenging the 1973 ruling. Senators
and Congressmen representing not
their constituents but special pres-
sure groups were, this year, unable
to break the Senate filibuster and so
went down to defeat. Next year, who
knows? It's a shameful way to cele-
brate what could be the tenth anni-
versary of women's right to take
control of their own reproductive
system. Support pro-choice organiza-
tions. They're now playing catch-up.

At a rest stop near Jackpot, Nevada,
a deputy sheriff was shot in the head and
killed by a man involved in a minor
traffic accident. The man then turned
on the others at the rest stop and, using
the policeman’s gun, apparently decided
to leave no witnesses. He died with six
bullets in him. When the police checked
out his car, they found that it belonged
to a California woman who, with her
eight-yearold daughter, was already
dead of stab wounds.

What does that tell us? That travel-
ers should not carry guns? That police
should not carry guns? That criminals
should not carry guns? What about the
stabbing victims? Should the woman
have been carrying a gun? Should there
be no guns? What about knives?

(Name withheld by request)
Huston, Idaho

The National Rille Association is pre-
occupied with attempting to justify the
Second Amendment in the context of
British common law and the politics of
today, apparently not recognizing that
so-called liberals have simply had their
fill of the killing. Not just killing with
handguns, which for many years has
been a fad. I mean killing in general
With any weapon.

This is probably a reaction to the
Vietnam war, but even if handguns were
abolished, you can bet that criminals
would start sawing off .22 rifles. Until
our courts and cops receive the support
they need, the killing will not subside.
Until there is social justice in this coun-
try, it still will not subside.

M. Richardson
Brooklyn, New York

The liberal mentality is beyond the
average person’s understanding. So is the
conservative mentality. The first group
cannot understand why crime can not be
controlled or, at least, reduced by mak-
ing weapons unavailable to criminals
through some form of prohibition. The
second group cannot understand why,
with 200,000,000 firearms already in the
country, anyone would consider that to
be a crime-control measure. The issue
turns, in fact, not on the Second Amend-
ment, on which it is centered at present,
but on what constitutes crime control.

Robert Mills
Seattle, Washington

Gun control is terribly needed in the
U.S. Yearly, more than 10,000 persons are
murdered with handguns, and thousands
of others are wounded. I, as a human-
itarian, choose to disagree with that con-
fused and egotistic Boston historian whose
letter is published in the July Playboy
Forum. First of all, armed crime is now
as American as apple pie, and it affects
and is committed by people of all classes
and backgrounds. That gentleman thinks
that gun crimes are popular among the
lower levels of society. I would say that
gun crimes are popular at every stratum
of American society. Are John Hinckley
and Mark David Chapman [rom lower-
class backgrounds?

Eugene Charrington
Brooklyn, New York

Armed crime is not as American as
apple pie, and you owe the usual apolo-
gles for stealing that line. On the other
hand, it's a serious national problem;
crimes against the lower classes just don’t
make the news.

“The Playboy Forum” offers the
opportunity for an exlended dialog
between readers and edilors of this
publication on contemporary issues. Ad-
dress all correspondence to The Playboy
Forum, Playboy Building, 919 North
Michigan Avenue,Chicago,Illinois 60611.




THE PLAYBOY DEFENSE TEAM

“getting them out of jail” has become our molto

When Thomas Lynn Brady left prison,
his North Carolina homecoming was a
moving demonstration of loyalty. He was
met by his entire family, induding elderly
parents, young wife, daughter, brothers, a
sister and in-laws; by the private investiga-
tor, the attorney and the various local
officials who had helped secure his release.
Earlier, the Playboy Delense Team had
been there. Senior Editor William J. Hel-
mer twice flew to Asheboro for hearings
on a new trial. Brady himself already had
spent three and a half years hehind bars
for allegedly abducting and raping—
twice—a young Asheboro woman, who
later aroused suspicion by accusing friends
and members of Brady's family of crimes
ranging from rape to arson to leaving
threatening messages. After days of testi-
mony and weeks of waiting, the judge
decided that, in fact, the woman lacked
credibility; that, except for the arson,
possibly none of the caimes had ever
occurred. Two days later, the prosecutor
called a press conference to announce
that he was dropping charges. Brady, in
1982, was a free man.

The idea of a Playboy Delense Team
goes back to 1975, when the magazine
was becoming more and more involved in
challenging sex, marijuana and other laws
that had civil-liberties implications. FThe
first case involved an “orphaned” Texan
ol 28 who had been raised in state institu-
tions and, after two convictions [or steal-
ing from coin-operated machines (both
felonies), was picked up for swindling a
couple of undercover narcotics cops in
Dallas. He tried to buy his way out with
a borrowed pinch of marijuana, which
made felony number three—and a man-
datory life sentence. After more than a
year of negotiating between PLAYBOY
representatives and state authorities, he
was freed on parole.

We have been involved in quite a few
other cases, as well.

* An Indiana physician who placed
himself in a mental institution—and then
couldn’t get out—finally was released on
the condition that he move out of state.

* A Vietnam veteran aiding in ped-
dling small amounts of heroin in the
state of Washington to support his own
habit missed going to “the Walls"—
Walla Walla prison—and ended up at a
halfway house.

* A Tulsa man, sentenced to 15 years
and a $25,000 finc for selling an obscene
magnzine at an adult bookstore, had his
sentence reduced to three years, suspend-
ed, and the fine reduced to $5000.

* A Vietnam-war protester in Florida

spent years in and out of jails and courts
for saying “Goddamn” at a rally and
resisting arrest when the police moved in,
charging 11 people and injuring about a
dozen more.

* OQutside Boston, a pharmaceutical
salesman was acquitted of rape but con-
victed of sodomy after his girlfriend—
meeting him for their second date—
called her sister, whose friend was a po-
lice officer. He was eventually freed.

* In a Chicago suburb, an 18-year-old
girl was charged with performing her own
abortion with a .22 gunshot wound to the

Helped by private investigator Tom McDon-
ald, Tam Brady gets a hand at sheriff's car.

abdomen and received a two-year sus-
pended sentence.

The Jerry Mitchell case in West Plains,
Missouri, was one of our more interesting
excursions into the vagaries of that state’s
laws. Mitchell, a college student at the
time, was convicted of a nonprofit sale of
half a lid of locally grown grass, through
a friend, to a guy who turned out to be
an undercover agent. At his trial,
Mitchell was sentenced to 12 years, later
reduced to seven. With the Playboy De-
fense Team and the National Organiza-
tion for the Reform of Marijuana Laws
behind him, the sentence was appealed
to the Missouri Supreme Court, which
upheld it on the ground that the state
legislature can do anything it likes with
drug sellers. The team and NORML
then went to the governor, who likewise

decided he'd best not tamper with legis-
lative decrces. In the end, Mitchell spent
15 months in a medium-security state
prison, but he was released early. Last
we heard, he was in graduate school at
Texas A & M.

A drug case in Red Lodge, Montana,
had a different ending. Two families, in-
cluding private investigator Lake Head-
ley of Wounded Knee fame, were accused
of growing marijuana on some local
property. They were looking at up to
life in prison and Headley, the least in-
volved, assumed that the arrival of Fed-

Brady hugs his daughter, lrene, outside the
courthause in Asheboro, North Carolina.

eral, state, county and city agents was
no more than a plot to nail him while he
was on vacation. By then, the local “pot
plantation” had disappeared and the
authoritics had so goofed up the chain of
cvidence—one or two pot plants—that
after many thousands of dollars in tax-
payer money, the county elected to drop
the case. Once Headley was out of that
fracus—thanks partly to a multimillion-
dollar lawsuit filed by NORML for civil-
rights violations—Headley's friend was
busted for making speed in another
town. Headley then went on to investi-
gatc—with some help from us—the 1976
Don Bolles bombing murder in Phoenix,
which led to the exoneration of Max
Dunlap, a local contractor who spent
almost two years on death row [or the
murder and who has now filed a
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

KING: 17 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine, 100s: 18 mg. “1ar”, 1.3 mg.
nicotine, av. per cigarette by FTC method.
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PLAYBOY

RICHARD KLEIN

$605,000,000 suit against the city of
Phoenix and a group of police officers.

Out of Columbus, Ohio, came the
Claudia Yasko case, developed when a
go-go girl stepped up to a police off-
cer and “confessed” her part in a par-
ticularly brutal three-person slaying. The
Playboy Defense Team was alerted by a
phone call from her attorney, who added
that Claudia had something of a record
for confessing to crimes, committed or
not. She told Playboy investigator Russ
Million that she hadn’t meant to confess
to anything, that she merely wanted to
give a statement. But that was taken
literally by a local vice cop, who, it
turned out, spoonfed her answers to
critical questions involving the scene of
the murder. She was arrested and
charged, even though the murders con-
tinued, adding up to nine, maybe more.
With our aid, she was released four days
before her trial date.

Another murder case attracted even
more attention. Here, a slum kid named
Larry Hicks of Gary, Indiana, found
himsell on death row, two wecks from
execution with no stay and no appeal
filed. He managed to collar Indianapolis
attorney Nile Stanton, who—as a favor—
checked out his situation. The warden
was grateful that Stanton had stepped
in, because the original court-appointed
attorney had done nothing. That led to
hearings on the issue of legal competence,
which led to the granting of another
trial, in which the Playboy Defense
Team figured prominently. Editorial As-
sistant Marta Haywood joined in the
case. So did Helmer, plus a local investi-
gator hired by Stanton, plus members of
Stanton’s staff. What it came down to
was this: Two corpses had been found in

an alley behind an apartment that had
been rented by two women and their men.
As luck would have it, Hicks was their
neighbor, pressed into service moving
appliances. After a certain amount of
squabbling over whose money could be
spent on more wine, Hicks, who neither
drank nor smoked, bowed out; at that
time, his only court record involved a
couple of traffic violations. The fact that
he left by midnight and the bodies were
discovered fresh in the snow the next
morning cut no weight with the prosecu-
tor, who figured somebody was lying,
probably Larry or possibly his codefend-
ant, who a few days later was found
hanged in the local jail. Maybe some-
body clse, such as the women the two
guys had helped move. Maybe every-
body. Maybe they were all lying because
another fellow was also on the scene,
though his name did not enter into the
testimony. After nearly two weeks of the
new trial, a jury returned an acquittal.
Hicks was free. That case won Playboy
the President’s Commendation from the
National Association of Criminal De-
fense Lawyers.

The two cases that brought us the
most amusement were those involving
Wisconsin's Wauwatosa Lovers and
Texas" Bowley and Wilson.

The first involved a young couple who
were caught in the act of screwing—at
three A.M., in a house they and their
friends (another young man and woman)
were painting, with the owner's per-
mission. Their friends were cut loose;
they were brought up on charges by the
local police department, for lewd and
lascivious behavior, or screwing with
the woman on top. They didn’t take

ii;t ‘L ;. A l .'
Attorney Nile Stantan (left), Hicks and piaveoy Senior Editor William J. Helmer leave the
g4 Loke County Courthouse ofter o secand jury trial clecred Hicks of a double murder.

that lying down, as it were, and called
the office of the Wisconsin Civil Lib-
erties Union. The girl already had
testified:

Q. Do you deny at this time that
you were . . . having sexual inter-
course?

A. If1 was having sexual intercourse
or not, with anyone, is my business.
Q. Do you deny that, yes or no,
please. You are under oath right
now, and I asked you to answer the
question again.

A. Can1 plead the Fifth?

Q. You must answer the question.

A. I must answer. Yes, I was.

A city judge fined the sex offenders
575 each and was willing to let it go at
that. But—as we learned later—a certain
Sergeant Green Knees, as he’s locally
known, led the arrest, kept the kids un-
dressed and finally booked them into
jail, with wrappings. Eventually, the case
was thrown out on a technicality.

The Bowley and Wilson case probably
aroused as much interest as any other,
cven though they, too, were let go. Both
were Dallas comedian-musicians who en-
joyed insulting their collegiate audi-
ences. They'd been warned once, but in
the absence of any Texas Alcoholic
Beverage Commission guidelines, they
went ahead with their show. One act
involved dusting each other with ostensi-
ble cocaine while singing the Thirties
song Cocaine. When the T.A.B.C. agents
went In to arrest them, everyone thought
it was part of the act. Then, when they
were booked into the Dallas County Jail,
the district attorney picked up where the
T.AB.C. had left off: They were ac-
cused of giving an obscene performance.
Which may or may not have included
the cocaine dusting.

Helmer went to Dallas to consult with
attorneys for the “Foulmouthed Two,”
as we called them, and came back with-
out a story. Everything had been or was
being settled out of court; the two were
free, as before. That on the basis of
the district attorney's decision that the
T.A.B.C. law was unconstitutional (as it
had been ruled)—and he didn't have
enough evidence, in any event. So much
for Bowley and Wilson, who are back to
plying their trade.

We are presently trying to work out a
deal with the National Association of
Criminal Defense Lawyers in Houston
and the Trial Lawyers for Public Justice
to pursue such cases even more care-
fully. Stand by for reports on Viola Liuz-
ro, the woman possibly killed by a
Klansman-FBI informant in 1965. And
for one on the suit by Max Dunlap
against the Phoenix police, among

others.
(Y
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: DUD LEY MOORE

a candid conversation with hollywood’s unlikeliest romantic hero about
his comedy, his art and his joyful, uninhibited, all-important sex life

If an audition had been held just a
few years ago to find someone who would
become, by 1952, one of America’s most
popular sex symbols, Dudley Moore
wouldn’t have got past the stage door.
At 52" and 47 years of age, with a club-
foot and a dirty mind, Moore isn’t exacl-
ly cut from heroic cloth. Bul with two
huge successes—in “ 10’ and in “Ar-
thur’—behind him and with three more
big movies cither breaking or in the
offing, the Brilish-born actor and come-
dian is one of the hotlest screen talenls
in the world today. The fact that he
both composes and plays music to pro-
fessional and crilical acclaim only adds
to his popularity.

And there’s something else: Although
his marital record is disasirous and his eye
for the ladies is renowned, people seem to
sense that Moore is one of the last of the
staggering, heart-clasping, full-tilt voman-
tics. Aclress Susan Anton, his girlfriend
of the past thvee years, met him when she
was recovering from a breakup with
Sylvester Stallone and Moore was newly
divorced from Tuesday Weld. Anton re-
calls their meeting:

“The first time I saw Dudley—at the
National Association of Theater Owners’
convention—he made me laugh, so I went
up and introduced myself. Laler, he came

to Vegas, where I was performing, to see
me. When he came backstage after my
show, we both thought we'd made a ter-
rible mistake. I'd forgotien how short he
was and he’d forgotten how tall I was.
After a midnight dinner, I impulsively
said, ‘Why don’t we go to my room? I've
got a bottle of wine and we can talk’
So we went there and started talking.
And pretly soon I said, ‘Do you know
what I want to do? I want 1o go Lo your
room and I want to go to bed with you
and I want you to hold me. I'm not
ready for anyone lo mahke love to me
yet. I just want to be held.” Dudley said
OK, and that was our first night to-
gether. He just held me and let me cry
about everything that hurt me. The
next morning, we walched ‘Wuthering
Heights" and we both cried. He cried
about his divorce and I cried about my
breakup with Sly. And that’s how we fell
in love”

Moore's origins were considerably less
than romantic. Born in London with a
deformed left fool, he was raised in the
gray town of Dagenham, Essex. His father
was a railway electrician and s mother
a domineering and cold figive who in-
stilled in her son her own shame about
his deformity.

His childhood was isolated. Because of

“My mother cither was anxious about my
clubfoot or pretended it didn’t exist. It
was: ‘You're frerfect’ or ‘You're a crip-
ple.” So with that came the idea that I
was cither a genius or a piece of crap.”

“The ability to enjoy your sex life is
central. I don’t give a shit about any-
thing else. My obsession is total. What
else is there to live for2 Chinese food
and women. There is nothing else.”

his clubfoot, he was in and out of hos-
pitals and was bullied by his peer group
until, at 13, he struck back. His weapon
was humor and he wielded it with a
vengeance, melamorphosing overnight
from class bookworm to class clown.

He employed the same taclic several
years later at Oxford, where, as the recipi-
ent of an organ scholarship to Magdalen
College, he spent his first two years miser-
able and insecure. During his junior year,
Moore hooked wp with the campus cabaret
circuil and, again, found the acceplance
he craved by making people laugh. By the
time he was graduated with two degrees
in music, he was nolorious for his comic
imprrovisations. Scotching his original no-
tion of becoming a choirmaster, he headed
for show business, hell-bent on perform-
ing both musically and in comedy revues.

His wish was soon granted. In 1959,
after a f[ranlic year of penning music for
cverything from Dallets to commercials, as
well as two whisitle-stop orchestra tours of
America, Moore ended up at the world-
renowned Edinburgh Festival. There he
joined three other young Englishmen—
Peter Cook, Jonathan Miller and Alan
Bennett—to form “Beyond the Fringe,”
the now-legendary sativical revie. Follow-
ing a short run in Edinburgh, the show
moved to London’s West End. There it

FPHOTOGRAPHY BY LARRY L. LOGAN

“I think you can have wonderful expe-
riences with a person yow've known for
three minutes. By the way, I haven't
had that many women—only as many as
I could lay my hands on.”

67
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played to packed houses for two years e-
fore crossing the Atlantic lo repeat that
success on Broadway.

In 1961, when “Beyond the Fringe”
disbanded, Moore, then 29, teamed up
again with Cook—a collaboration that
was o sirelch over the next 14 years and
mclude movies, lelevision, records and
theater. Their first big success came with
“Not Only . .. But Also,” a weckly series
of comedy skelches that ran on English
television for three years. Shortly there-
after, they returned lo the stage with
“Good Evening,” a two-man revue that
played continually around the world for
five years.

Their film efforts were decidedly less
magical. With the exceplion of 1967’s
“Bedazzled” and, to a lesser degree, the
cult favarite “The Bed Sitling Room,”
Moore and Cool’s movies—"“The Wrong
Box,” “Those Daring Young Men in
Their  Jaunly Jalopies” and “The
Hound of the Baskervilles”—fizzled both
critically and commercially. Moore’s solo
mouvie efforts—"Alice’s Advenlures in
Wonderland” and *“30 Is a Dangerous
Age, Cynthia”"—uwere no more successful,
but he earned a repulalion as a com-
poser of film scores, including the themes
for “Bedazzled,” “Staircase,” “30 Is a
Dangevous Age . . . ,” “Inadmissible
Evidence” and, recently, “Six Weeks.”

In 1973, Moore and Cook again courled
notoriety with their record albums siar-
ring the foulmouthed janitors Devek and
Clive. Bul in 1975, they parted ways.
Cook returned to London, while Moore
remained in Los Angeles to jarsue a
mowie career—and actvess Tuesday Weld,
with whom he was involved. Moore and
Weld were a bout made in heaven. Mar-
ried i 1975, with Weld pregnant, and
dworced in 1980, the two split up more
than 20 times in the course of their five-
year marriage. (Son Patrick, six, lives with
Weld in New York but wvisits his f[alher
frequently.) 1t was Moore’s second shot al
matrimony; he had previously been mar-
vicd to Brifush aclvess Suzy Kendall.

In 1978, the comedian finally cracked
the American movie markel with “Foul
Play.” Cast in a supporting vole as an
insatiable swinger with an appelile for sex
aids, Moore nearly stole the show from
its stars, Goldic Hawn and Chevy Chase.
A short time later, he mel director Blake
Edwards, who asked him to veplace George
Segal as the mid-life-crisis-stricken hero of
“10. " The mouvie, of course, was a hit,
catapulting both Moore and his co-star,
Bo Derek, to international stardom.

He followed that success with an even
greater one: “Arthur” His porlrayal of
the happily drunk, softhearted million-
aive, playing off Sir John Gielgud’s long-
suffering wvalet, netted Moore his first
Oscar nomination as Best Actor.

It also filled his acting schedule to over-
flowing. Following lhis montk’s planned
release of “Six Weeks,” with Mary Tyler

Moore, he will be seen opposite Elizabeth
McGovern in “Lovesick” and Mary
Steenburgen in “Romantic Comedy.”

Moore has never lost intevest in his furst
love: music. From the time of his first
orchestral piece, written at the age of 12
and titled, appropriately, “Anxiety,” he
has continued lo wrile, compose and per-
form both classical music and jazz. His
Dudley Moore Trio has loured the world,
breaking house records in Australia and
New Zealand. He has eight jazz albums to
his credit, the latest of which—"Smilin’
Through,” released last summer—saw
him teamed with his old pal singer Cleo
Laine. In 1981, his love of classical music
led lim to perform al The Hollywood
Bowl with the Los Angeles Phillarmonic
Orchestra—in “An Evening with George
Gershwin”—and, later, al New York's
Metropolitan Museum, where, with vio-
linist Robert Mann of the Juwilliard
String Quarlet, Moore presented a cham-
ber-music concerl.

PLAYBOY assighied reporler and inter-
viewer Nancy Collins Lo gel 1o know Moore
over a five-month stretch. They talked in
New York on the set of “Lovesick” and,
later, in California on the set of

“Basically, I just want the
same things allmen do: Rice
Krispies and sucking.”

“Romantic Comedy” and at Moore's
Marina del Rey home. Her report:

“What immediately strikes one about
Dudley Moore is the simplicity with which
he conducts the business of being a super-
star. Now, that may be hard to believe,
considering his two pel extravagances—a
while Rolls-Royce and a two-seater Mer-
cedes—Dbul otherwise, his life is merci-
fully free of Hollywood trappings. He
makes his own appointments, answers his
own phone and, when a visitor arrives
at his house, putlers around the kitchen,
fixing tea for two.

“His home is an unpretentious, charm-
ing, tee-bedroom beach house in Lhe
singles’ haven of Marina del Rey. The
decor is that of a hip but well-lwed-in
bachelor pad. On the main floor, a large,
comfortable L-shaped sofa and a baby-
grand piano dominate the living room,
where art is largely represented by framed
posters from Moore's moutes. Several pic-
tures of givlfriend Susan Anton are prom-
inently displayed, along with snaps of
himself, the most obvious of which has a
Jully cladd Moore standing in a sea of
naked bodies, all extras in “ 10"

“Although, technically, his only house-
male is a Pekingese named Kong, he ad-
mils that since he and Anton met, they
have barely spent a night apart, prefer-

ving ‘mooching around the house’ to
Hollywood socializing.

“A Dudley Moore movie set is a happy
mavie sel. And intentionally so. "‘Dudley
has an uncanny ability not only lo adjust
immedialely to new situations but also to
nudge them along,’ says Marshall Brick-
man, ‘Lovesick’s” wriler and director. *The
tone of a sct filters down from the di-
rector and the star, and Dudley is very
clever about creating a happy atmos-
phere—one in which he can do the right
things and in which those things seem
right and are. He makes everybody feel
happy and relaxed and smart.

“Yet he can also be almost wincingly
candid and profane to the point of embar-
rassing people—as he did one TV inter-
viewer after being pestered aboul his
height and his affair with Anton. ‘Ac-
tually,” he said, grinning into the camera,
‘I go up on Susan! During our many
howrs of conversation, we covered a lot
of ground, but he was curiously bland
about the standard topics—movics, celeb-
rities, success, even his beloved music—
and astomishingly open about his own
childhood and hang-ups and sex life. It
became almost a form of therapy to him,
as if he had stored up memories for just
this kind of candid format.

“There’s another thing that comes
through clearly in this psychological self-
portrait: The main thrust of Moore's life,
which many of us would envy for its suc-
cess and versatilily, is to be loved. And
because he wants it so badly—and leis you
know it so openly—most people do love
him. He's irrepressible. To use an out-
dated word, he’s naughty—perhaps the
naughticst little 47-year-old boy in the
world.”

PLAYBOY: Let's start with the important
stuff: You're perhaps the only man on
this planet to have been in bed—on-
screen, anyway—with both Raquel Welch,
in Bedazled, and Bo Derek, in “10.”
T'ell us ahout it, please.

MOORE: Well, Raquel played a tempting
creature known as Lillian Lust. Holy
shit, she really has a great body! When
she was supposed to seduce me in the bed
scene, T wore three pairs of underpants,
thinking, Christ, if I get an erection, may-
be three pairs will help. I was thinking of
tying my cock down with Band-Aids or
something—literally! T thought it was
going to be very embarrassing. But that
kind of scene wltimately turns out to be
uncrotic, because you're thinking of some-
thing clse.

PLAYBOY: And the scene with Bo?

MOORe: Well, I had to do both scenes
with both women twice. Hmmmmm, [
think a little pattern is emerging here.
[Chuckles] We were both naked, but
they lighted it so you couldn't see a
damned thing. I was nervous, but Bo
wasn't. She had to get up from the bed
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and walk over to the hi-fi and then go
back to the bed. Let me tell you, it
wasn't easy for me.

PLAYBOY: The sacrifices one makes. . ..
MOORE: Indeed. But it &s embarrassing to
have everyone staring, saying, “What's
she got? What's he got?”” You feel more
stupid than turned on. You're thinking
about your lines, your timing, your cam-
era angles—not about sex.

PLAYBOY: But did you find Bo sexy?
MOORE: Bo is basically cool. I didn't
think of her as a sexy person. I don’t
mean that as an insult. I just mean she
doesn’t farm it out in public. She's not
like Bardot, who used to Hirt with the
world; nor is there a sensuality as you
have with Anna Karina or Sophia Loren.
PLAYBOY: Movie scenes aside, sex appears
to be a pretty important theme running
through your life—right?

MOORE: I think sex is the most important
part of anybody’s life.

PLAYBOY: T/ic most important part?
MOORE: The ability to enjoy your sex life
is central. T don’t give a shit about any-
thing else. One’s desire for another person
is the most flattering thing you can take
from that person. The best sex you can
give anybody is what you take from her
with the utmost enthusiasm.

PLAYBOY: Are women, then, more impor-
tant to you than your work?

MOORE: Absolutely.

PLAYBOY: Are they the obsession of your
life?

MOORE: Totally. What else is there to
live for? Chinese food and women. There
is nothing else. Actually, I sometimes hate
women for having such an effect on me.
PLAYBOY: That comes through from time
to time. Some of your humor—especially
the early stuff with your former partner,
Peter Cook—seems to have some anger
toward women in it. Are you secretly a
little hostile toward women?

MOORE: No. I just want to do everything
to them. J want to murder them and love
them and embrace them and die in them
and live in them and all that stuft. Fvery-
thing! Just go through the dictionary,
and that’s what I want to do: I want to
aardvark them, Afghanistan themn, blender
them, demarcate them, Zulu them. I
want to do everything!

PLAYBOY: Have you ever been to bed
with more than one person?

MOORE: Ycah, with two women. But just
once.

PLAYBOY: Did you like it?

MOORE: Yeah, it was fuckin® great. T also
tried it once with a male friend and a
woman, but we just ended up laughing.
I mean, it was like choosing ends: “Which
end do you want?” It was so exhilarating
we couldn’t do anything.

PLAYBOY: When did you realize you were
going to be such a prisoner of sex?
MOORE: When I was about 11. I looked
at girls, and suddenly, all I wanted to do
was to love them, have them kiss me. I
even remember their names. Joan Harold

and Shirley Powell and Louise McDonald
and Jean Dabbs and—oh, fuck. . . .
Yeah, sex really had me by the ears. I
masturbated from five or six on, but it
wasn't until a couple of years later that
I focused on doing something more with
girls.

As a teenager, I found the idea of

intercourse completely frightening. I do
remember the first breast I ever fondled.
The girl wasn’t exactly attractive, but she
did have a fair pair of knockers. Anyway,
we went behind her house, where I stood
on some bricks so I could reach her.
Then, as if by remote control, she guided
my hand to her breast. 1 remember feel-
ing this thing and thinking, Ohl—as
though I'd put my hand on a sheep’s eye
or something.
pLAYBOY: And how did you Icel about it
afterward?
MOORE: Totally disgraced. 1 thought,
That's it. I've done it now. I've blotted
my copybook. That went on for some
time—girls and very passionate snogging
and smooching, a bit of breast fondling.
But nothing very much of a south-waist
nature. I remember once at a party sitting
[rozen in a chair with a girl on my lap.
We were both pretending we were asleep,
but I felt the sexual electricity just whip-
ping through us. I didn’t actually get into
any heavy petting until I was about 16 or
so and met a French girl. She terrified
me. But I still used to visit her in Paris.
She had a little garden house where we'd
go and I would venture to insert part of
my disgusting Dody into her, only to
withdraw as if we were magnets with
equal, but like, poles meeting.

And, then, of course, I used to wank
myself to death over my father's maga-
zincs. He had quite a collection. Come to
think of it, he's probably also the reason
I've always fantasized about women with
big tits. I mean, show me a fire hydrant
and I'll come on the spot. But I also like
a nice ass and legs. In the end, of course,
none of it makes a damned bit of differ-
ence, because it's just pounds of flesh. Be-
sides, basically, I just want the same
things all men do: Rice Krispies and
sucking.

PLAYBOY: How old were you when you
got around to having intercourse?

MOORE: Oh, about 45. [Laughs] No, 22,
23. Technically, that is. What is that

‘Chinese saying? To walk a thousand

miles, you first have to walk one foot.
Well, to fuck a girl, you have to put one
inch in. And although I'd gotten that
inch in now and then from the time I
was 15, I was too afraid to leave any-
thing as valuable as my penis in that
cavern of no return.

PLAYBOY: What did you think was going
to happen?

MoorE: I didn’t know. Maybe pregnancy.
I was just terrified; my repression had
heen so long and continuous.

PLAYBOY: Was part of that terror knowing

that in order to make love, you'd have to
undress and expose your cubfoot?
MOORE: No, not necessarily. Although I
was quite attuned to the possibility that
1 would have to make love in my duffel
coat and snow boots, with just the offend-
ing member emerging and splurging.
Emerge and splurge: the wisdom of life.

No, my dread was more general: that
of allowing myself to be out of control
with someone T hardly knew. Which is
why masturbation is always very safe, be-
cause there you not only control the per-
son you're with but you can leave when
you want to. [Laughs]
PLAYBOY: You've mentioned your clubfoot
in public, usually briefly, but what exact-
ly is your handicap?
MOORE: When I was born, both of my
feet were turned in. The right one ap-
parently righted itself, while the left one
was more severely damaged. As a result,
my left leg is one half inch shorter than
my right and is shriveled from the knee
down. If I look at it dispassionately, I
realize it looks like a sweet child's foot.
I've learned to see it that way because of
the people who didn’t throw up when
they saw it.
PLAYBOY: Were there a lot of people who
did, figuratively, throw up?
MOORE: When I was a child, yes. I was
constantly made aware of it. I didn't
realize my foot was different until I went
to school and got laughed at. My leg was
an object of ridicule. Kids used to shout,
“Hopalong!” and mimic me. I always
wore short pants, so the greatest day in
my life was when—at 13—I was finally
allowed to wear long pants and cover my
leg.
PLAYBOY: Wouldn't it have been more
humane to have put you in long pants
sooner?
MOORE: Of course. But my mother didn’t
want me to feel there was anything
wrong—and yet she did. On the one
hand, she was very anxious about my foot,
and on the other, she pretended it didn’t
exist, which made me very confused. She
either overinflated me or underinfiated
me. It was either “You're perfect; there's
nothing wrong with you” or “You're a
complete cripple.” So with that came the
idea that I was either a genius or a piece
of crap.
PLAYBOY: How did your leg affect you
socially?
MOORE: I had a very isolated youth. I was
either in the hospital, being operated on,
or at home, sitting in splints, recovering.
I spent so much time in the hospital,
where the distance between me and an-
other person was six feet, that when 1
finally got out in the world and was only
two feet from a kid who was alive and
kicking—mnot depressed and waiting to
get well—it was suddenly very frighten-
ing. Any sense of humor I might have
had was severely limited by my enormous
fear of being out there.

And 1 have some ghastly hospital
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memories. During the war, I was on a
ward that was loaded with soldiers. I was
there was a

the only kid. One night,

soldier across from me who, when they

drew the curtains around him, kept
screaming, “No! No! No! No!” I was

very frightened.

Later, 1 was wheeled into a darkened
operating theater, where I was left alone.
1 stayed for what seemed like two hours
before anybody knew 1 was there. 1 was
dying of thirst, but nobody gave me

water, because nobody saw me there.
Finally, this guy came in—this prick of a
doctor—and said, “It's the right leg off,
1 saud, “No,

As it twrned out,

iIsn'c ite” no, no, no. It's the

lefr!” that asshole was

trying to be funny.

Another crucial thing occurred when I
was lelt in a hospital for about two weeks
from my My
mother said she just couldn’t get there,

without visits parents.
bless her heart. But I gather [rom psy-
chological studies that kids up to the age
ol five who are institutionalized or lelt
on their own for more than two weeks
generally freeze up. They never quite
crack out ol it. m not sure that hap-
pened to me, but even today, I'm afraid
of family life. 1 like to be on my own,
basically.

PLAYBOY: Your own [amily was English
working class; did that mean you grew
up poor?
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MOORE: We were poor. But so was cvery-
body. My father was an electrician for
the Stratford East Railway and, as such,
he never made more than £15 a week—
that’s about S40. We didn’t seem poor,
but we didn’t scem rich, either. Richness
to me was having a bike with three speeds
rather than a fixed wheel. When I did
Beyond the Fringe, 1 earned in one week
what my parents had managed to save
in 20 years—£100.

PLAYEOY: Did you get your sense of hu-
mor from your parents?

MOORE: They enjoyed humor very much.
But my father was a quiet, hidden man
whom 1 dearly loved but also despised
because he wasn’t stronger than he was.
He was also a Christian Scientist, so his
life was his church—apart, of course,
from the steaming repressed sexuality
that was locked inside him.

PLAYBOY: And your mother?

MOORE: An irredeemably repressed ball
of floating anxiety.

PLAYBOY: Sounds as though they were
well matched.

MOORE: Yes. [Chuckles] My mother was a
complete fucking mess in terms of know-
ing who she was and what rights she had.
She felt she didn’t have any right to her
body and, in fact, was disgusted by it
Yet, with all that, there was a humor and
brightness that just kept her nose above
water. That—and being incredibly defen-
sive—kept her going until she was 81.
PLAYBOY: Were you [unny as a kid?
MOORE: No. Quite frankly, I never had
any sense of humor. I was a very pomp-
ous little boy who was driven to humor.
PLAYBOY: As a defense against your club-
foort?

MOORE: Yeah. And my height. I got [unny
so I wouldn’t get beaten up anymore.
PLAYBOY: Were you actually brutalized by
other children?

MOORE: Bullied and pushed, mostly. See,
I also liked schoolwork. I was a hard-
working kid who used to ask teachers for
more work in [ront of other kids. I just
loved to work. But, as a result, I got
punished by my peer group. Once I
started being funny, making fun of the
teachers as they did, I was accepted.
PLAYBOY: Did you keep up your studies?
MOORE: No. I stopped reading when I
started clowning. I always had a vivid
imagination and read like a maniac, two
or three books a night. So I very much
resented ll:t\'ing to clown, because it
stopped me from learning and develop-
ing. Sometimes I despise the fact that I
make people laugh. But being funny is a
way of drawing blood without revealing
where the arrow came from.

PLAYBOY: It sounds as if you and your
mother had a complicated relationship.
MOORE: We did. I was very attached to
her—but very angry with her, too. She
made me feel that if T made one [alse
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step, she would die. You must under-
stand, I don’t blame her for it. I don't
have any bad feelings toward her now.
But then she was constantly worried
about my foot.

PLAYBOY: Worried or embarrassed?

MOORE: Both. My mother was obsessed
by my foot and, because of that, made me
obsessed by it.

PLAYBOY: Why that obsession?

MOCRE: She had wanted to produce some-
thing perfect. My mother had a brother
on whom she was quite fixated. He was a
missionary in Africa and died of some
disease. When she lost him, she longed to
have someone replace him. But instead of
producing the perfect brother, she pro-
duced this leg.

PLAYBOY: Are you sure you're not reading
into her motivations?

MOORE: No. She told me she felt that way.
She said the pain I was going to suffer
was unbearable—but, obviously, it was
the pain she was going to suffer, feeling,
as she did, that she was on trial for pro-
ducing a hunchback.

PLAYBOY: Was she warm or affectionate
with you?

MOORE: No. There was nothing from her,
no hugs or anything. Her excuse was that
I shouldn’t be touched because the plaster
might break on my leg. So I often felt
as if I were stuck on the mantel with a
sign reading DON'T TOUCH HIM.

My first intimation of the effect that

physical affection, particularly from a
woman, had on me came from a nurse in
a convalescent home. When I went into
the home, 1 was terrified. It was my first
night, and this nurse said, “Should I kiss
you good night?” I said no. But then, as
she was going, I said yes, and she bent
down and kissed me, so loving and gen-
tle and sweet. That kiss affected my whole
life. A friend said to me, “You've looked
for that tenderness throughout your whole
life.” And 1 have. It haunts and sus-
tains me. Which is why, 1 suppose, I
live for touching and being touched.
PLAYBOY: When you got older, did you
and your mother ever talk about what
she'd done to you as a child?
MOORE: There was one moment, the last
time 1 saw her before she went into the
hospital. I think she had intimations that
she was about to bum off. She started
bringing out photographs of herself as a
young girl. And she said, “I don’t know
why you say you were unhappy as a
child. Look at this picture of you.” And
there was this picture of me smiling.

Anyway, one Sunday afternoon, I re-
member saying goodbye to her, and I
remember her doing what she often did:
She looked at me in a peculiar, obsessive
way, as if she had to put everything into
it because that was the only way she could
express it—nonverbally. That particular
time, I looked at her and we just nodded
at cach other as if to say, “Yeah, 1 know
what we feel for each other and I know

there’s no way of unraveling it or some-
how making good the bad parts.” But in
that 30 seconds, I felt as though the
whole of the thing had been straightened
out. And that was the last time I saw her
before she went into the hospital and had
an operation from which she never fully
recovered.

PLAYBOY: Today, if you see someone with
a clubfoot, how do you respond?

MOORE: I'm repelled. 1 guess because I
equate it with my own repulsion about
myself. It's not something I will ever be
totally at ease with. In fact, my foot
stops me [rom doing certain things. As a
kid, I was very athletic, but now I do
nothing, probably because 1'm well known
and feel, Oh, no. I can’t show that to
people.

PLAYBOY: If you don’t want people to
know about your foot, why talk about it
like this?

MOCRE: I didn't for a long time. Finally,
I did because I thought it was a way to
air it, get rid of my feelings. But I never
got rid of them. I wish I could say, “Fuck
it—who cares about a twisted piece of
bone?” But I can’t. It's been an enormous
influence on me. 1 know there are people
who have much more grossly incapacitat-
ing things who don’t seem to have any
awareness of them. Take Itzhak Perlman,
for instance. He's got two carcasses at-
tached to his thighs and heaves them
around like logs. But 1 don’t see any
sadness in him, because somehow his fam-
ily was able to make him feel, OK, those
two bits of flesh don’t work, but you can
play the violin. With my situation, there
was a focusing of a deadly nature upon
my foot.

PLAYBOY: With your success now, don't
you feel vindicated?

MOORE: No. I'm simply more at home
with the pain. It doesn’t go away. Once,
during analysis, I was asked to draw my
foot. I drew the foot with a typical
curvature, making it look like a penis,
because an erect penis turns up slightly
at the end. Then I drew a stiff club. It
was like saying, *“This foot represents my
sexuality, which I'm freezing into a dead
club that I'm going to hit the world
with” Of course, that’s oversimplified,
but that’s what was really draining my
energy—pointing to this thing and say-
ing, “This is responsible Ior my feeling
inadequate.”

PLAYBOY: Do you still feel inadequate?
MOORE: I'll always be enraged and humil-
iated by my handicap, except now I can
deal with it without being persecuted.
PLAYBOY: Since you link your foot to your
sexuality, what happened once you started
having sex with women? Did you tell
them about your foot beforehand?

MOORE: Oh, I always felt 1 had to bring
up this odious skeleton, as if somehow it
would fly out of bed and hit them on the
head if I didn’t. 1 always had to say, “I
have to tell you something. I've got

this . . .” and go through great agonies.
I felt they had to know they were going
to bed with this deformed fish.

PLAYBOY: Was there ever any woman
who was unkind about it?

MOORE: Never. Never in my life. Some
women, in fact, couldn’t understand it
at all. You know: “What are you talk-
ing about? So you've got a bent finger or
a bent ear. What's that got to do with
anything?” But even then, I wasn't con-
vinced. 1 still felt I had to come up
with this prologue: “Hello, 1 want to
stick my foot up you.”

PLAYBOY: Let's stay with your sex life for
a while. Who first told you about sex?
MOORE: Kenny Vare. 1 was about nine or
ten, and Kenny came running into the
playground as if he were bearing the
news of the vikings' landing. “Do you
know what you have to do when you
grow up?” he asked. “You have to put
your winkie in a girl.”

Well, by that time, having already
masturbated myself into the ground, I
thought, My God. I've done it. I've
ruined myself for this ghastly task. I
really thought there was something
wrong with me.

PLAYBOY: We gather that your mother
didn’t know about your preoccupation.
MOORE: God, no! But I've got some
hilarious stories about masturbation. In
fact, I've always wanted to do a film
about it. I remember, through sheer
fear and lust, coming six times in one
evening when I was supposed to be do-
ing my homework. 1 just sat there
masturbating, with my parents next
door. That always made things a little
more titillating, you know.

See, 1 had a carpet by my bed. And
I used to come all over the carpet and
then rub it in. The carpet became like
sculpted grass. I'll never know why on
earth it was never discovered, except
that my mother would occasionally say,
“This carpet got all funny. Very strange,
isn’t it?"”

But the actual idea of masturbation
never got brought up at all. Except
once. We—my mother, my father, my
sister and I—were all sitting around in
the living room, the only room in the
house, besides the bathroom, where you
wouldn’t freeze your balls off in winter.
Anyway, Mother was sitting across the
room, darning socks, while 1 sat on
the sofa, hand in my pocket, having a
nice, quiet feel. The only person watch-
ing me, as far as I could tell, was the
Virgin Mary, who happened to be in a
picture above our fireplace—and I knew
she sure wasn't going to blow the whis
tle on me. Anyway, on the radio came
a coloratura soprano, singing some
Viennese piece. [He breaks into an
operatic aria] Suddenly, she hit an ex-
tremely high note, prompting my mother
to say, without missing a beat, “This
woman-is-singing-the-highest-note-that’s-
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cver-been-sung-don’t-do-that-dear.”

Well, the moment was frozen, because

my mother had discovered me. And
from that night onward, I could be
found in the early hours of the morn-
ing, frantically flipping the radio dial
to find a coloratura to masturbate by. 1
could always come on the top note.
PLAYBOY: Do high notes still do it for
you?
MOORE: No, unfortunatcly. I get a
twinge, but it’s just not the same thing.
When I was at Oxford, however, I went
into a record shop and discovered a
record by somebody called Mado Robin,
who probably never knew what she did
for me.

Robin was a coloratura soprano in
the French opera. On that record, she
sings a B-flat in altissimo, which is, I
think, the highest recorded note. Well,
when I heard that, my whole body went
into a fever. I thought, God, if I buy
this record, I'll wank myself to death.
So, instead of buying it, I used to go to
the record shop, wearing my father’s
raincoat, slip into the glass booth and
play certain cuts of the record, to which
I would masturbate.

PLAYBOY: Weren't you afraid that people
would catch you in the act?

MOORE: No, because 1 was wearing the
raincoat. However, every time I came,
I not only screwed up my face but
slapped myself on the forehead—and
that did draw considerable attention. I
think the owners of the shop always
wondered why I never bought the rec
ord. Finally, I did buy it and then
didn’t leave my room for a week. It was
like a Pavlovian response—hilarious.
PLAYBOY: Who was your first real lover?
MOORE: A very beautiful actress.
PLAYBOY: Thus beginning an unalterable
preference in women.

moORE: Shit! I hadn’t even thought of
that, but you're right.

PLAYBOY: What is it you find so com-
pelling about actresses? You've married
two and you're seeing another one now.
MOORE: It's the fact that they compel
you to look at them. Beautiful women
are gencrally the most insecure about
their looks, so they're sometimes like
flashers in Central Park. They may not
want to have sex with the whole world,
but they do need to be attraciive to the
whole world.

PLAYBOY: OK, back to your first actress.
MOORE: Well, this girl was intrigued that
I was a virgin.

PLAYBOY: Did she seduce you?

MOORE: I don’t remember how it came
up, but I told her I'd never had an
orgasm inside a2 woman. She said, “Oh,
I think you ought to,” and we agreed
to meet in a hotel in Oxford. She came
up from London on the milk train,
arriving at five A, after having missed
the 11 p.n. train. I was sitting on the
platform waiting for her, rembling with

fear, shame, anticipation and cold. We
went to the hotel and got into bed. I
recall her looking over my shoulder at
something on the wall while we were
doing it. You can imagine how hearten-
ing that was.

PLAYBOY: How did you feel?

MOORE: I found the whole thing not
very exciting at all. As I came—and I'm
surprised I did—she said, *“Oh, I forgot
to put my thing in,” meaning her dia-
pln'.'ngm- Well, she got pregnant. She
told me later but said she’d deal with it
and did. I saw her a couple of times
alter that, but it didn’t work.

PLAYBOY: So after all those years of silent
lust, reality was a disappointment.
MOORE: 1 felt a great fear in my loins—a
wraction of fear that shriveled me spir-
itually and organically. I cringed with
fear and shame and disappointment.
Eventually, however, I came out of that
theological funk.

PLAYBOY: And became even more ob-
sessed with women?

MOORE: Shortly thereafter, I was doing
Beyond the Fringe in London and by
that time had decided that what I want-
ed to do with my life was perform
onstage, make people laugh and play
jazz because it attracts women. So I did
that; I started playing jan in the base-
ment of a club called The Establish-
ment, which Peter Cook had founded.
Each night, after the performance, I'd
go to play jazz and [giggles] stroke girls.
PLAYBOY: Were women the sole reason
you started playing jazz?

MOORE: Yeah. You ask any jazz musician
why he wants to play jazz and he’ll tell
you the same thing.

PLAYBOY: What is the corrclation be-
tween jazz and sex?

MOORE: Jazz is very upfront, if you'll
pardon the expression. A visceral, un-
ambiguously sexual sort of music.
There’s an excitement to jazz that, if
you understand it enough to play it,
manifests itself in other areas.

PLAYBOY: In other words, if you can
improvise well on the keyboard, chances
are you can improvise well in bed.
MOORE: That's right.

PLAYBOY: Then may one assuune that men
who love jazz are exceptional lovers?
MOORE: Oh, we are. An unbeatable
crowd.

PLAYBOY: Onward. Who started Beyond
the Fringe?

MOORE: A man named John Bassett,
then assistant director of the famous
Edinburgh Festival. He decided it would
be a good idea to have a late-night
university revue, featuring two men
from Cambridge and two from Oxford,
that would be presented each night after
the official festival presentation. Bassett
asked me from Oxford and Jonathan
Miller from Cambridge to work on it
We each recommended another person.

Jonathan recommended Peter Cook and
I suggested Alan Bennett.

PLAYBOY: Where did you get the title
Beyond the Fringe?

MOORE: Because it was not official, it was
called The Fringe Festival. So, naturally,
they wanted a fringe-type entertain.
ment, which is why we were called

-Beyond the Fringe.

PLAYBOY: According to legend, Miller
and Cook wrote most of the material.
MOORE: Not true. Peter wrote most of it,
Jonathan is often credited with more,
but Peter was the main creative force.
I'd say that on a percentage scale, start-
ing with me at zero, Peter probably
contributed 67 percent and Jonathan
and Alan the rest.

PLAYBOY: You wrote nothing?

MOORE: I didn’t contribute a word. I
provided music and did musical satires.
PLAYBOY: Why didn't you write anything?
MOORE: Because I was intimidated by
the others. Their thrust was political,
social, literary, philosophical—every
area I knew nothing about. The only
humor I could really get into was the
humor of my own background. They
seemed much more knowledgeable
about what was going on in the world.
I didn’t read the newspapers then.
PLAYBOY: Cook has said that your con-
tributions to the group were treated
with “benign contempt.” Were they?
MOORE: Oh, yeah. It was total scorn,
thinly disguised.

PLAYBOY: Didn't that hurt you?

MOORE: Sure. I just felt I couldn’t con-
tribute anything to that lot. I was always
terrified that we'd get arrested for every-
thing we did. I was very timid.

PLAYBOY: Why?

MOORE: Because I didn’t know what my
rights were. I came from a family that
was scared of policemen, librarians,
schoolteachers—everybody. There was
always a fceling of not really having the
right to be wherever you were at the
moment.

PLAYBOY: How did Miller, Bennett and
Cook treat that fear? Also with benign
contempt?

MOORE: Yes. Even today, the same sense
of patronizing continues. Peter says, “1
can’t understand Dudley’s success,” and
Jonathan says, “I think he can do
better.” 1 think they feel I'm a light-
weight—doing lightweight material, hav-
ing a lightweight life, lightweight
hobbies and lightweight interests.
PLAYBOY: Have you ever considered your-
self an intellectual?

MOORE: I'm a performer. And therc is
an intellectual exercise in that. I am as
intellectual as any of them in an avea
they don’t know fuck-all about—music.
To write music is an intellectual activ-
ity. Anyway, my feelings about an in-
tellectual life are that it's the by-product
of an emotional life. The intellect is
the muscle growth on top of the
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emotional roof, instead of the other way
around.

PLAYBOY: Do you think you're a good
musician?

MOORE: I think I'm a terrific musician.
I think I'm hot shit! I also think I'm a
terrific actor and a terrific comedian.
PLAYBOY: But you still care more about
your music than about your performing?
MOORE: Absolutely. Always have.
PLAYBOY: How did you get started in
music?

MOORE: I started studying piano and
singing in the church choir at the age
of six. From the age of 11 to 18, I used
to go to London to the Guildhall School
of Music every Saturday morning to
study violin and organ. It was actually
the headmaster of Guildhall who sug-
gested I apply to Oxford for an organ
scholarship.

PLAYBOY: Not many working-class kids
applied to Oxford in those days. Did
you think you'd get in?

MOORE: Well, in those days 1 wanted
very much to please, so it seemed like a
distinguished thing to do and I did. 1
competed in an organ-scholarship com-
petition and won a scholarship to
Magdalen College. As a working-class
boy, I was, indeed, greatly surprised to
have been accepted. I remember the day
we got the notification, my mother went
absolutely wild with ecstasy. She ran
down the road like Archimedes, scream-

ing, “My son's going to Oxford!"
PLAYBOY: The thought of Oxford must
have been pretty frig]nening.

MOORE: I was very [rightened. And when
I got there, 1 felt very ill equipped.
Everybody spoke so [actually. I had the
[eeling I was in the presence of very
superior beings. I felt they'd all had a
classical education, were older and had
done national service, which I hadn’t
because of my leg. 1 felt very inferior.
PLAYBOY: What was the toughest part of
that first year?

MOORE: Not knowing how to open my
mouth without having it sound like an
old saw, because, cnming from Dagen-
ham, I spoke in a very lazy accent—
not Cockney but sort of suburban. I
went through a temrible stage of trying
to imitate other people’s voices, so I
ended up with a pcculiar voice, very
untidy, with vowels lurching in every
direction. I still talk that way today.

I was also at odds with the place be-
cause it was too beautiful. Magdalen
College is breath-takingly beautiful. And
there I was, this clubfooted wanker sit-
ting on the organ seat, playing this beau-
tuful organ in tlus beautiful chapel. 1
felt I really didn't deserve to be there.
PLAYBOY: How long did you feel that
way?

MOORE: For two years.
PLAYBOY: Then what happened?
MOORE: Comedy. My third year, I started

doing cabaret, and it was like being the
school clown all over again. I found a
niche and became rather well known
around campus as a cabaret perfurmer.
a guy who improvised and generally
made a fool of himself. After that, 1
started acting in sketches and doing re-
vues, which ultimately led to Beyond
the Fringe.

PLAYBOY: Do you have a [avorite sketch
Irom Beyond the Fringe?

MOORE: 1 really liked the war sketch,
about the so-called romance of World
War Two. A lot of World War Two
stories involved pilots who never re-
turned. So in that sketch, there is one
scene between Perer and Jonathan in
which Jonathan says, “It's up to you,
Perkins. I want you to fly up in a crate,
take a slmfty [have a look] over Bremen
and don’t come back!™ Peter says, “Well,
thank you, sir. Is this au revon?” “No,”
replies Jonathan, “this is goodbye.”
PLAYBOY: Did the four of you ever use
drugs to write or perforrn Beyond the
Fringe?

MOORE: No. None of us ever used drugs
then. Ever.

PLAYBOY: Do you use drugs now?

MOORE: I don’t like drugs. I have no
temptation. Now, I do eat a lot of sugar
and salt—masses of salt. I was reading
an article in Time about people’s salt
(misumptiml, and I eat twice as much
as the person with the largest intake. It's
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probably just eating away at my balls,
replacing all the sperm with sodium
chloride, One day, I'll come and there’ll
be this little puff of salt out the end
and I'll give Dbirth to Lot's wife.
[Laughs] I did read once that salt intake
gives you hardening of the penis. Now,
in that case, I may double my already
excessive salt intake—though, let me
hasten to add, I have never had a prob-
lem with hardening of the penis.
PLAYBOY: If you say so. But what’s more
difficult to believe is that you've never
tried drugs. A little marijuana, maybe? .
MOORE: 1 have sucked on a marijuana
cigarette about a dozen times, and, once,
it did give me an orgasm that lasted for
three days. But, then, I don’t need pot,
because my orgasms normally last that
long, anyway.

PLAYBOY: Undoubtedly. And have you
ever tried cocaine?

MOORE: I've had one minor sniff of
cocaine, which I did under protest, be-
cause I didn’t even want to try it. Well,
nothing happened. Of course, that's
what everybody says, but [he breaks
inlo swinger jargon, like his character
in “Foul Play”}, “Hey, I'm no different.
I've just had 17 snorts of cocaine, but
nothing’s difterent, baby.”

Fact is, not only do 1 fear being out
of control but I get a buzz from a cup
of coffce; so if I took cocaine, my ass
would fall to the ground, my cock
would explode into 1000 stars and a
breast would turn into a cantaloupe—
you know, the usual humdrum stuff.
PLAYBOY: When Beyond the Fringe went
beyond its modest beginnings and
opened in the West End of London, how
did you cclebrate? With limousines, cav-
iar, more salt?

MOORE: I continued living the same way
I always had. I was living in a small
room that cost me ten shillings a week—
that’s about 90 cents—and 1 stayed
there. I drove a silly little car, a 1935
Austin box car, that I finally had to
abandon on the side of the road, where-
upon I bought another car for £40—
that was $100.

PLAYBOY: When Beyond the Fringe
broke up, you and Cook teamed up, off
and on, for the next 14 years, doing mov-
ies, another stage revue, Good Evening,
and Not Only . . . but Also—a hit TV
series for the BBC. What was Not
Only . .. but Also?

MOORE: Nol Only Peter Cook . . . bul
Also Dudley Moore. Basically, we did the
same type of comedy sketches, the same
eccentric humor with some slightly
smutty jokes thrown in.

PLAYBOY: Slightly smutty?

MOORE: Well, it was the BBC.

PLAYBOY: Did the BBC try to censor you?
MOORE: Yeah, but it was a strange cen-
sorship, purely subjective. For instance,
we once did a sketch about a confronta-
tion between a scriptwriter and the head

of the BBC. The BBC guy was saying,
“Listen, you can’t say bloody this many
times. You already said bum [meaning
ass| five times!” Finally, the writer says,
“All right. I'll drop bloody if you'll let
me have another bum.”

That sketch was based on an actual
meeting, except at ours it was between
tits and bum. We got away with tits,
though I'm amazed we did. Peter loved
it when we got away with things. Like
the time he talked about a bottle of
wine that, instead of being called Cha-
teau Margaux or Chateauneuf-du-Pape,
was called Chit All over the Carpet.
PLAYBOY: Did Cook again do all the
writing?

MOORE: No. He wrote about 70 percent
of our material and I did about 30.
I used to build my humor by elaborating
on things that had happened to me.
Peter’s came out of left field.

PLAYBOY: For instancer

MOORE: “The Frog and the Peach,” a
really ridiculous sketch from the Alice
in Wonderland segment of Peter’s mind,
all about the only restaurant left where
one can find a “very big frog and a
damned fine peach.”

PLAYBOY: What were the specialties of
the house?

MOORE: Frog & la péche and péche & la
frog. Frog a la péche is a frog with a
peach stuck in its mouth and covered
with fAaming Cointreau, while péche a
la frog is a peach sliced down the mid-
dle to reveal hundreds of squiggling
little tadpoles.

PLAYBOY: What about your Bo Dudley
character?

MOORE: Ah, yes. That was a take-off on
James Brown’s song Papa’s Gol ¢ Brand-
New Bag. In the sketch, I'm supposed
to be one of the great blues singers,
who advertises himself as black even
though he is actually white. Naturally,
I am wearing dark glasses and sitting at
a piano. The name is obviously from
Bo Diddley—and it's probably how Bo
Derek got her name, too.

Peter, meanwhile, plays a very upper-
class BBC-type commentator who, to-
tally mystified by R&RB, has asked me to
explain the song to him, literally lyric
by lyric. He says, “Now, what does this
line ‘Momma’s got a brand-new bag’
mean?” And I say, “The darky mother
has gone into the bustling market streets
of Harlem to purchase a gaily colored
bag.” He then asks about “I'm gonna
groove it, we're gonna groove it all
night long.” And I say, “There is some
sort of celebration for the darky baby
for which the mother will be making
some indentations into the bag with a
groover, the work of which will take her
all night long.” Peter then asks about
“You turn the light on [or me, baby,” and
1 explain that the baby turns the light on,
blowing the circuits and causing the
whole wigwam to go up in smoke.

It is then left to Peter to paraphrase

the entire song, which he does, con-
cluding that the moral of the story can
be summed up in one question: Is it
wise to let people buy gaily colored
plastic bags when they should instead
have the electrical wiring redone in
their houses?

PLAYBOY: Do you have a favorite Cook
line?

MOORE: My favorite line was one that
Peter came out with one afternoon. We
were talking about his wife and he said,
“My wife does all the cooking . . . and
all the eating. She goes down to the
well every morning, but she is not a
well woman.” And then I said, “How
did you meet your wife?” And he said,
“I met her during World War Two.
She blew in through the window on a
piece of shrapnel and became embedded
in the sofa. One thing led to my mother,
and we were married within the hour.”
There's such a marvelous thoroughness
about the whole thing. Very Briush.
Somehow, he'd summed up colonization,
the empire—everything—all in one go.
PLAYEOY: How would you describe Cook?
MOORE: Basically, a fucking cunt
[Chuckles] He’s an enormously soft-
hcartedfhardhearted, sweet [sour, vul-
nerable/invulnerable man. He lives on
the edge of two poles.

PLAYBOY: We hear you two had a pretty
volatile relationship.

MOORE: I always enjoy Peter on my own,
but if I'm with somebody else, we al-
ways get into an argument. There's a
video tape coming out of an album
we did titled Ad Nauseam. It's really
a documentary about Peter and me, show-
ing the irritability that existed between
us. I mean real irritability. We've al-
ways gotten pissed at each other. Peter’s
always pissed off with my nitpicking,
logical mind. And I used to get pissed
oft at his lack of directness in dealing
with people.

PLAYBOY: Obviously, the
worked as a creative catalyst.
MOORE: Yes, and it also endeared us to
each other. Although we never speak
unless we bump into each other.
PLAYBOY: Why did you two split up?
MOORE: I don’t know that we have. That
makes it sound as though we'll never
work together again. I'm sure that if
something were right for us, we'd do it
I feel that Peter is more interested in
doing caricature stuff than in acting.
He's a very funny comedian, but he's
not as interested in comedic acting as
I am. Right now, I just consider what
I'm doing solo stuff.

It’s true, though, that after we'd taken
Good Evening to Australia, things just
ground to a halt. But we did go on to do
other things, such as the Derek and Clive
albums.

PLAYBOY: The Derek and Clive albums
are three of the most notorious, raunchy
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comedy albums in the business. How did
they come abour?

MOORE: Peter and 1 wanted to do some
material we couldn’t do on radio, TV or
stage. So we rented a recording studio,
went in and basically improvised as we
recorded. The first cut—or the first
cunt, as we say in the vernacular, or the
venereal—was The Worst Job I Ever
Had. Peter said [does a Cockncy ac-
cent], ""The worst job I ever had was
gettin® lobsters out of Jayne Mansheld's
asshole. Jayne used to go swimmin’ off
the beach at Mally-boo and these fuckin’
lobsters used to go flyin’ up her ass. And
I used to have to pull the fuckers out.™

Again, I love that image. It's like a

reversal, if you'll pardon the expression,
of a cunt’s having teeth. Up the ass are
giant lobsters ready to get you. No mat-
ter where you suck it, you find teeth.
PLAYBOY: Cook has described Derek and
Clive as “two stupid hooligans, bored
and angry about everything, who spend
all their time trying to outdo each other
in areas about which they have no
knowledge.” Why all the dirty talk,
though?
MOORE: In England, there are whole
classes of people who talk just like Derek
and Clive, whose total means ol com-
munication is in language some people
call obscene. For instance, there's one cut
on the album in which this bloke
Pete calls me a cunt. I say back to him,
in a morally ourraged tone, “Who are
you calling cunt, cunt?” So he says, “You
cunt, you.” 1 say, “You fucking cunt!
You called me a cunt. You fucking
cunt!” So he says, “You're calling me a
cunt, you cunt?” And it just goes back
and forth like that.

What we basically did on the Derek
and Clive albums was speak the un-
speakable, Take, for instance, cancer,
which Peter and I discuss on one album.
The thing about cancer is that it's one
of those subjects that, when they come
up, cause everyone to put on a serious
face. LEverybody fears it, because we all
secretly fcel it’s self-induced through
anxicty or doubt. I know that sometimes
I sink into days when 1 get so anxious
that 1 conjure up an image of a white-
eyed, greedy rodent gnawing away at
my asshole. That’s cancer-causing.

Anyway, even though Peter and I
knew that cancer was awful, it was still
something we wanted to ventilate. And
in doing so, we got into the most out-
rageous convolutions until we ended
up competing with each other over who
had the worse cancer. For instance,
Peter said, “I've got cancer of my wife.”
And I said, “That’s nothing. I've got
cancer of my whole fucking ass.” Then
he’'d say, “Only that?z Well, listen, I've
got cancer of the house.” And it went
on like that until we both got hysterical
with laughter. As Peter says, there’s ab-
solutely no socially redeeming value
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about cancer, which is one of its great-
€st merits.

PLAYBOY: Still, even very open-minded
people wince at some of the words and
images you guys use on those albums.
MOORE: First of all, let me make a con-
ventional remark: True obscenities are
not orifices. Shit and holes of the human
body are not obscene, nor is making love
or screwing or whatever you want to
call it. Pictures of war or violence can
be obscene. You know, a woman being
handed her husband in a plastic bag
in Vietnam. Dreadful. And obscene.

I remember the first time I asked my
mother, “What does cunt mean?’ Well,
she farted, snorted, her head blew oft
and her arms fell out. She didn’t know
what to do with herself. She said it
was the filthiest word that had ever
been invented. Imagine.

PLAYBOY: When you cut the Derek and
Clive wacks, did you really plan to re-
lease them?

MOORE: Originally, we recorded them for
our personal use. Copies ended up with
a lot of rock groups, such as The Rolling
Stones and The Who. They used to tell
us they listened to them on the plane,
fucking laughing their fucking heads off.
Suddenly, we thought, Fuck, maybe we
should release this fucking thing. Fi-
nally, we did and caused a certain small
tempest in a teacup among the British
press, which pretended to be self-right-
eous and moral. Generally, the disapprov-
al came from those newspapers that ran
a girl with bare tits on page three and
talked about a vicar fucking a rooster on
page four. They were the ones who ob-
jected to us boys talking dirty or calling
people [ucking cunts. But we got the
record released and then did two others.
PLAYBOY: But both in this interview and
in some of your work, you show a prel-
erence for the scatological. You really
do have a fairly dirty sense of humor,
don’t you?

MOORE: Oh, sure. I have a very mbald
sense of humor, what is conventionally
known as obscene. It’s always there and
it’s always been there. It's just my way
of thinking. People always wonder how,
with this ribald outlook, I can also
write such emotional, moving music.
They can't put together the feel-
ing swings. Not to make a comparison,
but Mozart had a very scatological sense
of humor, too. He was always talking
about farting and cunts and asses. He
had a very Dasic sense of humor. 1 don't
find anything wrong with that. T just
love having a fun time, cocking a snoot,
as they say.

PLAYBOY: Have you always talked dirty?
MOORE: From the time I was about 13.
But there's a misconception that il you
talk dirty, you're not a serious person.
PLAYBOY: Six Weeks is one of the first
films, if not the first, in which you play
a serious role. Do you think people

really want to see Dudley Moore being
serious?

MOORE: 1 don't know. I think the order
of events is that I want to be serious.
Listen, I'm gambling. I'm throwing my
dice here. But I don’t feel it’s a gamble,
because I'm quite comfortable being
SErrous.

The Six Weeks script gave me more
to work with, because 1 didn’t have to
put my finger into the comedy socket
on the wall to gain that extra dimen-
sion. I pared mysell down to exactly
who 1 am, which in many ways gave
me more breadth as a person.

In my next film, Lovesick, by Marshall
Brickman, my character overcomes his
fears to pursue a young girl. He throws
over the so-called ethics of psychoanaly-
sis—he is a psychoanalyst—and jeopard-
izes his place in the profession to have
an affair with a young girl of 21. As a
result, he falls in love with her, sort of
against his nature, and changes his
way ol working. It’s a serious comedy.
PLAYBOY: Is Dudley Moore a serious
person?

MOORE: Of course. Very, very serious, in-
deed. Gosh. Absolutely. Profoundly se-
rious. Very, very, very serious. Phew.
Gosh. Golly again. Fucking-A serious.
PLAYBOY: With the exception of Bedaz-
zled, the Moore/Cook combination has
never really succeeded in movies. The
Wrong Box, The Bed Sitting Room, The
Hound of the Baskervilles—now, that
was a stinker, wasn’'t it?

MOORE: You can say that again. And
mainly because we were working with
[director] Paul Morrissey, who [rustrated
us at every turn. I will not take blame
for that, except that we should have
dumped the entire idea.

PLAYBOY: Some people also feel that
way about Wholly Moses!

MOORE: It wasn't as farcical or as ro-
mantic as it should have been. But
when I was approached by the produc-
ers, I found them so nice and friendly
that, even though I thought they were
nuts to do the material, I said yes. In
retrospect, I was nuts to have done it.
PLAYBOY: We're showing a dangerous
tendency toward drifting away from
your crucial subject—sex. Let's get back
to it quickly. What do you find sexy in
a woman?

MOORE: I love romanticism in a woman,
even though in many ways I strongly
disapprove of it. I like a woman passion-
ate and focused on me, without, of
course, drifting into cannibalism. I look
for someonc who's huggable, has a sense
of humor, a lot of feeling and can talk
about the crucial things in life: enjoy-
ing yourself, dying, enjoying yourself.
[Laughs] You know, “Oh, God, oh, God,
I'n coming. Bang, pop . . . ah, done.”
That sort of thing.

PLAYBOY: What about brains?

MOORE: I don’t want a woman who has
anything of magnitude or devastating

interest to say. Basically, I want some-
one to have a good time with. Fun!
PLAYBOY: So your women don't have to
be smart?

MOORE: Not in the slightest. Or only in
the very slightest. 1f I want to be stirred
up intellectually, I have my books and
my films. It’s not important to find that
with the woman I'm with.

PLAYBOY: You do seem to have a definite
physical type—tall, blonde, gentile. Are
you sure you're not Jewish?

MOORE: [Laughs] Well, 1 married two
blondes and am with one now. Actuaily,
I go for women with an overbite and
flared nostrils, an aggressive, slightly
hostile look. 1 love the looks of Bardot
and Marthe Keller, both of whom have
that vaguely toothy quality. And, of
course, Susan [Anton] has enough to
fced the world.

PLAYBOY: What attracts you to Susan?
MOORE: She’s a wonderful, amazingly nur-
turing, amazingly loving woman. She's
passionate, sensitive, full of emotions,
curious and very willing to learn. But
there’s not an academic debate going
on there. I don’t require that. We're
great companions. I lead a very sealed
life with her.

PLAYBOY: Are you naturally monoga-
mous?

MOORE: No. I am not a monogamous
person, though I am with Susan. She
has interested me enough for three years
to be monogamous.

PLAYBOY: How would you feel if you
found out Susan was having an affair?
MOORE: I'm perlectly prepared for any-
thing, I just don’t want to know about
it. Period.

PLAYBOY: Are you the jealous type?
MOORE: Very.

PLAYBOY: How does it manifest itself?
MOORE: Murder and shoving Steinways
up people’s assholes.

PLAYBOY: Not to indulge in gossip, but
there have been press reports that you
and Susan have been having some prob-
lems lately. How would you describe the
current status of your relationship?
MoOORE: We're together. We spend days
and nights together.

PLAYBOY: And is the relationship still a
MONOEGAMOUS ONE 0N Your part?

MOORE: Um-hum. . ..

PLAYBOY: Why are you smiling? [His
smile gets broader.] Falling in love with
one's leading ladies seems to be an oc
cupational hazard for a movie star. So,
straight out: Have you ever had an affair
with any of your leading ladies?

MOORE: No. [Smiles again]

PLAYBOY: Would you tell us if you had?
MOORE: Oh, yes. [Still smiles and now
blinks madly]

PLAYBOY: What about Elizabeth McGov-
crn, your costar in Lovesick? It was
reported that you two got involved dur-
ing the filming of the movie.

MOORE: There was one report—in
People—that probably popped up in



Reguiar. 1 mg. “1ar™, 0.2 mg. nicatine
av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec. '81.

©198288W TCo.

L 4 . {
The pleasure is back.
BARCIAY

1 MGTAR

™ Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
99 % tar ﬁee That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
[ ]




ATARI IN
THE 5200 SU

No one knows better than Atari what arcade players want. And that's just
what we've given them: The new Atari 5200 SuperSystem.

Everything Atarihaslearned since weinvented videoarcade gameshas
gone into the 5200 SuperSystem. Arcade graphics.
arcade action, arcade sound. All so real, it's unreal.

The 5200 has its own special arcade-quality car-
tridges. Like Centipede) PAC-MAN! and Galaxian?
Plus the most lifelike sports games anywhere.

Its controller is the most advanced in the world.
With an incredibly precise 360° analog joystick. A

i




“';‘-

HOME TEaM 14 5:07 VISITORS 47 1868 » agen
QUARTER I 157 anp 18 sALL oN 47 *« T o .
P ¢ GAME PoUST . L . i adp g
- 9 : | * ﬂ > *
{ - ’
$ * @ HeEdIrredes -
Y * +* *
- ™ ¥ oo -
L] ] L ] y = 8B B | e ) @ & L] L ]
. L L L 2
" P ) ‘n’d 2 " oo ' - @ L ] . 29
~ » &3 o
* a®
' e o
N 40 e

TRODUCES
PERSYSTEM.

12-digit keypad. Plus start, reset. and fire.all in your hand. Even a pause
button for stopping the action without ending the game.
And that's just the beginning. Defender) Dig Dug”* Vanguard”® and
other arcade hits, arecoming in 1983. Along with an
optional TRAK-BALL™ controller. And an adapter
that accepts all the ATARI 2600" cartridges.
The ATARI 5200 SuperSystem.
No other home system looks like it. feels like it,
or plays like it. Because nobody beats Atari at its
own game. Except Atari.

i P \

ATARI

A Warner Communications Company




PLAYBOY

90

every paper after that. I've been known
to be very friendly with all my lovely
leading ladies, and I hope I always
will be.

PLAYBOY: Did you and Elizabeth, in fact,
have an affair?

MOORE: No.

PLAYBOY: Why do you think that rela-
tionship got misinterpreted?

MOORE: It wasn't misinterpreted. I'm
seeing Susan. We've been together ever
since I got back from filming in New
York. But what is it that people are
fascinated by, anyway? Whether you
put your pec-pee in somebody else’s pee-
pee? It's my business where I put my
Willie Winkie—nobody else’'s. They can
go wank themselves to death over stories
about other people; I'm not going 1o
open my fucking mouth about anything
ever again.

It's just the arid scxual lives of most
people that make the supposed sexual
lives of [amous people interesting. The
problem is that most people generally
aren't doing anything except planting
themselves into the vacuum system of
their apartments, which I once did my-
sclf. And, Christ, 1t felt good. Besides,
how can somebody deduce the fact that
I'm having an affair with somebody
because I'm talking to her at a party?
PLAYBOY: You've been with Susan for
three years, and before that, you were
married twice, first to Suzy Kendall and
then to Tuesday Weld. Do you think
you'll ever marry again?

MOORE: I don’t want to. And I say that
with the greatest love for Susan. Mar-
riage doesn‘t add anything 1o my life
In [act, it takes away, because I don't
like the idea. It means some kind of re-
spectability that I don’t respect—some
sort of making a good woman out of
somebody, which I think is crass.
PLAYBOY: What was the most difficult
part for you of being married?

MOORE: Just Deing married. Just the no-
tion of being married is such anathema
to me that it colors my whole life. I
leel starved. I feel as if I'm not available
to the rest of the world—as if 1 have to
curtail my feclings. I think being on
such a monogamous level with my
mother made me feel that I don’t want
to be married to her—or to anybody
else. I've already experienced the horror
and anxiety ol fecling I can’t move.
PLAYBOY: Why do you think you got
married the two times you did?

MOORE: Ol that's not available.

PLAYBOY: To whom?

MOORE: To the world. You can’t expect
me to talk about my marriages.

PLAYBOY: You're so open about the rest
of your life; why not about your rela-
tionships, since you say they're the most
important part of your life?

MOORE: Because there's a real distinction
here. I want to love people and have
them love me. So why should I sound
off against my ex-wives, whom I love?

PLAYBOY: Then let's just talk about Weld,
the woman. You know, she’s a near cult
figure to a lot of men. What attracted
you to her?

MOORE: I was very attracted by her way-
wardness, her devilishness, her unpre-
dictability, her unbelievably aggressive
humor. When I bantered with her, she
always won. That was half the attraction,
trying to win with her. But there was no
winning, because I was alraid of her.
PLAYBOY: Alraid of what?

MOORE: OF being rejected, and I think
she knew that, even though she didn’t
reject me. I've always been alraid of
rejection. That's been the primary fear
of my life; and, therefore, it's casy [or
me to feel in an inferior position a great
deal of the time. Tucsday is very sweet
and solt as butter, really. But she has
weapons that she uses quite devastating-
ly. Anybody who responds to them is
finished. The main reason we finally
parted was a constant locking of horns.
But we're good [riends and, ol course,
share our son, Patrick.

PLAYBOY: Patrick is six now. How did
you feel about becoming a father? Did
you want children?

MOORE: No. I've always been terrified
of them. It's not so bad now, but, frank-
ly, I really don't want children. Now
I'm glad as hell that T have Pawick, but
for me, the first years were not massively
attractive. I'm not that sort of person.
And belore he was born, I was worried
to death that he'd inherit my foot.

There are some men who are wonder-
ful fathers. They enjoy the years of see-
ing a child grow. But it's not my cup
of tea, to put it in a banal way. How-
cver, now that he's six, it's increasingly
delicious. I used to think children were
mainly enjoyable to women, but Par-
rick—well, he came, he saw, he con-
quered.

PLAYBOY: You don’t live lavishly. With-
out large family obligations, what do
you do with your money?

MOORE: 1 invest. I don’t buy anything,
becausc I have everything I want. As
long as 1 eat well, have an occasional
bottle of good red wine and do my work,
I'm content. I get my pleasure from
everything that's free.

PLAYBOY: Do you spread your wealth
around?

MOORE: I'm sometimes generous. I don’t
like jewelry, but I aem giving Susan
the score I composed for Six Weeks—
the original sketches. I'm having them
bound. I've dedicated the score to her,
because she really loves it. I've never
given anybody my original sketches be-
fore. She suggested the gilt, though I
had already thought of the idea. She
said, “I want your music bound.” Here
in California, they fucking bind every-
thing. And I said, “I've already thought
of that, you cunt.” She said, “It would
mean morc to me than anything, either

marriage or child, because it's the es-
sence of you” And it is—the inner
blood, the most valuable thing I have
to offer.
PLAYBOY: Needless to say, you're romantic.
MOORE: I'm romantic in a way that's un-
reachable. My romance is out there in
the dust of the galaxies. That sounds
so cheap, doesn’t it? My God, I can
even smell ghastly perfume! My passion
and romance are buried in the deep
past of my youth—longing to be loved.
That's the inspiration of my music. The
other is sheer jest and joy.
PLAYBOY: In some ways—your height, for
instance—you're an unlikely romantic
lead. Does being short still bother you?
MOORE: On occsion, though not that
much. It bothers me if I am overweighr,
because then I look like a fucking tennis
ball. That neurosis has really [laded,
because every leading lady I've had has
been taller. When we were doing Six
Weeks, the first scene Mary [Tyler
Moore] and I had was a party scene. She
was wearing heels that none of us liked.
She said, “Well, I didn’t want to wear
flats, in case anybody thought I was try-
ing to accommodate Dudley's size.” She
didn’t give a shit! Julie Andrews, on the
other hand, hadn’t wanted to act with
me in “I0” because she didn’t want to
act with somebody who was smaller than
herself.
PLAYBOY: Your role in “710” was that of
a guy having a mid-life crisis——
MOORE: I've Dbeen having a mud-life
crisis since I was two wecks old. T went
right from a midwife to a mid-life crisis.
In fact, I was in the process then of
writing a story on the same subject as
“10,” except the man went off with a lot
of women instead of one. Then again,
I've always been greedy. But it was cer-
tainly a great opportunity to have met
Blake Edwards when I did, but 1 was
primed to go and one way or the other,
I would have forced myself into a situa-
tion and gotten some movie going.
PLAYBOY: Between wives and girlfriends,
you've covered a lot of ground with
women, indulging in what vou once
called “meaningful one-night stands.”
What is a meaningful one-night stand?
MOORE: I think you can love everybody.
You can have a very deep and loving
relationship with somebody
PLAYBOY: Whom you've known two hours?
MOORE: Abso-bloody-lutely! If, that is,
you're willing to let yoursclf go to the
point of intimacy. I think you can have
wonderful experiences with a person
you've known for three minutes. By the
way, I don’'t know that T've had that
many women—only as many as I could
lay my hands on.
PLAYBOY: Your obsession with sex scems
total. Is there anything you don't like
about sex?
MOORE: Well, in terms of oral sex, 1
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never had anybody's mouth around my
nob until 1960. I was doing Beyond the
Fringe in London and there was this
girl with huge tits I was just mad [or,
who, one day, came to the theater and
said, “Dudley, I want to suck your cock.”
Well, there 1 was, 25 vears old and never
had it done to me. Don’t ask why. But
the next two years were just great. Jeez,
I didn’t know the delights I'd been miss-
ing. Of course, I was never keen on do-
ing it myself, but one soon realizes there
are results [rom reciprocity.

PLAYBOY: In other words, you would
prefer not to reciprocate?

MOORE: I'm not an ardent devotee. In
fact, I'm always amazed at people who
wouldn’t do anything else. They're
probably rather favored by women. It's
probably a good enthusiasm to have.

My own feclings about it go back to
the castration complex. I'm often
amazed that women can get hold of
those things and pop them into their
mouths. I mean, they're strangelooking
creatures. If it were a bar of chocolate,
I could understand. I don’t think 1 have
any taboos about it; I just haven't gone
out of my way to do it. Although, I
must say, I have used it to seduce wom-
en when I felt that nothing else would
do the job.

PLAYBOY: Speaking of that period in your
life, Jonathan Miller told us that during
the Beyond the Fringe days, the other
guys were absolutely amazed at the
stream of women always parading in and
out of your dressing room.

MOORE: Yes, well, I did make up for
lost time. Jonathan was married, as I
think Peter was. Alan didn’t seem that
interested in pursuing girls at that time,
so that left only me. I had a marvelous
time. In London, alter every perform-
ance, I'd play in this club from 11 P
until four or five in the morning. And
there were always lots of beautilul girls
around. I remember one girl T was ab-
solutely mad for whom I never dreamed
I'd be able to come to grips with. Well,
I finally did, and it was such an ex-
rraordinary experience.

PLAYBOY: Why?

MOORE: Oh, I was just so turned on to
her that I couldn’t think of anything
else. 1 remember one night, during a
performance, 1 was fucking her in my
dressing room. Suddenly, I heard my
cue. I was supposed to be onstage, but
1 was just coming. 1 went, “Oh, my
God!" and I ran down the stairs—hav-
ing just come, of course—and ran onto
the stage with my hair dripping wet. 1
looked at the others and said, “Oh, hi.”
They just looked at me and said hello.
They knew exactly what I'd been do-
ing. [Laughs] I can’t think of anything
in life more pleasurable than that.
PLAYBOY: Wasn't it then that you got
tagged "Cuddly Dudley™?

MOORE: Yes, well, 1 was called that in

the British press for a while. And rather
accurately, I might add. For me, cuddling
15 the most exciting thing in the world.
I love it.

PLAYBOY: You're obviously more at peace
now about love and life than you were
then. How did you get to this point?
MOORE: Through analysis and living and
wiving. 1 wived. [Laughs] It's just a
jprocess. I've been in therapy since 1964.
PLAYBOY: How would you categorize
your illness?

MOORE: It was just a general depression,
basically.

PLAYBOY: Summarize your psychiatric
experiences, if you don’t mind.

MOORE: I started in England going to a
therapist twice a week. When 1 went to
Australia, I couldn’t do it, but 1 made
a lot of progress by reading books on
analysis. When 1 came to New York in
1973, 1 was with a woman who prac-
ticed bio-energetics, an offshoot of Reich-
tan therapy whose basic idea is that
neuroses are reflected in a corporeal
display of muscular spasms. 1 did Reich-
tan therapy for a time but found it
too studiedly self-conscious. When I got
to California, 1 went into group therapy
and found it one ol the best moves I'd
made. But I stopped therapy a year ago.
PLAYBOY: Is it a permanent halt?

MOORE: I think so. I may go in to brush
my teeth every now and again. But, bas
ically, I feel fine.

PLAYBOY: Why do you think it took so
long? Why 18 years of therapy?

MOORE: I just went al my own pace.
PLAYBOY: Vis-i-vis your therapy and your
finding yourself, Cook once said that on
your deathbed, you'd be issuing a press
release saying, “Wait. I'm nearly there.”
MOORE: Yes, and he also said, “Dudley
has been looking for himself for years.
Why bother? I found him years ago.”
You know, I absorb all these swipes and
keep on going.

PLAYBOY: Was there one overriding in-
fluence for the kind of humor that
brought you and Cook this {ar?

MOORE: In 1952, Britain had a radio show
called The Goon Show, starring Peter
Sellers, Michael Bentine, Spike Mil-
ligan—one of the great British downs—
and Harry Secombe, a wonder{ully funny
basic comedian. Their program was
absolutely mad. They gave birth to that
kind of humor. We didn't emulate them
in any way, but there was still a fascina-
tion with eccentric humor.

PLAYBOY: What is the funniest sketch
you've ever seen?

MOORE: It was done by Georges Carl,
who performs at the Crazy Horse
Saloon in Paris. Carl, who must be 60,
comes onstage and for abourt six minutes
gets tangled up in his microphone. And
that's all that happens. He gets tangled
up in his microphone. He releases him-
self from one tangle and gets tangled up
somewhere else. It's so hilarious it's

almost indescribable. Finally, he gets
out his harmonica, which looks like a
walkie-talkie, and starts playing it. He
plays more and more passionately until
he hits this enormous climax and the
whole thing collapses into cutlery—
knives, forks, spoons—crashing to the
floor.

PLAYBOY: Who are the funniest people
you know?

MOORE: Marshall Brickman, who wrote
and directed Lovesick, is one of the [un-
niest people I've ever met. And Peter
Cook could be at times. Steve Gordon,
who wrote Arthur. Laraine Newman is
lularious, the [unniest woman I've ever
met, though I haven’t met Joan Rivers,
who really makes me laugh. I also find Ted
Knight and Betty White very funny. I
find something funny in almost every-
body, actually. I love people such as
Foster Brooks, the late Paul Lynde, Mil-
ton Berle—especially his early shows. I
also like Robin Williams, David Bren-
ner, Johnny Carson.

PLAYBOY: Are you in any sense a satirist?
MOORE: That's the last thing I am. Sat-
ire in its best form is both destructive
and constructive. Mort Sahl is a real
satirist. He gets enormous enjoyment out
of his contempt for things. And for that
reason, he is very funny, cven though at
times the contempt overrides the joy so
much that you don’t enjoy him as much
as you might.

As for my being a satirist, I'm just a
person acting who I am at this point in
my life. I'm not making any commentary
or any messages. I'm just being myself,
even though that is such a fucking stupid
phrase. Some people may want me to
say there is more to what I do, but there
isn’t. In all my movies, I basically play
myself. “J0” was the first movie in which
I was comlortable enough to finally play
myself, which is why, I think, it worked
so well. And now I basically look for
material in which I can play myself in
one form or another.

PLAYBOY: Whalt's your greatest strength?
MOORE: 1 am very stubborn and very
sensitive, but 1 also have the ability
to put my hand in my chest and pull
my heart out, And I don’t mean wearing
it on my sleeve or brandishing it above
my head.

PLAYBOY: What do you think is the big-
gest misunderstanding about Dudley
Moore?

MOORE: My intellectual friends think I'm
stupid and my friends who've had very
little education think I'm a fucking
brain surgeon. Actually, what I really am
is a terrific musician and a terrific come-
dic actor.

PLAYBOY: Words for your tombstone?
MOORE: That 1 want to read, quite sim-
ply, HE DIED AND ROSE AGAIN FROM THE

DEAD.
(Y



WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY?

Both musician and audiophile (PLAYBOY readers buy 28 percent of the stereo equipment
sold in America), he's decided that a melody is like a pretty girl: composed of overtones,
harmonies and rests. The woman who accompanies him appreciates his discipline and
doesn’t intrude on his work. She has her own. Still, she knows that when the lines are
played out and the cover’s turned down, he won't leave all his talents at the keyboard.
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ON THE
DEFAULT
LINE

through greed, the world’s biggest banks
have gotten themselves into deep trouble—
maybe as deep as your oum pockets

artice By PAUL ERDMAN

UNTIL SEPTEMBER TENTH OF 1970, I was a banker, head of a
group of banks in Basel, Zurich, Geneva, Lugano and
Luxembourg, with joint ventures brewing in Scandinavia
and the Far East, all afiliated with the eighth-largest bank-
ing entity in the U.S. Heady stuff for a 38-year-old fellow.
By noon of that day, it was all over. The Swiss police had
arrested me. The charge—at least the eventual charge: My
bank had lost $50 million in unauthorized speculation in
precious metals and commodities. Since I had both foundecd
the bank and run it as C.E.O., the theory was that I had
engineered that financial misadventure. So I spent the next
ten months in a medieval dungeon while they tried to prove
it. After they let me out, I left Switzerland hurriedly and
banking permanently and embarked upon a new life as a
novelist, first in England, then in California.

Almost every day now, somebody comes up to me and
says, “Erdman, that was the best thing that ever happened
to you.” That’s probably right. Banking has become a highly
dangerous profession. I was warned early on that being a
Swiss banker meant that you always had one foot in jail. If
I were to issue a warning to bankers today, it would be that
being a banker anywhere means that you have one foot in
the bankruptcy court. Someone wittier than I has suggested
that today’s global banking situation is one in which the
world’s great financial institutions have come to the edge of
a great abyss—and are about to take a giant step forward.
The ugly word that haunts every banker on every continent
these days is default.

The size ol potential defaults facing the men running
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Chase Manhattan Bank ol New York or
Continental Ilinois Bank of Chicago or
the Royal Bank of Canada in Montreal
or the Dresdner Bank in Frankfurt are
of such staggering proportions that it
makes the little accident I had with my
bank in Switzerland look lilcrally like
peanuts. Yet in 1970, mine was the big
gest banking scandal in the entire world.

To put the current situation into per-
spective: If just one more major coun
try—Brazil, a borderline case—were to
join three other countries already in de
facto delault—namely, Mexico, Argen-
tina and Poland—the endangered loans
by the Western financial system to that
foursome alone would total 5231 billion.
If you added up the amounts that all of
the Third World and Eastern Europe
owe to us (both of those regions being
regarded almost in their entirety as po-
tential financial basket cases), you would
end up with a grand total of $735 billion.

American banks are probably on the
line for a third of that. And it is the
ten largest banks in the United States,
the so-called money-center banks, that
have lent the lion’s share. To get an
idea of how exposed they are, consider
this: The total combined capital, or
shareholders’ equity, of those ten banks
as of the end of 1981 was $522.6 billion. It
you lose your capital, you must close your
doors as a bank. One country alone—
Mexico—owes those ten banks 512.9 bil-
lion, or exactly 57 percent of the buffer
that stands between them and bankruptcy.
Mexico is broke. Which is why a lot of
bankers today wish they were novelists.

L]

How did the world’s banks get into
this state of global crisis? As with so
many of our current woes, it started in
1973 with oil. When the price went
from two dollars to ten dollars a barrel,
a lot of countries got very rich over-
night—countries such as Saudi Arabia
and Kuwait and Venezuela and Ni-
geria; i.e., the less-developed countries
(L-D.Cs) with oil. A lot of other na-
tions—such as Zaire and Argentina and
Pakistan; i.e., the L.D.Cs without oil—
got poor or poorer. The countries of
the former group were piling up oil
income much faster than they could
spend it, while the countries of the lat-
ter group were suddenly paying energy-
import bills five times the size they had
been used to, draining even [urther
their limited foreign-exchange resources.

The obvious solution would have
been for the rich L.D.Cs with oil to
lend some of their surplus dollars to
the poor L.D.Cs. But that would have
been too logical. Plus the [act that the
Arabs aren’t dumb. Why take the risk
of lending money to basket cases?

Enter creative financing, mastermind-

ed by the hotshots from Chase and
Citibank and Manufacturers Hanover.
Lend the money to us, they told the
fellows in Riyadh, and we will lend it
to the basket cases. Sovereign loans are
what they called them. And their rea-
soning was this: People go broke, com-
panies go broke—even banks, God help
us, sometimes go broke—but countries
never do. Right? How safe can you get?
And to whom else can you lend billions
at one crack and thus save an enormous
amount of paperwork? Only countries,
that's who.

S0 the immense supply of surplus
petrodollars created its own demand in
the form of sovereign loans. The money
poured into the banks from OPEC
countries, and the men in their pin-
stripe suits got onto Pan Am and head-
ed lor darkest Africa, remotest Latin
Anerica, searching for sovereign nations
that would take some of those billions
off their hands—at at least a percentage
point over the rate they were paying
the Arabs, plus enormous {ront-end fees.
They found them quickly enough. Peru
took a couple of billion. Brazil took tens
ol billions. Zaire, Argentina, Costa Rica,
Pakistan—the list never ended. Then,
the bankers of Germany, fearing that
their greedy Amnerican competitors were
in the process of wrapping up the whole
world, discovered Eastern Europe. Hell,
if Brazil were good [or $40 billion, Po-
land had to be good for at least $20
billion. And if Poland were good for
$20 billion, then Romania and Hungary
had to be good for half of that.

So it went between 1973 and 1977.
By the end of that period, Western
bank loans to L.D.Cs and Eastern
Europe had gone [rom almost scratch
to more than $250 billlon. Then came
the sccond oil “shock.” The price of
crude, which had seemingly stabilized
in the tendollar range, suddenly
zoomed to $20 a barrel, then $30, then
$40. The OPEC surpluses quadrupled.
And there was not an energy expert on
earth who was not firmly, indisputably,
irrevocably forecasting that $60 and
then $80 and then $100 a barrel were -
evitable, probably by as early as the
mid-Eighties. Which meant that there
would be money gushing out of the
Arabian peninsula into the hands of the
world’s bankers ad infinitum. So they
scrambled around the world ever faster,
lining up takers willing to pledge their
country—maybe for the tenth time—as
collateral for yet another sovereign loan.
Result: Between 1977 and 1980, the
banks doubled their bomowings [rom
the Arabs and also doubled their lend-
ings to the L.D.C.s and Communist Eu-
rope—bringing the grand total to well
over one half willion dollars.

Then came a new wrinkle. Thereto-
fore, the oil-producing L.D.Cs had been
the suppliers of funds to the banks,
and the nonoil-producing L.D.C:s had
been the borrowers of the same funds
from the same banks. Beginning in 1979,
that changed. Nigeria, Mexico, Vene-
zucla—oil-rich nations if there ever were
such—suddenly decided that if the price
of oil were inevitably headed toward $100
a barrel, then they might as well lie back
and enjoy it. Emulate the Yankees' for-
mula for success: Buy now, pay later.

So they embarked upon massive de-
velopment programs financed 50-50
cash /debt—one half [rom their current
oil income, the other half borrowing
dollars from the banks of the developed
world. Mexico borrowed S$81 billion;
Venezuela took $35.5 billion; Indonesia,
$21.9 billion; the Philippines, $18 bil-
lion; Nigeria, $10 billion.

As a result, Mexico became the [astest-
growing nation on earth. Venezuela was
second. Everybody was happy, especial-
ly the bankers. What better borrow-
ers could be found than sovereign states
with the highest economic growth rates
on earth and hundreds of billions of
dollars’ worth of oil in the ground?

And then came the oil glut.

Instead of soaring from $40 a barrel
to $60 a barrel as everybody had said it
would, the oil price went down to $35
and then $32. The projected oil income
of the oil-producing L.D.Cs collapsed
along with the price. The resulting
problem was compounded by the fact
that those countries had borrowed short
term even though the development proj-
ects they were financing were, by defini-
tion, long term. Thus, in 1982, Mexico
was committed to repay the banks of
the developed world $29.2 billion in the
form of either interest or shori-term
debt that had already come due. As a
result of capital flight from the country,
Mexico had lost all its gold and dollar
reserves, and its oil income in 1982 was
only S$14 billion. So Mexico had no
choice but to join the list of nations that
had already gone into default in that
critical year 1982, when the global finan-
cial house started to [all apart.

In the order of the magnitude of their
de faclo default, the countries in Chapter
11 were Mexico, Argentina, Poland, Ro-
mania, Peru, Vietnam, Costa Rica, Su-
dan, Zaire, Bolivia, Pakistan, Togo,
Senegal, Honduras, Madagascar, Guyana,
Malawi, Sierra Leone, Uganda, Liberia
and the Central African Republic.

To give you an idea of how rapidly
such a crisis developed, I should point
out that as late as 1978, only two coun-
trics on earth—Peru and Turkey—were
in default, and the grand amount in-
volved was a paliry $2.3 billion.

(continued on page 251)



“Really, Bob, you should be awfully proud to have a wife who
can give the greatest gift of all—the gift of love.”
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BLONDE
AMBITIONS 4

judy and audrey landers,

tv’s sexiest sister act, o~
are well on their way
to redefining prime time P




HE BEDROOM WALLS are pink silk, the bed a
mauve-draped four-poster from a cheerleader’s
daydream. Two TV-acting types are trading
overwrought lines as the smoky Los Angeles
light slips in through lace-trimmed windows.

“I'm leaving you for Cliff,” says Afton Cooper
to J. R. Ewing, trepidation in her voice. “You
can keep all that money and virility—I've found
true love.”

Now, ]R is the meanest, most pnwcrl’ul s0Mn
of a bitch in Texas, and he's pissed. Don’t
nobody talk to him like that. Besides, Afton's
his mistress—rounded, blonde and shrewd, with
a form that cries out to be fondled. And she
wants to dump him for a simpering, no-account
wimp?

“But, Afton, honey,” he says with a strange
squeak, “I'm tired of my killin" and dastardly
ways. You come and sit right here omn my
lap——" In the middle of the line, this J.R.
comes out of character for a second to adjust
a frilly bra strap.

No, it’s not J. R. Ewing Meeis K-Y Jelly. It's
a practice scene that will play half a dozen
times before Audrey Landers, who plays Afton
on Dallas, feels she’s got all her inflections
right. Then sister _]udy_(thc other half of the
sexiest sibling act on television) will toss down
the J.R. script and they’ll work on a scene

from one of her shows. It happens all the time.
There's a long road between kitchen skits at
home in New York to weekly TV in Hollywood,
but the Landers sisters have made it in less
time than it takes to say starlet fever. Older sis
Audrey, in fact, (text concluded on page 106)

To our left and from the top, we have two positive
numbers dressed to the nines, but don't worry—
they're going to work their way down to zero.
That's Judy on the left, Audrey on the right in each
pose. On the facing page, the positions are reversed.

The Landers sisters will gladly wisit your home—
just spin your dial correctly. Audrey (above left)
is a fan of the songstress she plays on Dallas,
since Afton Cooper sings Audrey’s material. Judy
{above right) was a fine fixture of B.J. and the Bear.







“Being in pLaYBOY is a little scary when
you first consider it,” says Judy (at top in |
photo above). "I get butterflies wondering |
obout what our grandparents may think.
But I‘'m an adult—we both wanted to do it.”




| enjoy ploying o villainess,”” Audrey says
of her sly, foxy role in Dallas (she's at
- left in both lower pictures). “A villain can
do the things you wouldn’t dare do; a
nice character has all kinds of limitations.”’




nlumop jog,, Bujjjei jday
sioydnaBojoyd 4no v Aym
S0y eqhow os ,‘Buiyy
-AieAe  leae B Apmp
BujAy idey Aeyy pun ‘smo)|
‘|id umop woly aiem sie
“Yiney esoyi ||v,, ‘Aeipny




-

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ARNY FREYTAG




PLAYEBOY

106

has 11 years of showbiz experience at the
age of 23. She sang on Merv Griffin's
show at 12, then slid into the soap The
Secret Storm a year after that. She played
opposite Broadway Joe Namath in The
Waverly Wonders, did an entire pro-
graming day's worth of commercials,
then landed the Afton Cooper role on
her 21st birthday. She's the one who told
J-R. last season just what he could do
with those oil wells.

“Afton’s the only woman ever to have
dumped J.R.” boasts Audrey. “Nobody
in his right mind would tell off J.R.
Ewing. But she's an opportunist. She’s
going to set up all the little plots and
subplots going on in Dallas this year.
It’s exciting.”

While Audrey was singing with verve
for Merv and splitting a show with Joe,
little sister Judy (now 22) decorated
walls with her back.

“Audrey’s been an actress since I was
a little girl,” says Judy in a little-girl
chirp. “She was the outgoing one. I
was the wallflower. I'd go with her to
rehearsals and sit in the corner. I would
learn every single character’s part from
beginning to end. Pretty soon, I wanted
to be an actress, too.”

Keeping an eye on both blondes’ am-
bitions was mother Ruth—former ac-
tress as well as manager and guru. When
Judy was graduated from high school
(a year early) in New York and headed
for the City of Angels, Ruth got her an
audition for What Really Happened to
the Class of ’65? Judy became Wanda
the Bod for turgidity, not dramaturgy,
but she’s been working ever since.

Now Audrey emotes every Friday as
one of Dallas’ sizzling sexpots, and
Judy flounces through yet another dizzy-
blonde role in the syndicated Madame’s
Place (which stars a horny-old-bag mari-
onette). Among Audrey’s previous roles
was that of Betty in a televised version
of the Archie comic strip; Judy's charac-
ters have had names like Bambi, Bunny,
Cookie, Boom-Boom and Stacks, not to
mention the robust Wanda. It seems
reasonable to suspect that these women
owe their success more to T&A than to
Stanislavski. Judy, in particular, is open
to such criticism, but she bounces back
without a jiggle.

“I have a little voice, and I've done
three series and many, many other roles
playing silly blondes. But I need to be
working to be happy. If people think
I'm like the characters I play, then that’s
flattering. In ten years, I'd like to be
doing more dramatic roles—one or two
movies a year—but I don’t want to give
up comedy. This role in Madame’s Place
is really the epitome of the dumb
blonde. It’s almost spoofing it, and I'm
having a great time.”

Audrey is more established in her

career than her sister is, but even she
was initially hit with the T&A tag.
“Afton is the first role I've ever played
in which I am womanly,” she says. “I've
always played the typical teenaged, all-
American character. But when I first
read for Afton, I gave her a flirtatious,
naughty quality that wasn’t in the script.
I think that helped the producers decide
I could do more with the character than
they had expected. I guess I'm growing
up.ll

“For the first time, through PLAYBOY,”
Judy chimes in (she really does chime),
“I want the world to know who and
what we really are. For the people who
see me as silly and airheaded—well, I
don’t think I'll come across that way in
PLAYBOY. Most people see me as looking
very wholesome. This is a little less
wholesome.”

Says Audrey, “It's something of an
image change for us. It takes us into an
area in which we can be a little bit more
sophisticated, more seductive and sexy.”

But the trip from wholesome to seduc-
tive can be arduous—and ticklish, for
that matter. To get a wind-blown effect
in their pictorial without running up
enormous bills (the price of down keeps
going up), the girls had some of the
feathers glued to their bodies. Audrey
recalls that they finished the session
about 1:30 in the morning and had to
be on the set at six A.M. “No matter how
many showers we took, we still had
feathers stuck to us.”

The Landers sisters have feathered
their résumés with so many credits,
you've probably seen them more times
than you could count. One of Audrey's
more challenging jobs was working up
affection for one of serial TV's flakiest
guys—she played Ralph Malph's girl-
friend on Happy Days. She was in a
Fanlasy Island episode called “Tattoo’s
Romance,” and she was the title. “We
played a lot of scenes sitting down but,
finally, Tattoo [Hervé Villechaize] real-
ized 1 was the wrong girl for him.” Too
tall, for one thing. Audrey’s been heav-
enly in Charlie’s Angels, undereducated
in Room 222, hugged in B.J. and the
Bear and sick in Marcus Welby, M.D.
Judy is still remembered as Angie in
Vega$ (“IDid 1 do good, Dan?"), but she,
too, has guested in dozens of series and
months’ worth of made-for- TV movies.
She has just finished a stint as the
quaintly named Stacks in B.J. and the
Bear.

Film is the next destination for these
two driven young ladies. They've just
realized a special ambition, starring
together in a feature flm titled The
Tennessce Stallion. Today, even as
Audrey works up a Las Vegas act—she
sings her own compositions when not
seducing in Dallas—and Judy follows in

the tiptoes of Harlow and Holliday,
they’re polishing their skills for shots at
the silver screen. Audrey met Lana
Turner, one of her idols, not long ago.

“It was amazing,” Audrey says. “I
don’t even know how to say this, but
she told me she’s a fan of mine. She was
able to bring across in films so many of
the values that 1 believe in—she's a
beautiful, sexy woman, but she has re-
tained her sensitivity and her vulnera-
bility.”

Should we look for a movie starring
Audrey Landers as the sweater girl?

“Well, we've been talking about that.
I'd never want to say anything until I
knew for sure . .. but it would be spec-
tacular.”

Judy's part in The Tennessee Stallion
is the more pivotal, and now she’s start-
ing a singing career. She and Audrey
are working on yet another film project
in which they'd play sisters. Sounds as
though there’s no room for men in all
this skyrocketing.

“I don’t think I'm ready for marriage
yet,” says Judy, “but I'm definitely a
one-man woman. I've had only two boy-
friends in my whole life. I'm a complete
romantic.”

So is big sis. “I can romanticize any-
thing,” Audrey laughs. “I guess that’s
the actress in me. If I fall in love with
somebody, I don’t fall in love a little
bit. I mean, I am gone."”

Neither is married; neither is engaged.
Are those the sighs of 1,000,000 men
heating up the page?

Through it all—the jobs and the
jeers, the lines they hear and the ones
they have to learn, the money and the
double-take recognition in the street—
they're really a pair of old fashioned
young women. Call them unaffected or
just innocent—they're known as two of
the kindest, most conscientious actresses
in the most disingenuous business of all.
They have just bought a house to share
in Beverly Hills, decorated the bedrooms
themselves (Judy's room is where our
hypothetical Dallas scene took place)
and they're excited as bubbles about it.
They get up almost every morning to
run, though even that has become more
frantic than it used to be.

“One morning, we were running down
one of the main streets, very involved in
our own conversation,” Audrey remem-
bers. “Well, somebody was watching us.
All of a sudden, we heard a screech of
brakes, and there was a three-car pile-up.
It's a good thing nobody was hurt. Now
we run in parks and on side streets.”

This is a sweet/sexy sister act that
wouldn’t hurt a soul or dent a fender,
even by accident.

a



“I used to make a fool of myself every New Year’s Eve—
inhibited like you just wouldn’t believe!”
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how often do you do 1? with whom? how many times a
night? how many ways? do you enjoy it? are you a good
lover? more than 100,000 readers responded to our
questionnaire—their answers celebrate sex, love and lust

PLAYBOY READERS

SURVLEY

part one

the first in a series of reports on the state of the sexual union

IN THE BEGINNING was the questionnaire.
Almost two years ago, the editors of
pLAYBOY decided to launch an investiga-
tion into the sexes. As part of a seven-
part series of articles (Man and Woman,
PLAYBOY, January-July, 1982), we pre-
pared a questionnaire consisting of 133
querics about sexual behavior, habits
and attitudes. We enlisted the aid of
somne of the most knowledgeable people
in the field: Marcia Lipetz and Janet
Lever, sociologists from Northwestern
University who specialize in sex-role re-
search. Psychologist Carol Tavris, who
co-authored The Redbook Report on
Female Sexuality, and Richard Jaffe,
who heads a polling firm called the In-
stitute for Social Action, served as con-
sultants on the final drafts.

What exactly did we want to find
out? What had been asked before? Did
we allow room for surprises? What
could our readers teach us about sex?
We pretested the survey on willing vol-
unteers: Members of an allmen’s bowl-
ing league answered the questionnaire,
as did a women's consciousness-raising
group and a sex-roles class at a local
university. The questionnaire went
through numerous revisions; we added
questions until the last minute, stopping
only when the presses began 1o roll. We
knew we had something, but we were
not prepared for the astonishing re-
sponse [rom pLAYBOY readers.

The answer sheets began to arrive
within days of the questionnaire’s ap-
pearance in our January 1982 issue. We
stacked them in an empty office, in lots
of 100, and piled up considerably more
than 100,000 responses. Even though
we had declared a six-week deadline,
questionnaires still keep pouring in from
all regions of the U.S., from all corners
of the world. Four out of five have come
from men, one out ol five from women.
The breakdown reflects our audience,
which is 80 percent male, 20 percent fe-
male. The volume of the response was
noteworthy. In his landmark studies of
sex in the U.S. in the Forties, Alfred
Kinsey reported on 5940 women and
5300 men. Shere Hite interrogated 3019
women and 7239 men for the 1976 Hite
Report on female sexuality and the 1981
Hite Report on Male Sexuality. Morton
Hunt, the author ol the pLAYBOY serics
Sexual Behavior in the 1970s, tried to
replicate the Kinsey studies with a sur-
vey ol 2026 Americans. More recently,
Redbook reported on 2278 married
women drawn from 100,000 readers who
rcspmldt:(l to a qucslionnaire. while Cos-
mopolitan did a close analysis of 15,000
readers out of 106,000 respondents, The
1982 pLAYBOY survey was different from
the last two because it could compare the
answers of large nunbers of men and
women responding to the same ques
tions. We did not try to get a statistically

random sample. Our readers do not
constitute a cross section of America.
(Neither did Kinsey's nor Hunt's partici-
pants.) What we can do is talk about
the people who are willing to talk about
sex; to quote Kinsey, the people “who
have believed in the research strongly
enough to contribute their lhistories.” 1f
you've ever wondered about the private
behavior of a significant number of Amer-
icans who grew up during the sexual
revolution, this is the place to find out.
The people who answered our ques-
tionnaire meet two requirements: They
are readers of rLAavsoy and they are
interested in sex. Compared with the pop-
ulation at large as reflected in the
census figures, the people who answered
our survey are younger, more educated
and more aflluent. The women in our
survey are similar in many respects to
those who answered the Cosmopolitan
and Redbook qucstionnaires. But 1t
would be a mistake to underestimate the
diversity of our group. There are large
numbers of people in every major socio-
logical category, people of all ages, all
walks of life and all known sexual pref-
erences. Eight out of 20 are single and
have never been married; an equal num-
ber are married at present. One in 20 is
living with someonec. Im an unprece-
dented statistical procedure for a sample
this size, PLAYBOY ran every response
that it received (continued on page 241)
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in a world where fad and fashion
loo often prevail, what does it mean to have style?
we asked four distinctive stylists
to define that singular quality that
sets a man off from the crowd

By WILLIAM E BUCKLEY, JR.

I FEEL THE NEED to admit that I have
not given much explicit thought to the
definition of style, notwithstanding
that T am said to possess it, by which a
compliment is sometimes but not al-
ways intended (“style” is widely mis-
read as affectation). But finding myself
in the pressure cooker, it came to me
after very little ratiocination that style
is, really, timing. Let me tell you, by
giving you a story, what I mean by this.

It is a story by one of the 19th
Century Russians, and timing here is
one reason (concluded on page 261)
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By LARRY L KING

MY STYLE IS to get it when you can,
where you can, and don’t trouble to
look over your shoulder with a lot of
fuddy-duddy moralizing in mind. I ex-
cuse this by belicving that should you
permit yoursell to grow up poorer than
orphan shit, then you naturally shall
be tempted by riches early on.

Never mind 1 was raised a raggedy-
ass yellow-dog Democrat; 1 wanted to
be what we in Texas called a bidness
man. Them suckers ran thangs, 1 ob-
served, and hardly ever got caught at
sweat work.  (continued on page 258)

By D.KEITH MANO

I KNOW You, compadre. You deal
with style the way pliers would deal
with a hemorrhoid. But don’t let it
sprain your heart. Cheer up. I, too,
gave m) par(fnts vmpt}—nt_’st S}'ndr()mtf
at birth.

Hey, so what if you corn-row your
armpit hair? So what if you grew a
mustache to look more mature and
found out that it really meant “Kiss
me, I'm gay”? So what if you request-
ed day rates at the Carlyle Hotel? So
what if you just bought a Cuisinart
turntable (concluded on page 262)

ILLUSTRATION BY TITO SALOMONI

By LEONARD MICHAELS

ONE sunDaY, watching the New York
Knicks on TV, I saw Walt Frazier get
the ball near the top of the key, start
to his left with a sort of no-beat drib-
ble, then break to his right, heading
for the basket at a hard slant with his
opponent going just as [ast for two
or three steps, then not fast enough.
Frazier went by untouched, soaring
toward delivery. The ball whispered
through the net before he touched
the floor. From beginning to end, the
move took maybe one second, yet it
seemed packed (continued overleaf)
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with sensational detail; and I felt
strangely unbalanced, because 1 was
alone and had nobody to confirm that
it had really happened. Then, Bill Rus-
scll, who was commenting on the action,
said, “Frazier doesn’t look fast, but that's
because he’s so smooth.” Russell often
says things better than the game itself,
but this struck me as what I needed.
More than a confirmation of my impres-
sion that a great deal had happened in
very little time, Russell said what I had
actually seen. Frazier was so smooth, he
looked almost slow. He had the clarity
of tremendous style.

Years ago, sitting in the bleachers of
Yankee Stadium, I'd watch Joe DiMag-
gio take off after a long fly ball in the
vast plain of center field, and I would
think he wasn't going to catch it, he
wasn't running Iast enough, until the
ball vanished in his glove, Then, with a
slight shock, I'd feel ordinary life resume
and the long, hallucinatory moment
would return 0 me in memory: Di-
Maggio gliding into the depths of center
field Leneath a speeding white speck,
which I detected before I heard the crack
of the bat or understood why DiMaggio
was moving, and, just as I was about to
go insane worrying that he wouldn't
catch it, he would let the ball vanish in
his glove as if he’d known all along that
his glove was the only place the ball
wanted to go.

Such impeccable agreement between
men and the laws of ballistics is tremen-
dous style. I call it clarity because 1
didn't simply watch Frazier and DiMag-
gio. By virtue of style, they gave me 1o
see.

One night, in a bar called Basin
Street, in Greenwich Village, Miles Davis
offered a similar experience—virtually a
lesson in style. He did it by turning his
back to the audience, then shaping the
finest phrases with his horn. I don't
know what he intended, but when he
turned, he faced the same direction as
the audience and symbolically became
one of us. It was as if he had said,
“Don't look at me. Listen to it.” His
style had the clarity I'm talking about—
special independent life, other than
himself.

Some artists never distinguish them-
selves from their work, as was the case
of a friend of mine who published a
novel that was much praised and made
him a lot of money. One day, I visited
his apartment and found him sitting at
his typewriter, high on cocaine, smiling,
shaking his head at the keys and saying
repeatedly, “I'm so good that I don't
cven have to write.” His work was him-
self; he had nothing more to do but be.
1 saw him again, months later, drunk,
pissing against a wall. He didn't look
good. His novel, however, had changed

114 Dot one bit.

If someone studies a painting and
says, “That's a Matisse,” it's not the
same as saying ““That’s a Chevrolet” or
“That's a chicken.” To hang a man’s
name on the indefinite article—a Ma
tisse—is to burden the tiny word with
terrible weight. Thus, we acknowledge
the mysterious, awesome power of
style—to seem personal and impersonal
at once. Matisse names a style as sep-
arate from the man as a shooting star,
yet names the man who sickens and
dies.

When you see rotten style, you see
nothing but the man. For example, the
infamous secret tapes of Richard Nixon,
full of mean-minded ideas and gratui-
tous obscenities; or Henry Kissinger's
description of his diplomatic style as
that of a cowboy gun fighter. On the
other hand, if it is deliberately, outra-
geously, publicly rotten, it's not the
man. Punk-rock star Johnny Rotten,
for instance. His real name is Lydon.
Rotten refers to the actual condition
of his teeth, as well as to the message
of his group, The Sex Pistols. Herc are
two lines from one of their songs:

God save the queen.
She ain’t no human being.

Whatever the queen ain’t, she is cer-
tainly the epitome of style. For just
that reason, one could say she seems
nonhuman. The same is often said of
high-fashion models, who deal in the
depersonalizing, dchumanizing cffects
of sheer style. At the opposite cxtreme
are such hgures as Einstein and Soc-
rates, famous for genius and simplicity.
In their case, no style is the man.

One of the best and happiest treat-
ments of the idea—that style is the
man—is Cole Porter's song You're the
Top as rendered by Anita O'Day. The
song is all about style, and nobody has
ever had that very thing more splendid-
ly than O'Day. In the lyrics, a lover is
celebrated as “the top” and is said to
be a Shakespearc sonnet, the Eiffel
Tower, Lester Young, Charlie Parker,
the Nile, Mickey Mouse, the smile on
the Mona Lisa, Sarah Vaughan, Billy
Eckstine, L.ena Horne, Benny Goodman
and other miracles of artistic pleasure
and nature.

All in all, the song is classy, witty,
down-home, deliriously high and mar-
velously loving, but whatever it tells
you or makes you feel, it’s clear that the
celebrated lover is everything wonder-
ful except himself. It mustn't be imag-
ined that I'm contradicting Porter and
O’Day. If they belicve the style is the
man, that's good enough for me. Never-
theless, in my heart, I also believe the
man is not the style.

The idea, though simple, is like

water: difficult to hold on to. I'll give
you a concrete picture.

A friend of mine has a 15-year-old
daughter. She has a small head, an ele-
gant neck and long, slender, muscular
legs. She's beautiful, and you can see,
instantly, that she's a ballet dancer. She
eats hardly anything but fast food and
candy, and she never goes out on dates.
When you talk to her, she answers pleas-
antly but not as if it really matters
whether or not you're talking to her.
She is always flexing her legs, as if on
the verge of a magnificent leap across
the living room. In the Manhattan apart-
ment, she looks totally unnatural. I
can imagine how, flying across a stage,
pursued by spotlights, she would look
supernatural. That's where she belongs:
that’s where she lives in her mind and
heart. She is possessed by ballet, en-
slaved by style from her head to her
pointed toe.

My friend notices all this only to
criticize her. He says she’s 100 intelli-
gent for a completely physical life, and
her dancing should be a hobby, nothing
more. He says her decision not to go
1o college, not to become a tax account-
ant like himself, is driving him crazy.
He says this to her. She stands like a
beautiful giraffe, gazing at him from
an immense and invincible distance, as
if he were an insect; yet they have the
same eyes and the same color hair. He
refuses to accept the distinction between
himself, good, practical man, and his
daughter, grand creature of style. She
is me, he insists, not unearthly style.
No, she thinks, the style is herself. Be-
tween them, compromise is not possible.
It’s a fight to the death.

In ballet, as in athletics, jazz or fic-
tion, great style is great physics, a hu-
man gift for creating relations among
physical things—sounds, colors, bodily
motions—in a way that seems to have
clarity and life independent of the one
responsible for it. This might suggest
that I'm talking about God, but He has
no style. He made nature. When physi-
cists describe a theory as clegant or
beautiful, they don’t mean it’s necessari-
ly true but only that it has style, in
contrast to nature, which can seem prob-
lematic and messy. But there would be
no such thing as style, cffective or rot-
ten, if it didn’t answer to forces al-
ready built into the structure of the
universe. We recognize great style be-
cause its look or feel is already in our
skin and bones and muscles and the
purely impersonal configurations of the
distant nebulae.

Even haiku, very delicate and sub-
lime poems, fall into this idea of style,
for they arc essentially physical, being

(concluded on page 258)
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The big swing in tennis these days
is fo wooden rackeis, and here’s
one of the best—a leathergrip
Maxply McEnroe model that's crafted
from eight woods and is individuaily
weighed fo ensure perfect balance, by

Dunlop, $70 unstrung. A real net gain.

This rugged personal stereo AM/
FM cassette player is ideal for
skiers, skaters, joggers, bikers, et
al,, as its distinctive urethane-foam
outer shell provides protection against

severe weather conditions, moisture and
impact, by Astraltune Stereopack, $259.

Click the shutter on this easy-to-
operate 3-D 35mm camera with
avtomaltic-exposure system con-
nected to four lenses, drop off the film
for special processing and get back su-
perrealistic photographs you can almost
reach right into, by Nimslo, $269.95.

Mow that the park no longer
seems like a roller derby, serious
skaters will wish to pick wvp a
pair of Frollerscates—roller  skates
made of o spoce-oge material with an
inner layer that conforms to your feet
for maximum support, by Indusco, $139.

The Eltron Universal Shaver is
5 the ideal gift for peripatetic

friends, as it con be used with
a tord or a rechargeable battery. It
automatically adjusts to voltages from 110
to 240 (olternating current), by Braun,
$150, including a zippered carrying case.

Carry on in style, traveler! This
217 x 12%" x 7"  calfskin  bag
that's made in Spain is linen
lined, has zippered exterior compart-
ments on both sides, two inside pockets
and a convenient detachable shoulder
strap, from Loewe, New York City, $625.
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Portoble and pintsized, the
Pearlcorder XR Microcassette re-
corder with an aMachable AM/
FM tuner is @ compact unit for travel or
home on which you can record conversa-

tions or radio broadcasts, by Olympus
Corporation of America, about $3B0.

Four. CLAM buckles, plus lateral
cant adjustments, give maximum
support to the Dolomite Slalom
Mid Secret Weapon, a ski boot designed
for upper-level skiers (it was fested by
our ski team at the 1980 Olympic Winter

Games), about $250, in red or black.

The Polo Club Collection is a
gift that keeps on giving: After
the cologne, aftershave and
after-shave balm are gone, the ceramic
canister that had held those liquids can
be reused as a penny jar or dresser
catchall, from Warner Cosmeftics, $45.

Jim Beam’s J. B. Turner
locomotive decanter, about
$75, and its wood tender,

$21.95, are Regal China porcelain re-
productions of the original engine and
fuel car; the locomotive comes with BO-
proof, 100-month-old Kentucky bourbon.

The Peerless PMB-100 Ortho-
dynamic Headphones adapt
readily to the contour of
one's head; minimum distortion is main-
toined by large diaphragms that create
a uniform sonic field, from DLK Acousti-

cal Products, St. Paul, Minnesota, $150.

If you like being falked
back to, you'll love The
Voice Module, a unit that

brings realism to video games when
you plug it into an Odyssey? conscle,
by N.A.P. Consumer Electronics, $99.95;
cartridges $20 to $50; console, $199.95.
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The Vectrex Arcade System
has its own 9 screen and
duplicates @ video-arcade

experience in 3-D grophics and sounds,
$229; Scramble, Berzerk and others are
avaoilable in cartridge form, with change-
able overlays, $30 each, ofl by GCE.

Omega's latest wrist ac-
tion is its Titanium Watch—
a rugged timepiece crafted

in 18kt. rose gold and fitanium that's
extremely resistant to corrosion; quartz
movement is protected by a screw-lock
crown and water-resistant crystal, $1250.

It may look like child’s
play, but the Big Button
Telephone is actuclly a

contemporary table-model phone that
you don't have to be a fumble finger
to enjoy. It's available from Bell Phone-
Center Stores nationwide, about $175.

Somebody said Sony's new
CFS-700 Transound AM/
FM/{ cassette portable ster-

eo system looks like two speakers at-
tached to a car battery. Oh, yeah? Wait
until you hear its sound as those speak-
ers swivel and separate, about $320.

Playboy's gone video, gang,
and the first in our Playboy
Video series (in Beta, VHS,

disc) is 86 minutes long and features
such exciting faore as Bo and John Derek
and Shannon Tweed, by Ployboy Pro-
ductions, $80 for cassettes; $30 for discs.

! The International Pasta &
Dough Machine X-2000 can
autematically turn a pound

of dough into pasta, taco shells, bagels,
pretzels, won-fon skins and more in
just minutes, by Osrow Products, about
$250, including @ handy recipe file. 117
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she’s a deadrock local with z1p for morals. one
encounter with her and v'm a different guy

[iction

3 THCSMAS MCGUANIZ
12 THCMy CGOUANIZ
1'M UNDERNEATH my small house in Deadrock. The real-estate
people call it a starter home, however late in life you buy
one. It’s a modest house that gives you the feeling either that
you're going places or that this won’t do. This starter home
is different; this one is it.

From under here, I can hear the neighbors talking. He is a
newspaperman named Deke Patwell. His wife is away and
he is having an affair with the lady across the street, a sweet
and exciting lady I've not met yet. Frequently, he says to her,
“I am going to impact on you, baby.” Today, they are at one
of their many turning points.

“I think I'm coming unglued,” she says.

“Now, now."”

“I don’t follow,” she says with a little heat.

*“All is not easy.”

“Yeah, I got that part, but when do we go someplace nice?”
She has a beautiful voice, and underneath the house, 1
remember she is pretty. What am I doing here? I'm distribut-
ing bottle caps of arsenic for the rats that come up from the
river and dispute the cats over trifles. 1 represent civilization
in a small but real way.

Deke Patwell laughs with some wild relief. Once, I saw him
at the municipal pool, watching young girls. He was wearing
trunks and allergy-warning dog tags. What a guy! To me, he
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was like a crude foreigner or a Gaucho.

Anyway, I came down here because of
the rats. Read your history: They carry
black plague. Mrs. Patwell was on a
Vegas excursion with the Deadrock
Symphony Club.

L ]

When I get back inside, the flies are
orchestrating a broad, dumb movement
on the windows. We never had flies like
this on the ranch. We had songbirds,
apple blossoms and no flies. My wife was
alive then and saw to that. We didn’t
impact; we loved each other. She had
an aneurysm let go while carding wool.
She went so quicetly, it was some months
before I got it. She just nodded her
pretty face and headed out. 1 sat there
like a stoop. They came for her, and I
just knocked around the place trying to
get it. I headed for town and started
sceing the doctor. Things came together:
I was able to locate a place to live in,
catch the series and set up housekeeping.
Plus, the Gulch, everyone agrees, is
Deadrock’s nicest neighborhood. A traffic
violator is taken right aside and lined
out quick. It’s a neighborhood whcre
folks teach the dog to bring the paper
to the porch, so a guy can sit back in
his rocker and find out who's making
hamburger of the world. I was one of
this area’s better cattlemen, and town
life doesn’t come easy. Where I once
had coyotes and bears, I now have rats.
Where I once had the old-time marriages
of my ncighbors, I now have Impact
Man poking a real sweet gal who never
gets taken somewheres nice.

[ ]

My eating became hit or miss. All 1
cared about was the world series after a
broken season. I was high and dry, and
when you're like that, you need some
one or something to take you away.
Death makes you different, like the
colored are different. I felt T was under
the spell of what had happened to me.
Then someone threw a bottle onto the
field in the third or fourth game of the
serics and almost hit the Yankee left
fielder, Dave Winfield. I felt completely
poisoned. I felt like a rat with a mouth-
ful of bottle caps.

What were my wife and I discussing
when she died? The Kona coast. It seems
so small. Sometimes, when I think how
small our topic was, I [eel the weight of
my hair tearing at my face. I bought a
youth bed to reduce the size of the un-
occupied arca. The doctor says because
of the shaking, I get quite a little bit
less rest per hour than the normal guy.

-

Truthfully speaking, part of me has
always wanted to live in town. You hear
the big milling at the switching yard;
and on stormy nights, the transconti-

120 nental trucks reroute off the interstate

and it's busy and kind of like a last-
minute party at somebody’s house. The
big outfits are parked all over with their
engines running and the heat shivers at
the end of the stacks. The old people
seem brave trying to get around on the
ice: Onc fall and they're through, but
they keep chunking, going on forward
with a whole heck of a lot of grit. That
fact gives me a boost.

And I love to window-shop. I go from
window to window alongside pcople
I don't know. There’s never anything I
want in there, but I feel good because I
am excited when somebody picks out a
daffy patr of shoes or a hat you wouldn't
put on your dog. My wife couldn’t un-
derstand this. Nature was a shrine to
her. 1 wanted to see people more than
suited her. Sit around with just anybody
and make smart remarks. Sometimes, I'd
pack the two of us into the hills. My
wile would be in heaven. I'd want to
buy a disguise and slip off to town and
stare through the windows. That's the
thing about heaven. It comes in all sizes
and shapes.

L]

Anyone in my position feels left be-
hind. It’s normal. But you got to keep
picking them up and keep on throwing
them; you have got to play the com-
binations or quit. What I'd like is a
person, a person I could enjoy until
she’s blue in the face. This, I believe.
When the time comes, stand back from
your television set.

°

I don’t know why Doc keeps an office
in the kind of place he does, which is
merely the downstairs of a not-so-good
house. I go to him because he is never
busy. He claims this saves him the cost
of a receptionist.

Doc and I agree on one thing: It's all
in your head. The only exception would
be aspirin. Because we believe it’s all in
vour head, we believe in immortality.
Emmortality is important to me, because
without it, 1 don’t get to see my wife
again. Or, on the lighter side, my bird
dogs and horses. That's it; that’s all you
need to know about the hereafter. The
rest is for the professors, the regular
egghead types who don’t have to make
the payroll.

We agree about my fling with the per-
son. I hope to use Doc’s stethoscope to
hear the speeding of the person’s heart.
All of this has a sporting side, like hunt-
ing coyotes. When Doc and I grow old
and the end is in sight, we're going to
become addicted 1o opium. If we get our
timing wrong, we'll cure ourselves with
aspirin. We plan to sce all the shiny
cities, then adios. We speak of cavalry
fire fights, Indian medicine, baseball and
R

Doc doesn’t come out [rom behind

the desk. He squints, knowing 1 could
lie, then listens:

“My house in town is going to work
fine. The attic has a swing-down ladder,
and yon look from a round window up
there into the back yards. You can hear
the radios and see people. Sometimes,
couples have little shoving matches over
odd things: starting the charcoal or the
way the dog's been acting. 1 wrote some
of them down in a railroad seniority
book to tell you. They seem to dry up
quick.”

“Still window-shopping?"”

“You bet.”

“If you don’t buy something soon,
you're going to have to give that up.”

“I'll think about it,” I say.

“What have you been doing?”

“Not a whole heck of a lot."”

“See a movie, any movie.”

“I'll try.”

“Take a trip.”

“I can’r.”

“Then pack for one and don't go.”

“I can do that.”

“Stay out of the wind. It makes people
nervous, and this is a windy town. Do
what you have to do. You can always
find a phone booth, but get out of that
wind when it picks up. And any time
you feel like falling silent, do it. Above
all, don’t brood about women.”

“OK. Anything else?”

“Trust aspirin.”

“I've been working on my mingling.”

“Work on it some more.”

“Doc,” I say, “I've got a [unny feeling
about where I'm headed.”

“You know anybody who doesn’t?”

*So what do I do?”

“Look at the sunny side. Anyway, I
better let you go. There’s someone in
the lobby with Blue Cross.”

I go.

L]

By hauling an end table out to the
porch, despite that the weather is not
quite up to it, and putting a chair be-
hind it, I make a fne place for my
microwave Alfredo fettuccini. I can also
watch our world with curiosity and ter-
ror. If necessary, I can speak when
spoken to by sipping my ice water to
keep the chalk from my mouth.

A car pulls up in front of Patwell's;
Mrs. Patwell gets out with a small suit-
case and goes to the house. That saves
me from calling a lot of travel agents.
The world belongs to me.

L]

I begin to eat the Alfredo fettuccini,
slow, spacing each mouthful. After eat-
ing about four inches of it, the lady from
across the street—the Person—appears
on the irregular sidewalk, gently patting
each bursting tree trunk as she comes.
As I am now practically a mute, 1 watch

{continued on page 126)



“It's all right, Eddie—these are the ghosts of Christmas past!”
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welcome to a private showing from a very special collection

THIS SELECTION of works collected by
Boston dealer Charles Martignette is
the second in a scries we will run over
the next few years (the first appeared
in October 1980). Martignette has what
he believes is the world's largest private
collection of erotica. On this spread
are reproductions of engravings from a
rare cight-volume edition of Casanova's
Memoirs, published in Brussels in 1872,
The first major illustrative version of
the Memoirs, the engravings were based
on 279 original drawings by Jean
Adolph Chauvet, from which 102 prints
were struck by Barraud. One of the
copics of the edition, with drawings,
was confiscated by U.S. Customs officials
in 1946. That copy is now smoking up
the stacks in the Library of Congress.

Above left, Casanova checks out some prima feminine geography. That thing in her
hand is a dilde, which might have been superfluous when the big C was around.
Above, Casanova must have been dreaming of something ather than o white Christ-
mas. The woman seems to understand that someone is very glad to see her. On the
opposite page, clockwise from top left, Casanova slips it to an otherwise sensible
waman while the group lets the world go by below their balustrade. Next to it is
not ane of the first etchings af the Woo Grotto at Playboy Mansion West. Instead, it's
of Casanova, trying out the soothing effects of an early versian of the hot tub with a
few of his closest friends. Perhaps some of the kinks shown here should have been
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ASANOV,

the world’s
greatest lover inspired
these prints charming

loft in the later models. Below it is an 18th Century stocked swimming pool. There appears
to be no lifeguard on duty. At bottom, an illustration of a line in the Memoirs that goes
something like, “Letting my hand foellow the wrong trail, | asked Barberine if the fruit |
was hoiding were ready to be picked.”” At center, Casanova and friends have refreshments
in a setting identified as the Chinese room. Along the woiis are illustrations of a varieiy of
sexual traditions that are still enjeyed by Americans and Europeans today. To the left,
Casanova tries to shield his shy conversation partner from the randiness happening be-
hind them. Above that is the kind of specialized ballet you just don’t see anymore. This
dancer seems to be signifying that she is @ member in good standing of the bush league.




PROVOCATIVE
DEROD
PIECES

Artists of various bents, working in
various media, often get around to de-
picting erotic themes. As the creative
mind stumbles around looking for some-
thing to laich on to, sex just naturally
pops up. The items here inclnde both
serious and frivolous takes by fine and
folk artists. Part of the purpose behind
Martignette’s voracious collecting is to
explore every aspect of erotic representa-
tion. And that sometimes shows up in
unexpected places. The artistic trick
is to make something forbidden common-
place—while presenting it in a new light.

MOVING PARTS

Below left is something that would spruce up the looks of your favorite blazer. It's
a brass button, almost an inch in diameter, that was made in England in 1775. The
gentleman depicted is helping his girlfriend practice hygiene or contraception by
working a vacuum pump that serves as a douche. Back then, it seems, they did not go
gently into that good night. Below center and right are the two faces of a World War
One cigarette lighter probably used in the trenches by smokers making the world
safe for democracy. It's made of copper and brass, was fashioned in France around
1917 and may have also kept some home fires burning. On one side, a man is eagerly
peeping through a keyhole; on the other side is the worthy object of his peep.

—
\

Below and at right is a reclining me-
chanical nude, circa 1885, that not only
looks great but does you the favor of
snipping off your cigar end. Cast in solid
bronze and signed by the Western artist
Charles Kauba, it reclines 8% x 3;
with leg up, the figure is 4% high.




At far left, opposite, is an intriguing
piece of Americanc. This object and
others like it were called Pistal-Packing
Mommas—because if you held them in
your hand like a pistol, a pull on the
trigger would activate penetration. It
was pointed in a Yankee folk-art style
and was made in Boston around 1930.
It's 7%2" x 5 and is made of half-inch
plywood. At near left is the same sort
of mechanical design, this time depicting
two donkeys giddily at ploy, serving the
noble purpose of perpetuoting their spe-
cies. This 7" x 6" x ¥4’ example of ari-
deco-inspired felk art was hand-crafted
from leacther, and Martignette tells us
that it was made around 1930 in Jack-
sanville, Florida, by a skilled artist.

Here, leda enjoys a swan dive in a
bronze by Richard Klein. “This work
is an example of German art deco at
its best,” Martignette says. The
7"x 7" x 4" tableau of the lusty
Winged Victory was done around 1925.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARO I1IZUI
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(continued from page 120)

“With her bounce, her cigarettes and her iffy hours,

she’s just the kind of woman my wife had no use for.’

-

for visible things I can predict. And all I
look for is her quick glance at Deke
Patwell’s house and then a turn through
her chainlink gate. 1 love that she is
pretty and carries nothing, like the
Chinese ladies Doc tells me about who
achieve great beauty by teetering around
on feet that have been bound. I feel I am
listening to the sound of a big cornfeld
in springtime. My heart is an urgent
thud.

To my astonishment, she swings up
her walk without a look. Her wanton-
ness overpowers me. Impossible! Does
she not know the Wife is home fromn
Vegas?

I look up and down the street before
lobbing the Alfredo fettuccini to a mutt.
He eats in jerking movements and stares
at me like In going to take it back.
Which I'm quite capable of doing but
won’t. 1 have a taste in my mouth like
the one you get in those frantic close-ins
hunting coyotes. I feel like a happy
crook. Sometimes, when I told my wife
1 felt like this, she was touched. She said
I had absolutely no secret life. The sad
thing is, I probably don't.

L]

I begin sleeping in the attic. I am
alone and not at full strength; so this
way, I feel safer. I don’t have to answer
door or phone. 1 can see around the
neighborhood better, and 1 have the
basic timing of everybody's day down
pat. For example, the lady goes to work
on time every day but comes home at a
different time every day. Does this sug-
gest that she is a carcfree person or that
she is seeing an irregular person after
work, a person to whom time means
nothing or who is, perhaps, opposed to
time’s effects and therelore defiant about
regularity? I don’t know.

-

Before I know it, I am window-shop-
ping again. Each day, there is more in
the air, more excitement among the
shappers who seem to spill off the win-
dows into the doors of the stores. The
sun is out, and I stand belore the things
my wile would never buy, not risqué
things but things that would stand up.
She seems very Iar away now. But when
people come to my store windows, I
sense a warmth that is like friendship.
Any time 1 feel uncomfortable in front
of a particular store, I move to sporting
goods, where it is clear that I am OK
and, besides, Doc is fixing me. My docile

126 staring comes from the last word in

tedium: guns and ammo; compound
bows; fishing rods.
L]

When I say that I am OK, 1 mean
that I am happy in the company of most
people. What is wrong with me comes
from my wife having unexpectedly died
and from my having read the works of
Ralph Waldo Emerson when my doctor
and I were boning up on immortality.
But I am watching the sireet, and some-
thing will turn up. In the concise move-
ments of the person I'm most interested
in, and in the irregularity of her returns,
which she certainly despises, 1 sense a
glow directed toward me—the kind of
light in a desolate place that guides the
weary traveler to his rest.

.

Today, she walks home. She is very
nearly on time. She walks so fast her
pumps clatter on our broken Deadrock
sidewalk. She swings her shoulder bag
like a cheerful weapon and arcs into
the street automatically to avoid care-
lessly placed sprinklers. She touches a
safety match to a long filter brand as
she surveys her little yard and goes in.
She works, I understand, at the county
assessor's office, and I certainly imagine
she does a fine job for those folks. With
her bounce, her cigarettes and her iffy
hours, she makes just the kind of woman
my wife had no use for. Hey! It takes
all kinds. Human life is filled with
variety, and if I have a regret in my
own thus far, it is that I have not been
close to that variety—that is, right up
against it.

-

I need a break and go for a daylight
drive. I take the river road through the
foothills north of Deadrock—a peerless
jaunt—to our prison. It is an elegant
old dungeon that housed many famous
Western outlaws in its day. The ground
it rests on was never farmed, having
gone from buffalo pasture to lockup
many years ago. Now it has razor wire
surrounding it and a real up-to-date
tower, like back East.

One man stands in blue light behind
its high windows. When you see him
from the county road. you think, That
certainly must be the loneliest man in
the world. But actually, it’s not wrue. His
name is Al Costello, and he’s a good
friend of mine. He's the head of a large
Catholic houschold, and the tower is all
the peace he gets.

The lonely guy is the warden, an out-

of stater, a professional imprisoned by
card files: a man no one likes. He looks
like Rock Hudson and he can’t get a
date.

Sometimes, I stop in to see AL I go
up into the tower and we look down
into the yard at the goons and make
specific comments about the human sit-
uation. Sometimes we knock back a beer
or two. Sometimes I take a shot at one
of his favorite ball clubs and sometimes
he lights into mine. It’s just human
fellowship in kind of a funny spot.

Instead, today, I keep on cruising, out
among the jack rabbits and the sage
brush, high above the running irriga-
tion, all the way around the little burg,
then back into town. I stop in front of
the doughnut shop, waiting for the sun
to travel the street and open the shop
and herald its blazing magic up com-
mercially zoned Deadrock. Waiting in
front is a sick-looking young man mut-
tering to himself at a high, relentless
pitch of the kind we associate with
Moslem fundamentalism. At eight sharp,
the door opens and the Moslem and I
shoot in for the counter. He seems to
have lost something by coming inside,
and I am riveted upen his loss. By ab-
solute happenstance, we both order
glazed. Then 1 add an order of jelly-
filled, which I deliver, still hot, to the
lady's doorstep.

L ]

I'm going to stop reading this news
paper. In one week, the following has
been reported: A Deadrock man shot
himself fatally in a bar demonstrating
the safety of his pistol. Another man,
listening to the rail, had his head run
over by every car of a train that ook
half an hour to go by. Incidents like
these make it hard for me to clearly see
the spirit winging its way to heaven.
And though I would like to stop reading
the paper, I really know I won't. It
would set a bad example for the people
on the porches who have trained Spot
to ferch.

L

“Did you get the doughnutsz” I called
out that evening.

Tonight, as I fall asleep, I have a
strange thought, indeed. It goes like this:
Darling (my late wife), 1 don't know if
you are watching all this or not. If you
are, I have but one request: Put yourself
in my shoes. That's quite an assignment,
but give it the old college try for yours
truly.

L]

1 know they've been talking when 1
see Deke Patwell give me the fishy look.
I cannot imagine which exact locution
she had used—probably that 1 was
“bothering” her—but she has very evi-
dently made of me a fly in Deke’s soup.
There is not a lot he can do, standing

(continued on page 254)



““From a secret admirer.” Well! Isn’t that sweet?”’
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ag om liverpool
is a fab fifth who proves
that some british imports

are as classy as ever

: l HOSE EVES. Soft, brown and invit-
ing. Lonny Chin’s cyes secm to hide
nothing. There's a disarming openness in
her gaze that relaxes sirangers and warms
friends. Lonny wants 1o be liked, and she
succeeds. .

Her magic potion is empathy. Thought-
ful and sensitive, she gives her all to brief
encounters, feeling another’s happiness or
pain, understanding, giving her [riend-
ship willingly. It's a gift not easily refused.

Lonny spent the first six years of her
life in Liverpool. Her father is Chinese
Jamaican, (text continued on page 132)

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ARNY FREYTAG
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If you spend any time with Lonny, you get used to long silences
during which she’s lost in reverie. If's an old habit. “All my
teachers used to say, ‘Lonny is a smart girl, bul she spends too
much time daydreaming’” And what does she dream about?
“I think about lifc and about pecople. Why is an important
word in my vocabulary. Another person can sit down and read
a book for three hours; I can sit down and think for threc
hours. Right now, I dream about being a star. I want to be one.”

R A o







her mother Welsh/Swedish. She
had barely perfected her Liver-
pudlian accent when her fami-
ly boarded a liner bound for
the Canadian shore. The seven-
day journey was not pleasant.
*“The entire family was sea-
sick,” Lonny recalls. To top it
off, their destination was Que-
bec, where the preferred tongue
was French.

Lonny learned  enough

Lonny works hard at model-
ing. “When I do a job, I
like to do it right. I want to
be perfect. I know I can be
a good model, and eveniual-
ly, I'll be a good aciress.”




French to get her through the
third grade; then it was mov-
ing time again. In a series of
hops, the family went westward:
London, Ontario; Calgary, Al-
berta; and, finally, Vancouver,
British Columbia.

Lonny enjoyed the nomadic
life. “I'm the type of person
who's very inquisitive. I've al-
ways wanted to see and experi-
ence everything. I once forced

“I'm very much a mind per-
son. I want to know why
people do things, why they
think a certain way. Some-
day, I would like to take a
few courses in psychology.”

The life and the people south of the Canadian
border provided a bit of a shock for Lonny.
“It’s so much faster herve. Girls here at 18 ave
like girls of 25 in Canada. Canadian women
are innocent compared with those in the U.S.
That's not good or bad; tt’s just different.” 133







a boyfriend to take me to a strip show, just because I'd never seen one.
And, once, when I got curious about bikers, I went to visit one of the places
where they hung out, to watch them. Of course, I didn’t know at the time
that you just don’t do that!™

A few months ago, Lonny moved to Los Angeles, where she is currently
pursuing a career as a model. Very successfully. “I was lucky enough to be
chosen as the first video Playmate on both the cassette and the disc versions
that will be sold all over the world,” she says. “We did some filming in the
studio and a lot in Vancouver, especially in the store where I used to work.
It was fun and a good way of letting people get to know me as a person.”

At first, the pace of life in Los Angeles—the hard-core capitalism and the
city-wide meat market—intimidated Lonny. “1 was very nervous when I
arrived,” she admits. “But now, I've opened up. I have more confidence in
myself; I've found that facing new situations makes you stronger. If you
want to be a success, you have to deal with change.” For a sensitive and
shy girl from Liverpool, Lonny sounds like a survivor.

l"-— - -

At left, Lonny lunches with our photo crew
in Sun Valley; above, she gets set for a view of
Playboy’s new TV efforts. Lonny is our first
video-cassette and video-disc Playmate; for the
packaged version, rush to your video shop.
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“I’ve learned a lot about people since I've been in L.A.,” Lonny says. “I've grown up a lot, too. It’s competitive.
T oo often, that competition turns vindictive. I don’t like that. I think I can have what I want and that I can do it the
right way. I'm stubborn as a mule.” Taking a turn on the rink, Lonny finds more stability on three points than on two.
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PLAYBOY’'S PARTY JOKES

Now that we're back at my place,” the young
man sounded out the girl, “do you want to
play 20 Questions?”

“That sounds like fun,” she replied.

“*And maybe screw afterward?”

““That sounds like fun, too!”

“In that case,” said the fellow, smiling, “1
somehow think we've just skipped the first
19 questions.™

O

)

I's rumored that a new patent medicine will
soon appear on the market. It's called Prepa-
ration A, and it's for video-game addicts who
have asteroids.

An uptight young lady gloried in her vir-
ginity and often berated a swinging girlfriend
for her loose ways. “Until I'm married,” she
once declared, “I'm keeping my legs closed to
all men!” But then, one fateful night, she met
a fool and his money . . . and they soon parted.

The ultimate gesture to a guest in one San
Francisco hotel is said to be sending a com-
plimentary fruit to the individual’s room.

I think we’ll have to find another baby sitter,”
announced the man. “That Sharon is just too
worldly-wise for a teenager.”

“But Timmy said she told him some sort of
interesting story about animals last night,”
countered his wife.

“Yes—and when I pressed Timmy for de-
tails, he said it was about a wolf who was
trapped into giving a mink to a fox with a
beaver!"

Bumper sticker: SUPPORT THE GIRL SCOUTS. TO-
DAY'S BROWNIE 1S TOMORROW'S COOKIE.

Harvey is too much of a veteran pilot at this
point,” the stewardess confided to a sister crew
member the morning after their layover.
“When he attempted a second take-off with me
last night, he couldn't gain altitude.”

A savvy young hooker named Gail
Got busted and lodged in the jail.
But the jailer got hot
To be lodged in her twat,
And so Gail made the bail with her tail.

There is no such thing,” was the wry comment
of an executive who had just been found re-
sponsible in a six-figure paternity suit, “as a
free lunge.”

The reason I like dating Mortimer,” the girl
remarked primly, “is that he’s on the up-
and-up.”

“And the reason I'm dating Don,” her class-
mate said with a grin, “is that he’s into the
up and down.”

Maybe you've heard about the young lad
whose free-spirited attitude toward sex cause
men to take her at sit-on-the-face value.

A fiaky artist used to dump cans of paint
onto a huge canvas lying on the floor and
then have nude models slither around on it to
form abstract designs. “Do you derive special
enjoyment from using that particular tech-
nique?” an art critic asked him.

“Not reaily,” the man replied, “but what is
a lot of fun is cleaning the brushes!”

It had snowed, and the man in the drift
Flagged her down and asked, “Give me a lift?”
They sat in her Bentley . . .
She fondled him gently . ..
And the lift that he'd asked for was swift!

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines lubricated
condoms as bedroom slippers.

Chuck and 1 were made for each other!” the
coed announced happily during vacation to her
best friend back home. “He's a B.M.O.C.—
you know, a big man on campus—and in the
double sense of being a big wheel and having
a big whangl”

*And how do you fit in specially with him,
Debby?” inquired the friend.

“I'm éenerally considered to be the female
B.M.O.C. at Tech,” said Debby, smiling.

“Female B.M.O.C.?"

“Best Mouth on Campus!”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Hl. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card isselected. Jokescannot be returned.
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CARS 82:
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once again, you’re king of the road as we
present a selection of peppy, performance-
oriented automobiles that have the
breeding to satisfy the urbane owner

MASERATI BITURBO




modern living 12¢ CARY WITZENBURG 1t used o be

OK to love your car—or at least to like it a lot. Openrtoad driving
was a ball before cars became boring and 55 miles per hour was decreed
the national automotive norm. The good news is that auto makers
are striving to put the fun back into car ownership. Styling is shifting from
boxy to aerodynamic, suspensions are moving from mushy to agile and
high-spirited performance is finally returning. Convertibles are coming
back, driver-oriented sports coupes and sedans are rolling off assembly lines “
both here and abroad and even two-seat sports cars are once again becom-
ing available.

Fortunately, no one is advocating a return to the irresponsible Sixties,
when the average muscle car’s go power overshadowed its stopping and
cornering capabilities. Today’s cars offer less pavementripping brute
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horsepower but much more stable and responsive steering and suspen-
sions, better brakes and, of course, vastly superior fuel efficiency. That is
the way the top European cars have long been engineered, and it's the
way both Detroit and Japan are going.

Automotive styling is also moving toward European tastes: clean, func-
tional and uncluttered. Even conservative American buyers are growing
tired of fake wire-wheel covers, padded-vinyl tops, opera windows, coach
lamps and reams of chromc. Replacing all that is a trend toward blacked-
out or body-colored trim and bumpers, black-wall tires on styled steel or
aluminum wheels and fewer decorative gewgaws. Aerodynamic considera-
tions are leading toward more wedge-shaped bodies with rounded contours
and corners. Driver-oriented cars also call for driver-oriented interiors,

CHEVROLET
CORVETTE

e




meaning more contoured bucket seats and better-designed dashboards with
a full complement of gauges. But enough generalities. Let’s hit the road
for a look at drivers’ cars for 1983 from here and abroad.

AMERICAN CARS

First it was safety and emissions, then fuel economy and quality. Now
that Detroit has gotten its act together on all counts, the emphasis is
beginning to switch to honing and refining. General Motors has vastly
improved the driving character of its small importlike front-wheel-drive
(fwd) J-car series—Chevrolet Cavalier, Pontiac 2000, Oldsmobile Firenza,
Buick Skyhawk and Cadillac Cimarron—with two new engines and the
addition of a five-speed gearbox. Convertibles (continued on page 228)







MURPHY
N TOP OF
E WORLD

¥
S youngman

like a funny guy lo take seriously

personalily Hv F ETEH w. KAPI-AN

has a check for $45,000 in his back

pocket, a manager with tinted sun-
glasses standing near the bar, a producer
from a Hollywood studio watching him
from the door, a sound-and-video crew
recording his every word, a full house
chanting his name over and over again,
a real-estate tycoon spotting him as an
investment, a clean sweater and blue
jeans covering his long, thin body, a
gold watch on his dark wrist, a mother
and a stepfather sitting close at a re-
served table, a2 Datsun 280-ZX double
parked on Second Avenue, calling him
to fly (its dark, shiny shell gorgeous in
the lit frenzy of an Upper East Side New
York May night). Eddie Murphy stands
onstage at a comedy club and smiles,
showing his puppy-white teeth. He grabs
the mike hard.

“What are you laughing for?” he says.
“You're going to be leaving here in an
hour saying, ‘The motherfucker wasn't
even funny.’” " At the word motherfucker,
the audience explodes.

Eddic Murphy’s manager laughs. His
producer laughs. The real-estate tycoon
laughs. His mother and stepfather laugh.
“Ed-deel Ed-dee!” says the crowd.

The comedian’s manager stands in
the corner. His wife stands near him.
He wipes a drop of sweat from his nose.
A beat after the audience, he laughs in a
syncopated rasp: “Ha ha! Ha-ha!”

“I'm not here to talk about Ronald
Reagan or politics or give you a mes-
sage,” Eddie Murphy says. “Nobody’s go-
ing to spend their money to come out
here on a Saturday night to hear a nig-
ger complain about Ronald Reagan.

“I'm here,” he says, “to talk about
my real comedy, which is about dicks,
farts and boogies.”

The audience goes berserk. Manager,
producer, tycoon, mother and stepfather
all seem to love that sound—they laugh
and dap. But Eddie hardly notices;

EnmE MURPHY, a man of 21 years,

SCULPTURE BY DON GLASSRORO



PLAYRBOY

Eddie Murphy is working. “Dicks, [arts
and boogies,” he says.

Eddie Murphy, a kind of innocent,
works a comedy club as though it were
social-studies  class  between  periods.
His strength and his momentum don't
have much to do with an early generation
of club comics who won their profes-
sionalism on other people's terms, try-
ing to gauge what club owners and TV
producers wanted. Eddie Murphy found
his support at Roosevelt Junior-Senior
High School, Irom his peers, the kids—
and he took their fully developed
endorsement as his security, as his mer-
chandise, to the open market. He was
scen; he was bid upon; he became a
viable commodity.

He had a smooth and self-endowed
power. He seized his audience directly
and knew that tentativeness was counter-
productive for him. He had learned from
Richard Pryor that he was allowed to
plug his huge voltage into a crowd and
that they would sit up. He said shit and
fuck a great deal (almost every other
word, you [lelt), because he knew that it
was like giving a high five to the audi-
ence and that black audiences liked it
and white audiences were grateful for it.
He was good with the girls in his class—
he knew what would keep them entranced
and what would turn them away—and
he was good with the boys, whom he
knew how to rank out. Eddie Murphy
had has act down, because he was at that
essential moment at the end of his ado-
lescence when he was working on eight
cylinders with no distractions, when
honesty pays and existential problems
lay low, when insight is yours and if
they don’t like it, they're wrong. Eddie
Murphy was having his dandelion time.

“This was a good year for me,” he
says to the crowd, “and not just because
of the TV and all that shit, but 1 was
happy and shit. Was it a good year for
you? It was a pgood year for me. But
some bad shit happened in 1981. They
shot Reagan. .. ."

Somebody in the audience caps and
yells,

“Who out there clapped?” Eddie says.
“You must be crazy. Shooting people,
that’s bad shit; I don't care who it is.
I mean, that's bad shit. They shot Rea-
gan and they shot Sadat and Lennon
and they shot the Pope. I mecan, who
would shoot the Poper What's your in-
tention in shooting the Pope unless
you're saying, ‘Look, I want to get to
hell and I don’t want to stand on line'?”

This hits the audience right, and
they erupt.

“I mean, whoever shot the Pope,
they'll say to him, ‘You shot the Pope?
Go on the express line, motherfucker.” ”
The crowd goes mad for this, and Eddie

148 no longer has to thow hard: He talks

about getting hit by a car and about
how he loves to take down any girl in
sight (“When I walk into my room, the
fish stop swimming™) and about how he
suddenly has to deal with recognition
on the street. His material s good, but
his delivery sets up a hot and intimate
relationship with his audience, so that
even when he talks and riffs and his
material collapses or just ceases to exist,
he is still in there with them, hooked on
the same inwavenous line to childhood
experience and neighborhood anarchy—
the best friend, remembering the horror/
ecstasy of growing up in an assaultive
world.

He tells a long and painful story
about his father’s coming home drunk
and challenging him and his brother
to a fight. It is the best and the fun-
niest piece of evocative sketch LEddie
has. The gist of the story has to do
with the boys’ bewilderment and irvita-
tion at seeing their drunken [ather in-
furiated by their manful, staked-out
presence in his house. The father comes
in blotto and they are watching Quincy,
and there's dog shit on the floor and he
pushes them to a fight, putting his pay
check down as the stakes. Eddie’s punch
line is “We beat the shit out of him.”

It is a hard and self-revelatory piece
of stand-up, pulled off with a guileless
respect for the truth. It is the best thing
he has, and he works more and more
strongly as 1t goes along. It's dangerous
territory—while he negotiates it, he's
like a wildly intent sword fighter on a
rocking ship’s deck—but it hits home
and cuts into the audience. It's experi-
ence raised to a new perspective, and
Eddie has seen it, his own conflict, for a
group of people who are no longer
strangers. They applaud the sketch hard.
Eddie grins and laughs an octave higher
than usual.

He works on, and the realestate ty-
coon—Sam Lefrak, owner of the vast
sprawl of apartments known as Lefrak
City, of tremendous New York tracts and
of the record Iabel for which Eddie will
record his first album—gets up to walk
out of the club. Eddie introduces him
to cursory applause and does what the
sure and the powerful do: He ranks him
out before the Saturday-night crowd, cer-
tain that he can keep the whip of his
jokes in control and away from Lefrak’s
nose. Lefrak, looking as expansive as
his ownings, stands in the middle of the
floor at The Comic Strip on 8lst Street
and Second Avenue and watches the
thin black kid, of whom he owns one of
the early pieces, standing onstage grin-
ning down at him. Lefrak is as happy as
a Polaroid stockholder who has just been
shown his first SX-70. He smiles, calls a
quict rejoinder to Eddie up onstage,
gives a thumbs up and leaves. Eddie’s

manager, the owner of the club, heaves
a huge sigh and shakes his head back
and forth. Eddie’s mother takes a long
drag of a cigarette. The audience has
turned back to the stage. Eddie Murphy
has something to say about Chinese
restaurants.

After the first show, Eddie, his man-
ager, his mother and stepfather and his
best friend, Clinton Smith, all go next
door for a seafood dinner. They meet
one of Eddie’s idols there: his fifth-grade
teacher, who has come to take in the
midnight performance. The entire night
at The Comic Strip is being recorded for
Eddie’s first album, and there’s an al-
most historic air to the evening. Eddie
has been signed, as well, to act in his
first movie. The Hollywood producer
Larry Gordon has put him in a prison
picture, a drama set for Christmas re-
lease, called #8 HRS. Nick Nolte is the
star. Eddie is in the best position in
which a young actor can find himself:
Like Mae West and Lassie before him,
he has the chance to walk into some
body else’s picture and walk away with
it. The movie has surely been built that
way—the producer very much wants
Eddie Murphy to be a star, a big star.

Eddie’s manager is exultant. The al-
bum, Eddie Murphy, 1s to come out in
the summer. Eddie has the first advance
check from it in his wallet. He could pay
cash and buy a house or three or four
good cars or 100 suits. He's not thinking
ahout any of that. He's thinking about
business, about cuts for the album.

“How'd it go?"* he wants to know.

“Great, Eddie,” each person at the
table tells him.

He looks at the table. He stares and
nods. “I think I've got enough now,”
he says. “I've got all I need. Next show,
I can just fool around.”

Nobody disagrees.

Eddie walks back outside, onto the
street, and looks over at his sleek Datsun
double parked in front of the club.

*“Nobody’s going to steal that?"” he asks.

“Nobody's going to steal it,” his man
ager says.

“Nobody’s going to tow it?”

“Not here,” says his manager.

“Hey, Eddie!” a white kid on the
street yells. “Do Buckwheat!”

LEddie keeps walking. “Damn. ‘Do
Buckwheat,”” he says. * ‘Do Buckwheat." ™

“What's the matter with ‘Do Buck-
wheat'?”” his manager asks.

“Nothing,” says Eddie. “I just want to
do better stuff than that.”

“"Buckwheat!” the kid yells.

Eddie goes in for the midnight show,
and the sound of stamping and yelling
pants out onto Second Avenue. He
passes through the crowd and the pant-
ing on the street gets louder and louder,

(continued on page 154}
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“Did you hear about Fezziwig? He almost got in there last New Year’s.”




feve fashion
designers select
trend-setting
look-ahead
looks

especially

for playboy

CLOTHES
OF THE
DAY

attire by
DAVID PLATT

st .

GlL TRUEDNSON
“Today's preoccupation with
physicol fitness translotes into
a slim, leaner fock with subtle
color blends,” states our first
designer, who selected a tropi-
cal wool suit with gabordine
vest, about $475; spread-col-
lar shirt, about $60; silk tie,
cbout $35; and pocket
square, about $15; all by Gil
Truedsson for Tiger of Sweden.



EACH JANUARY, we invite
leading menswear design-
ers to select from their
forthcoming lines a specific
outfit that they predict will
be an important influence
on the direction men’s
fashion takes in the near
future. This year’s design-
ers are Gil Truedsson, An-
drew Fezza, Alan Flusser
and Gene Pressman and
Lance Karesh, who create
exclusively for “Basco
Sportswear. The message
derived from their selec
tions is that the subtle, un-
expected use of colors and
fabrics is often just as im-
portant as sweeping style
changes that are more
trendy than tasteful. Check
out the way these designers
have wed neutral shades
to faded pastels. The looks
are simple, stylish and
fresh—fashion words to
live by in the year ahead.

Best known for his leather
apparel, this designer will ex-
pand his métier this spring to
include this Irish-inen pin-
striped robe with drop shoul-
ders and roll-up sleeves,
about $210, thot’s shown with
motching shorts with on elasti-
cized waist ond angled patch
pockets; the shorls reverse to
pinstriped linen, about $70.




GENE PRESSMAN
LANCE KARESH

Linen also captures the fancy
of this design pair, who “be-
lieve in faded fabrics that
wrinkle and look as though
they’'ve been worn a little.”
Pictured here are a cotton/
linen cardigan sweater, $85; a
linen knit shirt, $36; and dou-
ble-plecated linen slacks, about
$75; all by Pressman and
Karesh for Basco Sportswear.



ALAN FLUSSER
Sweaters continve to be gar-
ments for all seasons as our
last designer, Alan Flusser, se-
lects o foded-plaid cottan
crew-neck, abaut $80; a cot-
ton knit short-sleeved pullover,
about $30; and double-pleat-
ed oxfordclath slacks with
a hinder-binder buckle-strap
back, high waist and suspend-
er buttans, about $90. Harold
Teen, eat your heort out!

o
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Ennl[ M“HPHY (continued from page 148)

““Theway they’re talking, 'm going to be bigger than
Richard Pryor. I’'m going to be Charlie Chaplin.’”

until the club doors close and a boy with

a big box radio walks by and two kids

holding beer bottles push a full wire

garbage can into the street and begin

rolling it down the cobblestoned avenue.
.

When television was just getting going
in the late Forties and the technology
was massive and heavy—not tiny and
full of chips—NBC filled Studio 8-H in
the RCA Dbuilding with election crews
and concerts; ramshackle brilliance and
highbrow shadows; Kukla, Fran and
Toscanini. With its hanging-vine cables
and concrete expanse, 8-H still looks like
what television meant in the first place.
The old-pro technicians wheel around
huge booms, bringing up and bringing
down the cameramen who swoop in the
electric ocular and transmit images to
the masses. Actors walk around wonder-
ing whether or not the producer likes
them. The director blocks and choreo-
graphs. The producer, a young man in
tight pants and a turtleneck, paces and
whispers and looks very important. Two
comedians stand on a low stage and look
up at a disembodied voice.

“Joe, Tony!"” the voice says.

Joe and Tony look toward the voice.

“Move together.”

They do.

“Step forward.”

They do.

“OK. Let's go.”

Joe Piscopo and Tony Rosato, two
members of a recent cast of Saturday
Night Live, begin reading a mildly un-
funny sketch about the show-business
delusions of Pope John Paul II. In the
sketch, the Pope, played by Piscopo,
turns slowly into a Frank Sinatra para-
digm of nasty egotism and disdainful
cool as he receives more and more mass
adulation. He develops a Las Vegas
harshness. He visits Africa.

“Ed-dee!” the disembodied voice calls.
“Where the hell is Eddie?"

Eddie Murphy looks up out of the shad-
ows just beneath the stage, He blinks
his big eyes a couple of times. He doesn’t
move. This sketch he's been watching
has nothing to it.

“Where the hell is Eddie?” says the
VOICE.

“Here I am,"” says Eddie Murphy.

“Well, get up there,” the wvoice says,
“You have a scene.”

Eddie Murphy blinks a couple of more

154 times. He is to play an African priest

in the sketch, one of the few fller parts
he has had to Kick in to the show in the
months since he has become its most
distinctive personality. Not only that,
the sketch has a gratuitous race joke in
it, the only point of which is to get a
laugh out of Eddic’s black skin.

“I'm coming,” he says and hops onto
the stage.

“All right,” says the voice, “now open
the door and say your lines, Eddie.”

He walks through the sketch, reads
his lines, finishes and hops off the stage
and leans against an empty throne to be
used in another sketch. He looks off at
nothing in particular, his 2I-year-old-
boy's face calm, without a crease in it.
He listens to the lines being read on-
stage, puts his hands on the arms of the
throne and shakes his head.

“Mediocre stuff,” he says. “Really
mediocre stuff.” Eddie Murphy shakes
his head another time, almost wearily,
runs his hand over his smooth face and
walks back to his dressing room to call
Clinton Smith.

[ ]

“This kid,” says Eddie's manager,
Bob Wachs, “this kid has instincts like
you cannot believe. Like you won’t be-
lieve. Like you will never believe. This
kid has instincts.”

Wachs is standing in the elevator
lobby of International Creative Manage-
ment, a huge talent agency that handles
many important entertainers. L.C.M.
takes up offices on several floors in a
skyscraper on 57th Street in Manhattan.
Eddie is to meet Wachs there to discuss
his future in the movies, but he has not
yet shown up.

“He'll be here,” says Wachs. “This
kid, you will not believe what instincts
he has. Last week, we were out in Holly-
wood, you know, seeing some movie
exccutives—and they were diddling us
around, you know, offering us the moon
but no money. And Eddie is sitting there
being told by a bunch of movie exec
utives that he is the greatest thing to
come along in who knows how long a
time—since forever. Now, this would
turn some people’s heads, you know, but
not Eddie. Eddie says to me, ‘If they're
not going to offer us a deal, let’s go.’
They didn’t, and we went. What dopes.

“I'll tell you, though: As we were walk-
ing out from onc meeting, Eddie turned
to me. ‘I've always idolized Richard
Pryor,’ he says, ‘but the way they're talk-

ing, I'm not going to be Richard Pryor;
Fm going to be bigger than Richard
Pryor. I'm going to be Charlie Chaplin.’

“That,” Wachs says, “is how they were
talking.”

He takes off his tinted sunglasses. He
is a handsome man, around 40, with
large, open features and a slight re-
semblance to George Segal. “Now, I
don't know if were going to be that
big—but we’re going to be big.” He
looks through the revolving doors and
Eddie is not in sight. “The way they're
talking, anyhow,” Wachs says.

Wachs met Eddie Murphy a couple of
years ago, when he went to audition for
a slot at The Comic Strip, in which
Wachs has a partnership.

“He was cocky, this kid,” Wachs says.
“He complained we wouldn’t let him get
right up. He was full of himself. I told
him, “Too bad; come back later.’ He
waited. He worked the club. I knew.”

Eddie Murphy came flying out of
either heaven or Hempstead, Long
Island, about two years ago, and when
he auditioned for and won his place at
Wachs's club, he already had what he
needed, which was not his wit so much
as this presence he had.

“I mean, I couldn't believe it,"” Wachs
says. “His material was a little rough,
but he had this smile and this voice.”
He was the kind of property developers
search for for years, Wachs could see, and
he'd walked into his club. From where
had he walked? Directly from his child
hood, from his adolescence, with no stops
or crises—no military, no sputtering first
marriage, no nights broke and alone
(good for him!) in cities whose names
sounded Venusian if you said them more
than twice. Eddie Murphy was, they say,
a happy kid. He stayed close to home.
He played ball with Clinton Smith. He
got his comedy training where most
young comics got their training, in high
school.

“We just cut up all day,” says Clinton.
“lI mean, that’s what we did all day in
Roosevelt High; we just cut up.” Clin-
ton is a head shorter than Eddiec, and
quicter, but the two—as it happens
when you meet somebody the same age
at the right moment—telecommunicate.
They have a merged sense of humor.
They can finish each other's sentences,
and this may have happened due to the
circumstance of their meeting: On the
first day of gym class in seventh grade,
for some nearly inexplicable reason,
Clinton Smith ran up to little Eddie
Murphy—just as though they had been
in Little Archie Comics—and jumped
on his head. Instead of throwing him
off, little Eddie found this act tremen-
dously funny, and in the years since, it

(continued on page 208)



when he pestered me with his woeful tales, i wondered, what
is the point to this man’s life2 many years later i found out

N MY FIRST YEARS at the Warsaw Yiddish Writers’ Club, 1 became
known as an editor of manuscripts. Working as a proofreader for the
Literarishe Bleter, I had published a few stories and reviews and had
edited a book or two for the Kletzkin Publishing Company. They paid
pennies, but I could live on pennies. I was a boarder in a private apart-
ment where the rent was cheap, and I had no need for clothes; year in

and year out, my clothes lasted. I had still (continued on page 212) 155
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all the ingredients for

throwing a gala new

year’s eve gallop that’s
off and running at the

stroke of 12

NIGHT
RIDE

EVERY American knows about
Paul Revere’s epic ride to
immortality in 1775. With
all due respect to the daunt-
less equestrian, we have
something different, though
equally exciting, in mind:
an cxubcrant midnight-till-
morn romp into the new
vear. It may not ¢nsure your
place in the history books,
but it's bound to be onc hell
of a fling. The climax of this
come-late, stay-late revel is
a rejuvenating New Year's
breakfast as the morning sun
smiles over the horizon.
You'll notice Scandinavian
influences on this vear's blue-
print for pleasure. They're
deliberate. In learning how
to survive the long, boring
winters, Scandinavian hosts
have clevated partying to an
art form. They keep things
loose and light. Refresh-
ments, though lavish, are
easy to prepare, making no
heavy demands on either
gucsts or hosts. For the most
part, people help themselves
as they wish, creating an
ideal aimosphere for free-
wheeling revelry.
Here's the suggested game
plan for your triumphant
(concluded on page 176)

food and drink
By EMANUEL GREENBERG




HOW TO SURVIVE
THE HOLIDAYS
WITH YOUR PARENTS

at this most heart-warming time of year,
here’s a guide to keep you from getting burned

humor
By DAN GREENBURG
and
SUZANNE O'MALLEY

l I NLESS YOU ARE an ol])lmn or an extraterrestrial, your

parents probably expect you to return to the old
homestead every year for the holidays. Never mind that you
have a girlfriend or a wife with whom you would like to
share those special days. Never mind that you're not eager to
subject her to a visit with your folks. Never mind that she
has parents who expect her to return to Jer old homestead.

The prospect of spending the holidays with either set of
parents is about as inviting as checking into the hospital {or
a lower-G.1. series, but you will probably have to do it any-
way. We have assembled a few pointers to help you through
this ordeal, but first let us pause to ask:

Is there no way to avoid going home for the holidays?
(Note: “Home” is where the parent is. Even if the child is 46
years old and owns a 51,000,000 mansion, this is considered a
temporary residence to be lived in until the child comes to
his senses and moves hack home where he belongs.)

No matter what your religion is, your parents would prob-
ably most like you to come home for Christmas. Christmas is
erroneously thought to be the jolliest of the holidays, so it's
the time of year when we find the greatest disparity between
expectation and reality. It is, traditionally, the occasion for
the worst family fights and an impressive number of intra-
family homicides. Consequently, you must try to avoid Christ-
mas with the folks like the Black Death.

A useful thing to know is that if you visit your parents on
any occasion that falls within 31 days of Christmas (as
Thanksgiving does this year), you are eligible for the Christ
mas Exemption. To exercise it, you should have the follow-
ing conversation by phone with your parents:

yvou: Gosh, Mom, it just won't seem right not being
home for Thanksgiving this year.

smox: Well, then, come home.

vou: Greatl There’s just one thing, though. With Christ-
mas so close to Thanksgiving, I won't be able to come
home for both holidays.

A word of caution: It is extremely dangerous to plead

158 poverty as an excuse for not going home for Christmas. Your

parents arc very likely to send you a prepaid airline ticket.
Not only will your excuse be invalid but the ticket will be
the bargain sort requiring you to spend ten days to two weeks
at your destination. Premature departure will result in your
having to pay regular fare—nearly double the bargain rate.
(It is widely assumed thar airlines designed that type of ticket
to benefit tourists and vacationers. The truth is that it was
imtended to keep visiting children home under threat of
financial penalties.)

TAKING SOMEBODY HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS

It is always preferable to visit home with a friend. Your
parents will not be pleased with this plan, because they want
you all to themselves and because in the presence of your
friend, they will have to act like mature human beings.

The worst kind of friend to take home is a girl, because
in that case, there is the potential that your parents will lose
you not just for the duration of the visit but forever. The
worst kind of girl to take home is one of a different religion:
Not only will you be lost to your parents forever but you will
be lost to a woman who is immune to their religious/moral
arguments and whose example will irretrievably corrupt you.

Let's say you've lallen in love with just such a girl and
would like 1o take her home for the holidays. You are aware
ol your parents’ xenophobic response to anyone of a different
religion. How to prepare them for the shock?

Simple. Call them up shortly before your wvisit and tell
them that you have gotten quite serious about somebody who
15 of a different religion, a different race and the same sex.
Tell them you have already invited this person to meet them.
Give the information a moment to sink in and then remark
that you were only kidding, that your lover is merely of a
different religion. They will be so relieved they will welcome
her with open arms.

SLEEPING ARRANGEMENTS IN THE PARENTAL HOME

Many parents today are aware that their grown children
engage in sexual activity. Some may even know that one of
their offspring is living with a member ol the opposite sex

ILUSTRATION BY SCOTT GUSTAFSON






PLAYBOY

out of wedlock. Hard as it may be to
believe, parents enjoy having their
friends commiserate with them about
your scandalous living arrangements and
are secretly delighted that you have pro-
vided them with something colorful to
talk about.

But remmember: Having a little harm-
less fun at your expense in no way
obligates your parents to accept the sex-
ual realities of your life, It’s all right for
them to know what you're doing but
not all right for them to let you know
they know what you're doing. Such
acknowledgment may mistakenly imply
approval of your behavior.

For that reason, it is absolutely out of
the question for parents to allow you to
share a bedroom with your girlfriend
during your holiday visit. Any sugges-
tion that you do so will result in the
popular parental exhortation “Not un-
der this roof you won't!” (We are ac-
quainted with a former University of
Massachusetts student who circumvented
that edict by pitching a tent in his
parents’ back yard and slecping with his
beloved inside it.)

If you'll be spending the holidays at
your girlfriend's parents’ home, it is
useful to point out that most girls’
fathers would be more vexed to learn
that you had had carnal knowledge of
their daughters than that you had slept
with their wives. For that reason, we
suggest that you do not request sleeping
arrangements in the same bedroom as
their daughter. (Even if you are married,
chances are that any suggestion that you
and she share the same bed will receive
a chilly reception.)

Whether it’s your parents’ home or
hers, you will be given separate accom-
modations and will have to slip into her
room after the parents have gone to
sleep. At such time, remember to be
mute in the throes of ecstasy, leave no
telltale evidence of your pleasure on the
sheets and return to your own bed be-
fore first light.

Now it is time we reflect on a very
perplexing question:

Why is going to visit your parents
always such a horrendous ordeal?

It is a horrendous ordeal for four
reasons:

Reason #1: Parents’ perception of a
son’s or daughter’s age always has at
least a three-year lag and does not com-
pute past the age of 16. Leading an in-
dependent adult life and then suddenly
being forced to become a teenager for a
week is a traumatic shock to the nervous
system that can cause disorientation,
crankiness, acne and a tendency to
whine when asking to borrow the family
car.

Reason #2: Parents do not approve

160 of anything you have done in the past,

anything you are doing in the present
or anything you contemplate doing in
the future. As far as they are concerned,
il it is your idea and not theirs, it is by
definition alarming, illegal, immoral or
just plain stupid.

Reason #3: Parents do not want you
to do anything you'd like to do while you
are in their home—only things they'd
like you to do. These things they'd
like you to do are mnot cven things
that they themselves enjoy: things such
as visiting a relative who is even less fun
than they are—a shutin aunt, a bed
ridden and senile uncle in a nursing
home, a grandparent in a coma who
does not even know you are there—or
attending a cousin’s friend’s funeral.
Parents do not want you to do anything
that is interesting or fun, such as visit
your best friend from childhood whom
you haven't seen in six years, because
they resent any time you spend with
anybody but them, even if it's after they
hauve gone to sleep.

Reason #4: Parents do not want you
to follow the schedule you are used to
following in your own home hut—what
is worse—they pretend they do. Despite
what they say, they want you to do
things on a schedule that they find con-
venient. When Frank Sinatra sang, I
did it my way,” he was not describing a
visit to his parents’ home.

Here is an example of the sort of
pretense we mean: ‘

The pretense: Parents will let you
have dinner wherever and whenever you
like.

The reality:

PARENT: What time would you like
me to fix dinner tonight?

you: Oh, hey, you don't have to
cook for us—why don’t 1 take us
out to a nice French restaurant?

PARENT: Nonsense. There's no point
in going out to some fancy place
and spending a lot of money
when you can have a much more
nourishing meal at home, where
it won't cost you a nickel. Now,
then, what time would you like
your dinner—about six o'clock?

vou: Well, at home, we usually like
to eat around eight or cight-thirty.

PARENT: Isn't that a little late?

vou: No, it's ideal—eight or eight-
thirty is when we get hungry.

PARENT: Eating that late isn't
healthy.

you: OK, then, let's eat any time
you like.

PARENT: Oh, no, I'll make dinner
any time you say. After all, you're
the guest.

vou: OK, then, how about eight
o'clock?

rArenT: I don't know. To me, eat-

ing as late as eight puts a strain
on the digestive system. But if
that's what you wamt to do, it's
perfectly all right with me.

vou: All right. [Sigh] Let’s ear at six,

PARENT: Are you sure that isn‘t too
early for you?

you: No, no, six will be just fine.

PARENT: Well, OK, but only if that's
what you really want to do.

Analysis: Note that from the outset of
the dialog, there is, in the parent’s iind,
only one correct answer to the question
“What time would you like me to fix
dinner tonight?” In this case, the parent
has supplied the correct answer herself.
In our next example, there is also only
one correct answer, but the parent has
decided to make you find out what it is.

The pretense: Parents will let you
slcep as late as you like when you visit
them over the holidays.

The reality:

PARENT: How late would you like us
to let you sleep tomorrow?

vou: Oh, I don’t know. Ten o'clock
or ten-thirty.

PARENT: That late?

vou: Well, that’s how late 1 usually
like to sleep when I don’t have to
get up for work, but if that’s go-
ing to create problems for you, 1
could probably get up earlier.

PARENT: Oh, no, I understand; you
need your slecp. And, besides,
you're on vacation and you're ¢n-
titled to it. The only thing is, the
man is coming to wash the win-
dows tomorrow and he has to start
with your room.

vou: What time does he come?

PARENT: Seven o'clock. But if you
want to sleep late, I'll make him a
cup of coffee and have him do a
few things in the kitchen, and you
can stay in bed as late as seven-
thirty.

vou: Seven-thirty? Look, why does
he have to start with my room?
Why can’t he do my room last?

PARENT: Well, that's the way he likes
to do it. We've tried to convince
him to do it differently, but he's
an old man and he's set in his
ways, and, besides, he’s had a lot
of sadness in his family recently—
his sister had to be put in an in-
stitution and his wife ran off with
a chiropractor—and 1 just don’t
want to upset him. But if seven-
thirty is too early for you, I'll just
tell him to come another time.

vou: Boy, I'd really appreciate that,
because

PARENT: I’ll have to pay him, of
course, for doing nothing, and
that would be a shame; but 1

(continuecd on page 204)




PHOTOS BY

GEORGE HURRELL sits in the darkroom of
his San Fernando Valley house, working
on his latest assignment—a photographic
portrait of a Texas oil baron and his
wife. With an X-acto knife, he scratches
away at the gigantic 8” x 10" black-and-
white negative, actually removing part
of the man’s cheeks, making him look
shmmer, younger and, well, more glam-
orous. It’s painstaking work-——one slip
will ruin the negative and send Hurrell

At the top, Jean Harlow in 1935;
above, Hurrell takes a champagne
breck with pal Bette Davis, 1940.

into a sputtering rage—and it seems out
of place for Hurrell to be doing it him-
self. He 1s, after all, one of the most
famous men in photography, the leg-
endary king of the Hollywood glamor
photographers for more than 56 years, a
man who can easily afford to have
someone else do the drudgery—the
developing, the retouching, the prints
themselves.

Not Hurrell. Never mind that his



“How would you like to tussle with Russell?”” That’s what Howard Hughes asked when he promoted The Outlaw, a film so steamy for its
time it was banned across the country. Hurrell’s fomous 1942 haystack shot of Jane Russell (above) cought almost as much flok from the
bluenoses as the film did, particularly tagged with this coption: WHAT ARE THE TWO GREAT REASONS FOR JANE RUSSELL'S RISE TO STARDOM?




work hangs in galleries all over the
world or that people pay thousands of
dollars to put a framed Hurrell original
on the wall. He has farmed out work
before, only to have it end up in the
hands of young technicians who lacked
his drive for perfection. So, at 78 years

Hurrell’s style is as distinctive as his models. He made Rita Hayworth (top left) one of World War Two's great pinups; another favorite
subject, Bette Davis (top right), became o close friend. While Mae West (above left) could be uninhibited before a camera, screen temptress
Maria Montez (above right) was usually much more modest. “That shot was about as sexy as we could get in those days,” says Hurrell.



of age, he is still taking pictures—lots
of them, in fact—and still maintaining
the attention to detail that made him
famous.

Since he shot his first portrait of a
celebrity—Ramon Novarro, in 1927—
Hurrell (text continued on page 172)

As an experienced model, Shannon is no stranger to a photo studio, but she found Hurrell’s Old World charm special. “He was so cheer-
ful, so professional,” she says. “If | always worked for photographers who treated me the way he did, it wouldn't be work at all. Because
of his oge, you'd think he’d work slowly, but we shot for only two hours. He knew exactly what he wanted.” Above, the artist and his subject.
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“The new actresses don’t have the sense of pesing that the old stars did,” says Hurrell. “There’s no one around to train them—that's why
Hollywood seems less glamorous. But Shannon is different. She knows how to pose and what to do with herself. What surprised me more
thon anything about her was her nice personality—the kind of personality that has an intellect to go with it. | was quite impressed with that.”




THAYT WAS THE YEAR THAT WAS
P
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humor By TOM KOCH

Ron hoped the Russian pipeline plan
Would never come to pass.
He'd rather see our allies cook
With lead-free, Red-free gas.

The E.T. boom shocked film tycoons,
Their chairs they almost fell off.
The year's big heartthrob looked much like

A turtle with its shell off.

When fighting stopped, her troops became

Some cops are awed by TV stars,

Miss Thatcher's little helpers. But one proved more than spunky.
Three t_housand stayed to baby-sit He ticketed Tonight Show's host
With eighteen hundred kelpers. While crying out, “Heeeeere’s Drunky!”

When Miss Loren was put in jail,

She took it quite sedately.

Less calm were men who volunteered
To share her plight cellmately.

When NBC picked Taxi up, Ann Landers, caught recycling some
Some network faces fell. Old columns of advice,

Would such a castoff bomb again Was told, “Your wisdom drops like pearls
Orring a Tinker bell? But please don't drop it twice.”

Von Biilow's saintly pose in court
Could not prevent his fall.

The jury ruled that Claus was not
A Santa after all.

Fermmando's holdout left him drained
Of strength till nearly June.

Or was he still exhausted from

His winter honeymoon?

p

John Glenn was hyped for President,
But will he make the race?

Or will the trial balloon he launched
Drift up to outer space?

The hoop-la for the new Brit prince
Made Princess Anne turn grim.

Would she play royal kitchy-koo

Or take a swing at him?
At Wimbledon, Jim Connors found Heart surgery for Kissinger
His cheering section growing. Restored his active life.
His key to popularity: Now some contend his ego, too,

More play, less McEnroeing. ILLUSTRATIONS BY BILL UTTERBACK Should undergo the knife.



tongue-in-cheek remembrances of sundry personalities and events that made news in 1982

The L.A. Lakers won it all

With play both strong and steady.
Some other Lakers fared less well—
There was, for instance, Freddie.

Miss King drew cheers at Wimbledon.
Her stamina was great,

Assuring younger fans there still

Is life at thirty-eight.

In Washington, a page boy told
His secret of success:

When Congressmen gave him the aye,
He always nodded yes.

Dan Rather fought the ratings war
With sweat just short of blood.

He even learmed to smile on cue,
Lest he sink into Mudd.

InRussia, Billy Graham heard ~®2  The paths of Liz and Richard crossed,

No talk of persecution. Which caused their fans to shout,

Of course, he didn’t hear from those “Don’t start again! The rules are clear:
Who'd had their execution. Three marriages, you're out!”

A Buckingham intruder left A State Department language change
The guards with faces red. Helped put our allies at ease.

He didn't have the pass required Shultz, in English, has replaced
To join the queen in bed. \ Al Haig and his Pentagonese.

To have a test-tube baby got

More common every day,

Though most agreed conception was
More fun the other way.

The year had both its ups and downs. Ambassador Kirkpatrick was
Some wept while others cheered. Our nation’s peace trustee.
General Dozier turned up sound, But bouts she had with Washington

But George Bush disappeared. Resembled World War Three. 171
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W&Q/ (continued from page 164)

“Hurrell, who seldom photographs nudes, thought
Shannon would make a perfect subject.”

has taken some of the most memorable
pictures ever to come out of Hollywood.
The subjects’ names alone are synony-
mous with film’s golden era: Greta
Garbo, Marlene Dietrich, Mae West,
Bette Davis, Jean Harlow, Clark Gable,
Joan Crawford, Jane Russell, the Barry-
mores, Humphrey Bogart and hundreds
of others. His style, which combines
his distinctive use of an 8" x 10" camera
with creative lighting designs—using spot-
lights instead of strobes—has not
changed for more than half a century.
While the rest of the world clicks away
with 35mm motor-driven cameras, Hur-
rell uses the old techniques to impress a
new audience, including a spate of rock
stars who have hired him to shoot their
album covers. Not a small achievement
for a man who started back with the
talking picture.

Take what happened to our own
Shannon Tweed. Hurrell, who seldom
photographs nudes, thought Shannon
would make a perfect subject; his in-
stincts, as you can tell by these photos,
are still impeccable. She came away from
her photo session in awe. “He knew just
what he was doing,” she says. “His tech-
niques are his own. No one can copy
him.” Shannon also got a quick lesson
in the value of a Hurrell portrait. I
put one of the Hurrells in my portfolio
and Lina Wertmuller took it,” she ex-
plains. “She was supposedly doing a
movie in Rome, starring Sophia Loren,
that she wanted me to be part of. The
movie's since been canceled, but she was
so [ascinated with the photograph that
she took it. She doesn’t speak English
very well and I didn’t have the nerve to
say, ‘Please don't take my Hurrell” She
was so impressed with the picture that
she was going 1o show it to Fellini that
evening at dinner.”

Wertmuller has an eye for art. Some
Hurrell photographs are priced as high
as $20,000 each.

Now that he's 78, Hurrell works most-
ly at home. The man who defined glam-
or for several gencrations lives with
Betty, his third wife, in an unassuming
part of the San Fernando Valley—"a
good old flat, ordinary part of the val-
ley,”” he says, where you're more likely
to find Laverne and Shirley than the girls
Moon Unit Zappa sings about. It’s about
as close in spirit to Beverly Hills as New
Jersey is to Manhattan.

His living there is not a matter of
economics. It’s just that Hurrell is so

172 <¢caught up in his work that he tends not

to dwell on the incidentals of his life.
He’s not sure when he married his pres-
ent wife (it was in either 1954 or 1955)
and he sometimes has trouble remem-
bering the ages of his six children, but
he can easily recall minute details about
a photo he took before World War Two.
“If you're like me, you don’t pay much
attention to anything except getting the
work out,” he says.

There's another telling fact apparent
in the house. “When my fricnd Helmut
Newton was out here one night, he
looked around and asked, ‘Where the hell
are your photographs Indeed, the
walls feature only oil pamntings, all orig-
inals by Hurrell and only one of them
finished. The others could be considered
works in progress—except for the fact
that there is no progress. An unfinished
portrait of his daughter—partially
sketched, partially painted—has stayed
that way for several years, and a still life
that is a mere outline was begun in the
Forties. The only photo to be scen is a
snapshot of George and Betty in a per-
fect-posture pose outside a local restau-
rant. It's the kind of shot you can take
with an Instamatic and get developed
at Fotomat.

Why no Hurrell photography?
“There’s no place to put it,” he insists.
“So much of my work is just people;
after you've looked at them half a dozen
times, you just get tired of looking at
them.

“I don’t have a super ego inside my
belly,” he says, patting his ample girth.
“If 1 have a special talent, it's because I
work hard at it and try my damnedest.
Maybe it's mostly sweat.” Lest that
sound like [alse modesty, it should be
pointed out that Hurrell is not neces-
sarily a modest man. He can beam with
pride while showing you some of his
recent work. It's as if he's gained a cer-
tain wisdom with age that keeps the
various aspects of his life in perspective.

As Shannon said after mecting him,
“You want to sit at his feet and learn
everything he knows."”

Meanwhile, his paintings stay unfin-
ished because he can’t find the time to
put down his camera and pick up his
palette. “*All I ever wanted to be was an
artist,” he recalls. “I always thought I'd
give up photography and go into paint-
ing. As I went along, I kept finding out
that I could paint only for fun. If you
want to paint seriously, you have to do
nothing but paint. I would have been
happier if 1 had done it and probably

?- ”

had a more exciting life, too.”

It was his desire to paint—plus bad
health—that made Hurrell leave Chi-
cago in 1925 for the burgeoning artists’
colony in Laguna Beach, California.
Laguna was also a summer playground
for the rich from Los Angeles, and since
he wasn't selling many paintings, he
made extra cash by taking photographic
portraits of the well-heeled vacationers.

At least one customer was satisfied
enough to recommend Hurrell to Ra-
mon Novarro. Novarro, who was under
contract to MGM, wanted to become an
opera star and thought a new set of por-
traits, giving him a more artistic image,
would help. He was so pleased with the
results that he showed them to Norma
Shearer, another MGM star and the wile
of the studio’s reigning production gen-
ius, Irving Thalberg. Shearer, too, was
in the market for a make-over: Despite
her obvious connections, she found her-
self relegated to light, ladylike roles and
wanted to make the switch to heavy
drama.

“She was trying to get this sexy role
that her husband didn’t think she could
handle,”” recalls Hurrell, who was
pleased to find a second celebrity seek-
ing an image-altering portfolio. *I made
her look like what was considered sexy
in those days—a leg showing, a little
shoulder. Today, it would be so tame
you'd laugh at it.”

Shearer didn't laugh. Neither did
Thalberg, who was so impressed with the
pictures that he gave his wife the part
she wanted and asked Hurrell to come
to work full time at MGM as a still
photographer. America was entering the
Depression and Hurrell was a starving
artist. When he found out he’d make
5150 a week at MGM, he jumped at it.

MGM'’s slogan in those days was
“More stars than there are in heaven,”
and Hurrell photographed them all. As
the years passed, he bounced from studio
to studio as the staff photographer or
free-lanced from his own small studio
on the Sunset Strip. His life was a pa-
rade of stars and his work was scen in
newspaper rotogravure sections and mag-
azines around the world.

Hurrell’s success came [rom a combi-
nation of artistry, technique and unusual
antics. Full of boundless energy and a
quick-witted charm—both of which he
still has today—he played music to get
his subjects into the desired mood. If
that didn’t work, he'd jump around
the room like one of the Three Stooges,
even standing on his head to get a spark
out of his more sobersided subjects.
Other times, when he was dealing with
somc of the more naturally outgoing
stars, the results were surprising. Mae
West showed up for a photo session at
Paramount one evening in 1934 with

(concluded on page 234)



THE WORD PROCESSOR

his nephew had bualt it from mongrel parts. did
ut work? oh, yes, and in a way he couldn’t believe

Siction By STEPHEN KING At first glance, it
looked like a Wang word processor—it had a Wang key-
board and a Wang casing. It was only at second glance that
Richard Hagstrom saw that the casing had been slit open
(and not gently, either; it looked to him as if the job had
been done with a hack-saw blade) to admit a slightly larger
IBM cathode-ray tube. The archive disks that had come
with this odd mongrel were not Hoppy at all; they were as
hard as the 45s Richard had listened to as a kid.

“What in the name of God is that?” his wife, Lina, asked
as he and Mr. Nordhoff lugged it over to his study piece by
piece. Nordhoff had lived next door to Richard’s brother’s
family—Roger, Belinda and their boy, Jonathan.

“It’s something Jon built,” (continued on page 217)
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TEN THINGS THAT MAKE ME LAUGH

they say you can tell a lot about a man by his sense of humor—~but then, they’ve never met the iceman of walergate

HUGH HEFNER's bucking the establish-
ment again. No sooner does The Wash-
ington Post dub me “the Darth Vader
of the Nixon Administration” than
PLAYBOY asks me to play Han Solo and
tell you the kinds of things I find funny.
Well, aside from the fact that I find such
a request the funniest thing since they
sat down to grade John Sirica’s bar-exam
papet, there are at least nine other
things I find to laugh about in this world.

For instance, I find jargon funny. The
next time you're aboard a commercial
Right, listen to the stewardess as she
announces, “In the unlikely event of a
water landing, your seat cushion may be
employed as a flotation device. . . ."”

In plain English, what the woman is
saying is, “I[ we crash at sea, you can use
your seat cushion as a float.” If she were
to say that, of course, half the passengers
would get up and leave before take-off.

Stewardesses are a funny lot, anyway.
Listen to the inflection, the emphasis, as
any one of them announces:

“Ladies and gentlemen, Captain Spin-
well is beginning our hAnal descent into
the Fudville area, and he has turned on
the No SMOKING and FASTEN SEAT BELT
signs and does request that you bring all
seat backs. . .."”

The clear implication is that a mass of
hostile passengers have somehow chal-
lenged her statements and asserted that
the captain had done no such things.

Military jargon is funny, too. As the
last time I was on active duty was in
1954, I'd forgotten that. Then my son,
Tom, returned from having his eyes ex-
amined and showed me the result on
standard form 513. He passed. But under
REASON FOR REQUEST was typed the fol-
lowing: “This 19 y/o male with a history
of applying for a commission in the U.S.
Marine Corps as an aviator.”

If that sounds to you like a complaint
of illness (“This 19 y/o male with a his-
tory of hip dysplasia and deafness in one
eye"), it’s probably because the form had
been filled out by a member of the U.S.
Navy requesting a medical facility of the
U.S. Air Force to examine a young man
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the U.S. Marine Corps. What it meant to
say was, “This 19-year-old male has ap-
plied for a commission in the U.S. Ma-
rine Corps as an aviator.” But the
military couldn’t do that. We are dealing
here with people for whom the verbs
load and unload are impossible to un-
derstand. They have to onload and off-
load the aircraft.

Another thing I find funny is the
press. The ladies and gentlemen of the
fourth estate don’t often coin new words,
but their creative ability should not be
underestimated. Recently, as I was check-
ing into a hotel on Hilton Head Island
in South Carolina, a young lady repre-
senting The Island Packel was on hand
and interviewed me. In the course of
telling her what I was doing these days,
I mentioned that I was the host of a
soon-to-be syndicated television interview
program and gave as an example of my
guests Admiral Gene La Rocque of the
Center for Delense Information in
Washington, D.C. Although the young
lady wrote that down, she must not have
been able to read her notes when she got
back to her paper. Undaunted, she just
made something up, creating an officer
with a name I'd never heard and, uncer
tain of his rank, appointed him a “gen-
eral admiral"—surely a first in American
military and naval history. Not to worry.
When she grows up, she can join The
Washington Post, make up entire stories
and win the Pulitzer Prize.

The altermath of Watergate continues
to amuse me. The latest source of amuse-
ment is the report that Jeb Magruder
has made a mid-life career change and
has metamorphosed into a Protestant
minister. Somehow, I did not find his
ghostwritten autobiography on a par
with The Confessions of Saint Augus-
tine; instead of the awe inspired by the
account of the striking to the ground of
Saul of Tarsus by the hand of God, a
chuckle is all 1T can manage for this
mincing away from marketing. I wonder
who's watching the poor box?

Sex, as some people practice it, makes
me laugh. The subject came up recently
when my friend the noted screenwriter

ILLUSTRATION BY TIM ANDERSON

Bob Dellinger had my wife, Fran, and
me in tow, showing off his home town of
Venice, California. As we walked along the
waterfront, dodging microbikinied teeny-
boppers hurtling by on state-of-theart
roller skates like so many Exocet missiles
with jammed guidance systems, Bob
spotted an attractive young woman limp-
ing toward us pushing a bicycle. He
hailed her and we were all introduced
by our first names (surnames have been
outlawed in California); the usual “How
are ya?” elicited the fact that his friend
was suffering from shin splints. We all
commiserated and the poor woman hob-
bled off, leaning on her bicycle for
sUpport.

“Now, there's an interesting woman,"”
Bob commented. “I used her case as the
basis for a television script for a cop
show a while ago. There's nothing like
ordinary people to give you something
fresh for a long-running series.”

According to Dellinger, since puberty
the woman had had a [antasy of making
it with a uniformed policeman (prefer-
ably one assigned to motorcycle duty);
upon reaching adulthood, she proceeded
to act out her fantasy in spades. At the
end of each episode, as her officer of the
day got back into his uniform prepara-
tory to hopping on his Harley to hit the
freeway, relieved of the stresses built up
in the war against crime, she would hand
him his gun belt lovingly—but not with-
out first slipping from the cartridge
carrier a souvenir round of .38 special.

“By the time I met her,” said Bob,
*that chick had more ammunition than
we left on the ground in Vietnam.”

“My God,” said my awe-struck wife,
“no wonder the poor thing can’t walk!
You'd think she'd find another fantasy.”

“She did,” said Dellinger. “Ran out
of cops. Still digs uniforms, though. Now
she’s into bus drivers. Waits till everyone
else gets off at the end of the line, then
hits on them.™

“Don’t tell me,” said Fran. “Now she
collects. . . .”

“You got it,” Bob said. “Transfers!”

“I thought,” (concluded on page 237)
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“W hen dawn breaks, the ride’s nearly over. Eye open-
ers and nourishment will lift flagging spirits.”

gallop into 1983: Pop a few champagne
corks around midnight to get the ride
on the road. Then trot out the Stock-
h