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PAY $4,500




BECAUSEIT'S NOTJUSTATY,
IT’S AN EXPERIENCE.

The Fisher 25-inch Stereo Color
TV/High Resolution Monitor.

The experience begins with a high
resolution (400 lines with video
input) picture. A picture so clear, so
sharp, so vivid, it is unlike anything
you have ever seen before. On the
Fisher PC340 you can receive
stereo or bilingual broadcasts.
Video inputs are built-in for direct
video to video playback from your
video cassette recorder. Result: an
interference-free picture. Cable-
ready with an 18-key wireless
remote contral.

TV Picture Simulated



The Fisher VHS Stereo Video The Fisher 150 Watts-Per- The Fisher Fully Programmable
Cassefte Recorder. Channel | rated Stereo Linear 'ruld(mg Turntable.
The experience continues with A"' lifier and 3-way Bass sutto ] ther
Fisher's FVH730 4-head video x Speaker System. ~
cassette recorder that has L1.:ten This is the sound you expect
everything imaginable. Stereo, from a great audio system. Now,
with Dolby® NR., 14-day, 9-event you get it with your television, too.
ammable timer, autormnatic A massive 150 watts-per-channel™
gram search and the of vibrant distortion-free sound. tracking and the quartz PLL direct
convenience of front-loading for This same 150 watts allows you to drive DC-servo motor incorporates
easy cassette changes. hear everything, every note e nology to ensure
perfectly, even at low listening superior sound reproduction.
levels. The Fisher CAZ76B amplifier
is perfectly matched to a pair of e _
Fisher ST845 SK cers that feature _L[.;‘_'-lkl]}-’]}.f-“-::‘r-.--- nstered trademark of Dolby
15-inch wooler nch midrange
and 4-inch ferro fluid damped
superhom tweeters.




The Fisher Quartz PLL Digital
Synthesized Tuner.

The tuner of the future is here. The
Fisher FM276B . Sixteen-station pre-
set tuning (8 AM and 8 FM) with
electronic memory. Memory scan,
which will go to the next pre-set
station or simply to the next station
autornatically. All with dazzling
fidelity.

The Fisher Double Cassetie Deck.

The ultimate cassette deck is two
cassette decks so you can not only
make tapes from the tuner and
records, you can make your own
tapes from tapes. The Fisher
CRWB8UB features Dolby B+ C
Noise Reduction Systems and auto
search function. Sequential play
allows you to play two tapes
through successively without
stopping. High-Speed Dubbing lets
you copy tape to tape at half the
normal playing time.

The Fisher Graphic Equalizer.
Now you can tailor your sound
system to suit the unique acoustics
of your room. The Fisher EQ276B
Graphic Equalizer makes sure the
bass, mid-range and high-
frequencies are reproduced with
concert hall accuracy. The built-in
fluorescent spectrum analyzer
graphically displays amplitude at
each frequency to help you
pinpoint adjust the 20 bands.




The Fisher Compact Disc Player.
This is space age technology. The
Fisher AD844B produces a degree
of sonic perfection that is almost
inconceivable. A laser beam scans
the computer-enceded surface of a
digital disc to pick up audio signals
and deliver them through a digital
filter. Surface noise and wear-out
are banished. With A-B Repeat,
Program, Skip and Scan Play
functions and separate headphone
volume control, the world's most
faultless sound is here. This is the
final touch to make what was once
a mere television set, the realized
fantasy of science.

7 FISHER

THE ULTIMATE EXPERIENCE.
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Quorum. A cologne for the other man lurking inside you.

Eau de toilette,

spray cologne,
afiter shave.

At Saks Fifth Avenue
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A JANUARY IsSUE of pLavBOY is always big. This one’s smart, too.
You'll discern the sweet reason of William F. Buckley, Jr., in Rede-
fining Smart, a Nautilus program for the mind. Sagely illustrated
by Robert Giusti, Buckley’s think piece suggests that the age of the
Renaissance man is over but the eternal verities remain. Among
them are equal justice under law, baseball and changing Ameri-
can sexuality, examined this month in Freaks and the American
Ideal of Manhood, by another great thinker, James Baldwin.

If Jacksonian androgyny is the order of the day, what’s to
come next? In our line-up, it’s the perfectly feminine Goldie
Hawn, Laugh-In girl turned superstar. “Any preconceptions I
might have had about interviewing a giggle-voiced, dafly blonde
were dispelled the moment | met her,” says Lawrence Grobel,
whose Playboy Interview with Goldie covers her days as a go-go
dancer, her relationship with actor Kurt Russell and her life as one
of a mere handful of “‘bankable™ female stars.

There are plenty of bankable women in music. You'll see a lot
of them in The Girls of Rock 'n’ Roll. Rock’s better half has never
been stripped down so well, thanks to Contributing Photogra-
pher Ken Marcus, West Coast Photo Editor Marilyn Grabowski and
Assistant Photo Editor Patty Beaudet.

Our holiday fiction rocks, too. You'll never forget You Must
Remember This, in which Robert Coover recounts what probably
happened that one bed-rocking night Rick and llsa spent
together in Casablanca. Eimore Leonard's Glitz, an excerpt from
his forthcoming Arbor House novel, finds a cop on leave in
Puerto Rico being trailed by a vengeful con. And in One for His
Lordship, and One for the Road!, illustrated by Charles Bragg, mas-
ter fantasist Ray Bradbury bellies up to the bar with the tale of an
olde Irish lord and his disloyal opposition. Sex, revenge and
booze—what more could you ask for the holidays?

How about The Joys of Success? Los Angeles Magazine's Jean
Penn asked Gore Vidal, Tom Brokaw, ad wizard Joe Sedelmaier and
other celebs what makes them jeel they've reached the top. With
a wildly successful illustration by John O'Leary, this feature may
give spoils a good name.

The joys of sex may depend on girl density—a principle stud-
ied at length by Seth Rachlin and George Van Hoomissen. ““George
and I traveled to 52 girls’ schools,” Rachlin told us. “Girls would
ask us what we were doing there. “We ran out of gas' worked well,
but ‘We’re writing a book about women’s colleges’ got skeptical
glares.” All skepticism aside, girls, the book will be published by
Crown as Where the Girls Are Today, and the authors have adapted
some of its juiciest info for this month’s special pLavBoy chart. LEONARD

Veteran hell-raiser Larry L. King bemoans the new asceticism in
Wholesome Blues. Asked about his next project, King said, “1
never plan more than two hours ahead, though I am thinking
about becoming king of England.”

In Fathers, Sons, Blood, Harry Crews (shown here with his son
Byron) explores the trials and treasures of fatherhood, while Willie
Morris’ The Women and Dogs in My Life spotlights other essentials.
<] felt that great women and dogs have been central to my life,”
says Morris. *“This is my way of thanking them all.” Trust us,
Ms. Steinem—Morris is no sexist.

Diane Lane is sexy, though. We sent Contributing Editor David
Rensin o ask her 20 Questions; the 19-year-old actress compiled a
perfect score. Our annual Playmale Review is sexy times 12, while
Playboy's Bloopers, Boners and F¥*h-Ups is sexy and funny. And
Putrick Nagel is a tribute to a fine pLavsov artist who died tragi-
cally last year (a scholarship fund in his name is being set up by
the Art Center College of Design in Pasadena). Don’t miss Dan
Jenkins' great new Sporfs column; Miss January, Joan Bennett,
limning the City of Light in the center of the magazine; or The
Spirit of '85, fashion predictions from four of the world’s leading
designers. Then there's The Eleventh-Hour Santa, a last-minute- 5
gift directory, the Playboy Guide to Holiday Entertaining and \ . Rk
more. But we're out of breath. CREWS, CREWS © MORRIS
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COVER STORY That bubbly blonde in the champagne glass is the intoxicat-
ing Goldie Hawn. Qur cover was shot by Contributing Photographer Arny
Freytag, produced by West Coast Photo Editor Marilyn Grabowski and fea-
tures hair styling by José Eber of Maurice José, Beverly Hills, and make-up
by Armando Cosio. Goldie's Playboy Interview begins on page 71. Cheers!
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€ 1984 Toycta Motor Sales. USA . Inc

Cut across rock-strewn gorges.
Kick through sand that used to hold you
back. Pound your way through places
you always thought were impossible.

The new 1985 Toyota 4x4 has a 24
liter engine, the most powerful engine

\ . ever built fora
———  truckofits
——class. Its 116
_—— snorting horses

71’ will take you where
you want to go without working up a
sweat. How? Its all-new computer-
controlled Electronic Fuel Injection
always feeds ‘em when theyTe hungry.
Exactly what they need.

Built like a tank, this feisty 4x4
boasts wide, rugged P225/75R15 tires,
and pounds along because it can take

a pounding. For the lofty spirit in you
that wants to get above it all, you get
the highest running ground clearance
inits class. So you'll ride high over the
obstacles—not into them.

its double-wall bed construction is
matched with solid steel skld plates
under the transfer \
case and fuel tank. Its
suspension system

OH WHAT A FEEING!

you, there is full, rich carpeting and an

AM/FM/MPX sound system that'll

« floor you. With this 4x4 SR5
XTRACAB you get extra

e space behind the

seats and automatic

with solid front-and- locking front hub
rear axles has been y ;.; vgnl? c;ﬁn:hal:.gsé
proven off-road for

oven - from 2WD to 4WD on
reliability and durability. command from the

Ask around. Toyota ’
owners reported the lowest =
incidence of repairs for any small truck—
imported or domestic*

For the creature comfort needs in

"Cause there are mountains waiting.

* 1984 J.D. Power Compact Pickup Truck Survey,

TOYOTA TRUCKS. MOST POWERFUL EVER!

THE 1985 TOYOTA 4X4 SRS.
G0 BEAT UP A MOUNTAIN.

/ - ,,/ '==m|
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LETTERMAN'S CLUB

Thank vou for the October Playboy
Interview with David Letterman, 1 am
impressed with Letterman’s  honesty,
unique humor and sardonic wit. He is a
class performer without the inflated sense
of self-importance that most entertainers
have. Again, thanks for an enjoyable Inter-
view with a truly nice guy.

Doug Keil

Tucson, Arizona

Your overwhelmingly delightful Playboy
Interview with David Letterman left us
with three thoughts: We know him, we
love him and we can’t live without him.

T. Gary Gambardella
David Minicozzi

Springfield, Massachusetts

I really enjoyed Sam Merrill’s Interview
with David Letterman. [ felt as if 1 were
right there doing the Interview myself. 1
would have asked more  question,
though: “Dawid, was it vour past beer days
other occurrence that caused
those awful bags under your eves?”

Vince Kelly
Redondo Beach, (

one

or some

saliforma

SHARING UNIQUENESS

My reactions to E. Jean Carroll’'s When
Real Men Meet Real Women (pLavpoy,
October)—about the weekend event Jerry
Lipkin and [ created three years ago
and now cofacilitate—were sadness and
outrage at what seems to me a sen-
sationalized, distorted view of what hap-
pens  at weeckends. We have no
answers. We preach no dogma. We do,
however, share our philosophy of androg-
yny, the belief that men and women have
the same full range of human capacities,
from emotion to reason, intuition to intel-
lect; it's only gender programing that
keeps us from our full humanity. Our
weekends  (and  subsequent follow-up
activities) make it fun and casy for men
and women to make friends with them-
selves and one another so as to support

our

and encourage one another at work, at
home and in bed. While issues of sex are
discussed, they are a small part of the
whole (and certainly are not dealt with as
portraved i Carroll’s article). There are

films, journal exercises and explorations of

everything from parents to programing to
personal goals. The weekends begin on Fri-
day evening with about B0 individuals—
aged 16 to 78—from every walk of life.
All are interested in personal growth,
improved relationships and meeting new
friends. Saturday, with men and women in
separate groups, they begin friendships by
sharing laughter, insights and occasional
tears. Sunday is a dav best described as
indescribable. We know Real Men/Real
Women is bridging many gaps by bringing
men and women of all ages and back-
grounds together in a spirit of increased
understanding and appreciation of how
we're all so much alike yet unique.
Maria Arapakis
Creator and Facilitator
Real Men/Real Women
Oakland, California

CAPED CRUSADERS
The new addition to rLaveoy, Plavboy
Editorial, is the perfect complement to the
perfect magazine. “The Indecent Cru-
sade”” (October) is a classic, and the last
two sentences say it all. Thank goodness
we do have a choice. I'll take the Elvis
records, too.
John O’'Brien
Scottsdale, Arizona

UPRIGHT PROGRAMING

While sailing off the coast of Nova
Scotia, 1 became intrigued by the numer-
ous satellite dishes that were visible along
the coast. After docking at one of the many
quaint fishing villages along our route, I
began to converse with a fisherman’s
daughter. Our talk soon drifted to the
ubiquitous satellite dishes. She told me
that there were two satellites to train
upon, one of which offered The Playbov
Channel. She also mentioned, with a sly
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O JR. will wake you in «
the m#rning, guard your
home at njght, remind you
of your appointments for
the week, and entertain
your family throughout the
d:y with engaging small

Ik, songs, poems, games
...even strolls around
the house.

Introduce your family to
the wonders of robotic
living...for less than the
cost of a computer. For the
name of your nearest
dealer,

“Gall for HERO JR.
at 1-800-253-0570"

Ask for operator 9
(In Michigan, call 616-982-3454)

Heath/Zenith
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Buy Your *
Direct From Europe M
Save up to $20,000 :
Latest European Factory Prices: *
MERCEDES 300 D $12.905 *
MERCEDES 190 E (U.S. Model) $18.980 *
MERCEDES 500 SL $29.969 *
MERCEDES 500 SEL $28.548 *
AUDI 5000 S (U.S. Model) $14.408 *
SAAB 900 Turbo (U.S. Model) ~ $14.390 :
VOLVO GLT (U.S. Model) $15.470
FERRARI 308G TSi $37.480 *
PORSCHE 911 Carrera Targa ~ $24.490 N
BMW318i (U.S. Model) $12.990 *

Shipment from Europe $490-970

* An incredible selection of options
and colours.

* We import ALL models of ALL
manufacturers (34 models of
Mercedes Benz, 21 models of
BMW etc.)

* Prices are guaranteed to be the
lowest in the U.S.A.

For complete 120 catalogue, price
list of over B00 models and order form,
send $35.00 (refundable against
purchase of the car) to:

EMAR INTERNATIONAL

1 Penn Plaza Suite 3300

New York. NY 10119

For Visa and MC orders

call 212-714-0600
Money Back Guarantee
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grin, that one can always tell which house-
hold is watching The Playboy Channel by
observing the angle of the antennas. It
turned out that those watching The
Playboy Channel had their antennas
pointing to the heavens at a more erect
angle. Just thought you'd like to know.
Ronald B. Orr
Brookline, Massachusetts

RANDOM NOTE
Shirley MacLaine told your interviewer

(pLavBOY, Sceptember) that 1 thought her
book Oul on a Limb wouldn't sell and
therefore didn’t want to publish it, but
that isn’t true. I had no idea how well it
would sell, though I thought that it might
sell very well, indeed. But 1 didn’t want to
publish it whether or not it sold. I turned it
down because in a fragile democracy, one
should not treat one’s fellow citizens as
fools and that is what I would have had to
do, in my opinion, il I had published
Shirley’s story of her serial reincarnations
and her thoughts on extraterrestrial com-
munication.

Jason Epstein, Vice-President

Random House

New York, New York

CIRCLE IN THE SQUARE
Wonderful picture of Gloria Steinem in
the October Grapevine. While you com-
ment on her shape, you fail to mention the
greatest asset to the photograph—the
square Band-Aid covering Gloria’s nipple.
Is true feminism dead?
Bo Overlock
New York, New York

Either Gloria Steinem has a square
areola or she’s wearing a Band-Aid. Did
Phyllis Schlafly bite her?

Stan Patrick
Trinidad, California

It’s a Band-Aid—a modest touch. Let’s not

be catty.

WHITE LIGHTNING

We at NIDA think Laurence Gonzales’
Cocaine: A Special Report (pLaveOY, Sep-
tember) s useful in informing your readers
about the risk of harm from cocaine use.
In attempting to summarize complex data,
however, one is alwavs forced to empha-
size certain aspects of the findings. Over
the years, some have chosen to convey to
the public the impression that the data as
to the dangers of drugs such as cocaine
and marijuana are ambiguous; ergo, these
drugs are safe. Such reasoning may be par-
tially responsible for the current wide-
spread use of cocaine. In any case, we take
a conservative stance and emphasize the
possibility or likelihood of harmful effects
when the data support such a possibility.
We know that many Americans have tried
cocaine without known harmful effects.
We also know that a significant propor-
tion of those who start out as experi-
menters with cocaine progress to intensified
or compulsive use, with serious adverse

DUARTE AND MACMICHAEL

President José Napoledn Duarte of
El Salvador charges in November's
Playboy Interview that Nicaragua is the
aggressor in El Salvador because it pro-
vides the weapons for the F.M.L.N.
Since early 1981, there has been no
proof of such Nicaraguan involvement.
El Salvador’s own military-intelligence
files, examined in March 1984 by Allen
Nairn, contain no evidence to support
that charge. Duarte’s motive for mak-
ing it lies in his well-rewarded collabo-
ration with the Reagan Administration.
After all, the C.I.A. paid for his presi-
dential campaign.

As 10 his comments about me, my
visits to Nicaragua—including cotton
picking—make me more, rather than
less, credible. I am not a har. 1 say only
that from March 1981 o April 1983,
while I was in the C.1.A., I did not see
verifiable evidence of the so-called
arms fow from Nicaragua. Wayne
Smith, former head ol the U.S. Interest
Section in Havana, also asked to see
this evidence and found that it did not
exist. If the U.S. or the Salvadoran gov-
ernment has credible evidence, let it
make that evidence public and I will
shut up.

I am not a Marxist; however, | cannot
help contrasting “Marxist” Nicaragua,
where the only atrocities are carried
out by the contras—the so-called free-
dom fighters—with El Salvador,
where, under the two ‘“democratic”
regimes over which Duarte has pre-
sided, it is the U.S.-aided government
forces that have astonished the civilized
world by their use of state terror, bru-
tality and random slaughter.

Alas, no one is paying me to say that
the arms flow is a fiction. I have lived
56 years without secking public atten-
tion and would rather not have to
expose myself to the media now. As for
resentment at losing my job, I will say
only that by my current action, [ have
denied mysell the well-remunerated
independent research contracts with
the C.I.A. that were offered to me after
the expiration of my two years of serv-
ice with the National Intelligence
Council.

President Duarte, who has never met
me, has no basis for his charges against
me. His own cooperation over the past
four years with the very forces in El
Salvador that once tortured and exiled
him and have carried out, under his
auspices, a campaign of terror that has
taken the lives of at least ten U.S.
citizens—not to mention those of
50,000 of his fellow Salvadorans—
makes him far less credible than L

David Macmichael
New York, New York
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PLAYBOY

A dirty record sounds
worse than fingernails
across a blackboard.

Chalk up another reason to frust Discwasher.

in less than 30 seconds, a Discwasher® D4+ w Record
Care System soaks up surface snap, crackle and J)op. So
records of any age (even brand new ones) sound cleaner
and last longer.

And with the Discwasher® SC-2m Stylus Care System
Discwasher offers you the best record care and pr [=])]
inthe hufomf clean sound. Avallable anywhere you buy
records or stereo equipment.

consequences. None of those who have be-
come addicted had planned 1o or believed
they would. Moreover, we do not currently
have information that would allow us 10
predict who is at risk and who isn’'t. The
only safe conclusion, therefore, 1s to avoid
cocaine—not because one use will damage
vour brain but because one use may lead
to the next, down a path toward what mav
he the cruelest of all addictions.

Jack Durell, M.D.

Associate Director for Science

National Institute on Drug Abuse

Rockville, Maryland

FRIGID FOOD
In Praise of Frozen Food (prLaveoy, Octo-
ber), by Stephen Randall, is delightful.
The illustration, by Sandra Hendler, had
me running to the freezer. Now that frozen
food is getting the recognition it deserves,
“Heat and serve” will be the motto for the
Eighties!
Marshall Hanson
Trov, New York

HEAVY MEDAL
Il they give medals for photography,
Pompeo Posar deserves a gold for his lay-
out on Miss October, Debi  Nicolle
Johnson. Compared with the more overt
sexuality of your usual 18- or 19-vear-old
Playmates, the exquisite Miss Johnson's is
a welcome combination of beauty, intelli-
gence and mature sensuousness.
Thomas Schultz
St. Louis, Missouri

I have correctly guessed who every
Playvmate of the Year was going to be since
1979. Miss Johnson is my pick lor 1985.

Todd Alfiers

Riverside, California

BUT FEWER FOXES

I thought vou would be more flattered
than threatened to see how the Minnesota
Zoo is attempting to increase its gate at
vour cxpense. Although the zoo may,
indeed, feature more leg than your publi-
cation, it can hardly top prLavsoy “bear lor
bare™ in my book.

Frank Hawthorne, Jr.
Rochester, Minnesota
We are flattered, Frank, though we're a lit-

What really sets Toshiba’s RT-5X2 apart is how it comes
apart. The speakers detach for true stereo separation. And the system
includes an AM/FM stereo radio and an auto-reverse cassette deck
with soft-touch controls. In short, InTouch withTomorrow

it's perhaps the best boom box TOSHIBA

anyone’s ever put together.

tle shocked to see that the z00's showing pink.




LET’S GET PHYSICAL

1-800-621-1203

You've wanted to mold your
body into shape for a long time,
right? Now do something
about it. Call the 800 number
above and get our fabulous
new Lean Machine brochure.
(In Minois call 1-800-942-2835.)

The Lean Machine challenges
you to expand the chest,

\/‘.au

broaden the back, build the
shoulders, firm the abdomen,
strengthen the legs and enhance
the ego.

Be sleek. Taut. Tight. Strong.
Design your own symmetry.
And have a terrific time doing
it with the best machine money
can buy.

THE [ EAN MAGHINE..

7245 S. Harl Avenue - Tempe, Arizona 85283
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Cutty and the night before. '

Some of the year's most important projects are put together with pliers and wrench on December 2+4th.
Here's hoping someone helps you ease the struggle with the smooth, mellow taste of Cutty Sark? A taste 10 savor.
To send a gift of Cutty Sark anywhere in the U.S., call 1-800-BE-THERE. Void where prohibited.

Curty Sark. You earned it.




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

HEAVY WEATHER

When Boston city councilman Albert L.
O’Neil appeared on Dick Sinnott’s phone-
in radio talk show, the topic was “‘all kinds
of abortions” being performed at Boston
City Hospital. O'Neil told a woman caller
that he was very upset about it and would
launch an investigation, declaiming, “I'll
get to the bottom of this. May lightming
strike me dead 1if | don't.”

Lightning struck immediately, hitting a
transformer and knocking O'Neil and the
station off the air.

e

A rough day for Jerry’s kids: The Mus-
cular Dystrophy Fun Day celebration in
Fast Haddam, included
“*drag races.”

Connecticut,

°

If you doubt that things move at a mel-
lower pace down South, peruse the follow-
ing flash from the Arkansas Democral:
“SISTERS REUNITED AFTER 18 YEARS IN CHECK-
OUT LINE AT SUPERMARKET."

L]

When Minneapolis vice officers con-
ducted a sweep of prostitutes, they netted
more than 100 Johns—including a fellow
police officer. Lieutenant Roger Brown,
however, was most impressed by the num-
ber of men his vice unit picked up during
the operation. *“You wouldn’t imagine the
volume of people out looking for prostitu-
tion,” he said. “We had people coming
every five minutes.”

.

Well, It’'s Sort of Like a Taco Department:
We liked this headline in the Grithn, Geor-
gia, Daily News: **WOMAN DESCRIBES SNATCH. "’

JIZZ WONDERFUL!

A French court has cleared the way for a

23-ycar-old widow to receive the sperm of

her late husband. Alamm Palrpal]aix suf-
fered from cancer ol the testicles and so
made dcposits in a sperm bank during the

time he was courting his wife-to-be,
Corinne. After his death, Madame tried to
get the sperm, but the bank gave her the
withdrawal slip, contending that it had no
written instructions from her husband to
let her have it. But a court has ordered that

the sperm be released to a doctor of Ma-

dame Parpallaix’s choice. “This makes me

a happy woman,” gushed Madame. “I
can now realize the dearest of my desires,
to have Alain’s baby. | thank justice and
my lawyers.” We think she should have at
least given Monsicur Parpallaix a fair
shake, wo.

THE CHINA SYNDROME
China’s Communist Party, which 1s
encouraging people over 30 to marry, is
telling prospective bridegrooms not to be
so picky about marriage candidates.
“Almost all the men insist that their wives
have the face ol an actress, the figure of an

athlete, the attitude of a waitress, the voice

of an announcer and the culinary skills of
a chel,” Peking’'s People’s Daily said in a
commentary. “This can only be found in
some dreamworld.” We
comes to dreamworlds, you either dim sum
or lose some.

guess when 1t

DEMOCRACY IN ACTION
“HUSBAND BEATS REPUBLICAN WIFE,” pro-
claimed a headline in The Indianapolis
News. So much for the idea that we can’t
get as passionate about politics as Euro-
pean couples do.

MY CUP RUNNETH OVER
When a voung English couple decided
to buy a home in the country, the local
vicar showed them through a house but
failed to show them its bathroom. They
later contacted him, asking where the
W.C. was located. His response:

“The W.C. 1s about seven miles from
the house. This is rather unformunate if you
are in the habit of going regularly. It is
made to seat 300 people, and the commit-
tee has decided to install plush seats to
ensure greater confort. The last tme my
wife went was three weeks ago, and it was
so crowded she had to stand all the ume. 1
myself never go at all.

“There are special facilinies for ladices,
presided over by the mimister, who 1s glad
to give them any assistance they require.”

The vicar thought W.C. referred 1o
Wesleyan chapel. You could say he was
plumb wrong.

ONE STEPPE BEYOND

IU’s like John Milius® worst nightmare
come true, but it's got to be the truth: It
was in Pravda.

Students at the Ulimsk Aviation Inst-
tute have created the first
powered internal-combustion boot. Each
piece of footwear i1s mated to a five-and-a-
hall-pound engine. “Odd-looking,” Pravda

gasoline-

admits; but by
an ordinary pedestrian

strapping on a  pair,

evolves into
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VERY PERSONAL COMPUTERS._

PETT/CAT

An intelligent terminal and the first
of its breed to feature the MICKEY-
SOFT® mouse, which drives kity's
cursor up the wall. (PETT/CAT
loves them little mousies.) Improved
Carttoes Ray Tube now allows for instant
boot-up. Options: Scratch-pad read/

write sectors, roll-over encoding.

CUPIDSTING 8

At the heart of this dedicated minm-
system is a silicon microprocessor
performing all eight bits familiar to
lovers: admiration, infatuation, lust,
chocolates, flowers, betrothal, marriage
and consummation, programmable in
any order. A caress of the touch termi-
nal will institute a global search for
Miss (Mr.) Right. Oplions: EROS®
acoustic coupler (credit-card number

REAR-COMMODORE 64

Portability? This foating think-
tanker lcaves the fHeet in a wake of
binary bilge! Ave, its MS-SOS operat-
mmg system will run  WORD-
STARBOARD® forward and aft and
mainsheet programs amidships. RS232
serial ports are standard. Oplions: Ile
de Taiu remote ports, DINGHY™
digitizer.

WARLORD 1066

With its double-density breastplate
and fully armored keyboard, this pow-
erful number cruncher spells down
time for heathens. Options: VISOR-
CALC™ and CHAINMAIL™ soft-
ware, ocularium disk drive, codpiece,
Ottoman-zapper, head-crash shield,
hacker’s halberd, light-sword-sensitive
CRT, MACE® impact printer.

PLAYPRO VI

A well-built, user-friendly machine
with ample gut-level display and
insanely sensitive keyboard. Revolu-
tionary TITMOUSE™ attachment
provides not only free cursor control
but kinky dominance as well. Internal
expansion slots for unlimited out-
put. Compatible with hard, floppy,
minifloppy and hand-held devices in
eight-, five-and-a-quarter- and three-
inch configurations. Options: 1200
gross-baud modem, lock position for
ENTER key, centerfold spread sheets,
horizontal scrolling, embedded com-
mands in bubble memory, bidirec-
tional head.

—MARY PHELAN and ART PLOTNICK

Uhmskian Man, capable of taking nine-
loot strides at speeds of up to 25 miles per

platform under the sole ol the boot. The
fuel mixture combusts and the pressure of
the gas torces the eylinder up and, with i,
the platform on which the wearer stands.™

The implications of this invention are
profound, and not just for the military;
think what it’s going to mean in terms ol
break dancing. Other questions remain:
What’s the boots’ range? Do they burn a
lot of 0il? How good is the warranty? But
the question that intrigues us most is this:
If the boots fire every ume the wearer
presses down, how do you turn them off
once you've reached your destination?

.

“Wanted: Experienced honers; paid by
piccework™ read the classified ad in the
Lexington, Kentucky, Herald-Leader.

BEAR FACTS

When an  18-month-old, 300-pound
bear wandered out of the Los Padres
National Forest and into Goleta, Califor-
nia, Deputy Sheriff Linette Lefkowitz’ ear-
lier stint as a ranger at Yosemite sure came
in handy. Apparently, she learned to
speak bear by making “the same noises
they do.”” So when the young bear climbed
a tree in the Santa Barbara suburb,
Lefkowitz persuaded it to stay put until
animal-control officials arrived to tran-
quilize it with a dart gun and take it.back
to the forest. “He wanted to come down
out of the tree, but I told him he couldn’t,”
she saidl.

LATE FOR DINNER

Everything tastes better  outdoars:
When Dianne Fellman found out that her
husband. Elroy, had contracted a seriously
debilitating disease, she did not take the
bad news gracefully. Mrs. Fellman, 36,
pulled out a .22 automatic pistol and
pumped several bullets into her husband,
killing him. She then reportedly hacked
his body into bits and threw part of the
remains onto the family barbecue, where
she proceeded to grill them and occasion-
ally gnaw on one of Elroy’s charred arms.
Said the prosecuting attorney in the ensu-
ing case: ““She told people she would never
push a wheelchair.” The moral: Some-
times it pays to marry a vegetarian.

.

A Charlottesville schoolgirl’s letter
Santa appeared in The Daily Progress. She
asked for a “httle good-luck Care Bear,
and a Christmas book, green paper and
white tits, and a Santa that plays Christ-
mas music.”

e

The Medina, Ohio, County Gazette ran a
story about bats’ invading apartment
houses but promised much more than it
delivered when it headlined the piece “Fry-
ING MAMMALS TAKE OVER; FAMILY FLEES FROM
CONDOM.™



is the season again for us to recom-
T mend books that will make terrihc
giftis to give—and get. As usual,
friends at Harry N. Abrams have some
wonderful  collee-table  books.  Among
them: Baseball, with photographs by
Walter looss, Jr., and text by Roger
Angell; That's Dancing, by Tony Thomas,
the companion volume to the film; and
Automobile and Culture, which traces the
image of the auto in art by Gerald Silk,
Angelo Tito Anselmi, Strother MacMinn
and Harry Flood Robert, Jr., with original
photography by Henry Wolf.

There are three very witty cartoon col-
lections to consider: Omnibooth: The Best of
George Booth (Congdon & Weed); drawings
by William Wegman, titled Everyday Prob-
lems (Brightwalters); and Parallel Universes
(Harper & Row), by Roz Chast.

If you're stumped by what to get your
favorite capitalist, we suggest the best
seller What They Don’t Teach You at Harvard
Business School (Bantam), by Mark H.
McCormack.

In a year that saw a refocusing of the
American spirit, we offer the following:
American Vaudeville as Seen by Its Contempo-
raries (Knopf), edited and with commen-
tary by Charles W. Stein; also from
Knopf, Square Meals, a cookbook covering
everything from Mom’s pot roast to tuna-
noodle casserole, by Jane and Michacl
Stern; and Mid-Century Modern: Furniture of
the 1950°s (Harmony), by Cara Greenberg,
designed by George Corsillo.

Sierra Club Books has produced a
Leauty, The Wilder Shore, with photographs
by Morley Baer, text by David Rains
Wallace and a foreward by Wallace
Stegner. The photos are of California, and
the text combines impressionistic vignettes
with an examination of California writers
from Jack London to John Steinbeck.

Certain  coffee-table  books are even
more unusual than vou'd expect, and
Knopf has two in that category. David
Hockney has spent the past couple of vears
experimenting with his camera. The result
is a knockout volume, Cameraworks, with
text by Lawrence Weschler. The other
book is by Valentine Lawford and is called
Horst: His Work and His World, with 288 pho-
tographs by the great fashion and society
photographer.

Publishers Stewart, Tabori & Chang
have two volumes vou ought 1o consider.

our

In Entering Space, by Joseph P. Allen with
Russell Martin, astronaut Allen gives a
step-by-step account of a shutle fight.
Rock Stars, by former Roffing Stone editor
Timothy White, traces the roots of rock 'n’
roll and highlights 40 of its heavies. The
ageless Mr. Jagger graces the cover.
Finally, we'd never let a holiday scason
go by without our contribution to spice.
Too much sugar dulls the senses, alter all.

- ot
-

¥
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QOur kind of holiday cheer.

Holiday gift books, plus
new fiction by Tom Robbins
and E. L. Doctorow.

We highly recommend two photo books
from Melrose Publishing Company in
L.A.: The first, which illustrates this gift-
book roundup, is volume one of Conternpo-
rary American Erotic Photography. |t includes
the work of photographers who regularly
appear in pravsoy, such as Jell Dunas,
Phillip Dixon and Ken Marcus. The other
is_Jefl Dunas® Voyeur. Get it 1U's gorgeous.
And sexy. Happy New Year to vou!
.

“How did Nazi war criminals come to

the United States?” asks Allan A. Ryan,

Jr.. in his book Quiet Neighbors (Harcourt

Brace Jovanovich). “We invited them in,”
he answers. ““The Displaced Persons Act of
1948 was a brazenly discriminatory piece
of legislation, written to exclude as many
concentration-camp survivors as possible
and to include as many Baltic and Ukrain-
ian and German [people]| as it could get
away with.” Ryan, who headed the Office
of Special Investigations in the Depart-
ment of Justice from 1979 10 1983, goes
on to deseribe in detail the “quiet
neighbors”—former Nazi  killers  who
came here afier World War Two and lived
anonymous lives, people such as John
Demjanjuk, known to the mmates of
Treblinka as Ivan the Terrible, 2 man who
helped slaughter thousands of victims yet
came to America as a displaced person in
1952, became a citizen in 1938, bought a
ranch house in the Cleveland suburb of

Seven Hills and cultivated a large garden
in his back vard. Why didn’t we know who
this man was? “We did not know, 1 think,
because we did not want o know,” writes
Ryan. *“A curtain of silence had fallen over
the Holocaust.” Ryan, to his credit, has
finally documented the screams of silence.
]

We don’t usually review paperback
anthologies, but John Clark Pratt’s Viet-
nam Voices ( Penguin) is too fine a collection
o pass up. Shrewdly, Clark has divided
the history of that war into the five-act
tragedy it was, from 1941 10 1975 (with an
epilog to 1982), and he has compiled an
original mix of writings to give us the full
flavor of the Vietnam experience. The
range ol materials is enormous: A chapter
of a novel may be set next to a coldly
worded intelligence report and followed
by the actual transcript of a conversation
between a pilot on a bombing run and his
forward air controller. Evervthing about
this anthology is imaginative and exciting,
from the graffiu that are quoted between
chapters (IN VIETNAM. THE WIND DOESNT
BLOW. IT SUCKS) to the surpris
opinions in various Government reports
(there was more diversity of thought than
our Government admitted) to the small
gray boxes interspersed throughout that
chart the growing numbers of U.S. Serv-
icemen killed and wounded in action.
Many voices, much truth.

.

E. L. Doctorow puts a lot ol information
into a small place. Lives of the Poets: Six
Stories and a Novella (Random House) 1s
like a mental Alka-Seltzer—once ingested,
it fizzes and expands and makes the world
stop moving for a while. The topics these
stories engage are family, love, the terror
ol loneliness, the hierce honesty of children,
adultery and the weird logic and freedoms
of adulthood. The book pretty much cov-
ers the whole ball of wax, but it does so in
a style that 1s both classic and colloquial.
You'll find ground here not covered any-
where else. Doctorow gets the goods down
on paper as well as anybody writing.

°

The Nuclear Crisis Reader (Vintage),

edited by Gwyn Prins, 15 a collection of

essays on the subject by men who favor
arms control. These include such people
as Rear Admiral Eugene J. Carroll, Chap-
lain {Major General) K. D. Johnson,
George Kennan, MecGeorge Bundy and
John  Kenneth  Galbraith.  The
impressive mind on display here belongs
to Admiral Noel Gavler, former com-
mander in chief of all U.S. forees in the
Jacific (1972-1976). “*We and the Soviets
need the vision to see that continuing to

most

struggle for advantage in nuclear arms is
futile and increasingly dangerous,” he

ng clash of
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ENERATION

You con spot them anywhere. Their groom-
ing is great, their clothes stunning. They

take care of themselves and they enhance
their oppearance with a rich bronze tan.
They're a new generotion - the thousands of
active men and women wha hove discov
ered that Silver Solariums tan better. safer
ond foster than the sun. Unlike the sun,
Silver Salariums tan gently, blocking out rays
that bum ond oge the skin. And they tan
fast - just o few half-hour sessions are all you
need to look great. For year-round tanning in the privocy of

yaur own home, join the fan generation. People will nofice right away.
Be o port of the tan generation. Call foll free right naw:
B00/B28-2882. In Caiiom-u 415/989-4470.

Or send for more |n|urmr‘||nr' today:

-
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-

Haome

]

]

]

i Address
: ity
1

]

]

Fhone

Siate Zip
Send bo:
The Silver Group, Inc.* 655 Monrgnn ery 5t Suite 1710 .‘mr\ Francisco, CA 94111

heressama

Y=siver scmrium-

Notionol Headgquorters 655 Morigomery Sireet, Suite 1710 Son Froncisco, CA 94111 FAX 415/989-6173. TWX 910/372-2184
Branch Offices: Atlarto = Bostan = Calgary » Chotonooga + Chicogo » Cincinnali » Dallas = Denver = Komsas City = Nework = New York «
Portlond * Soit Loke City = Seattle = 5t. Louis = Toronto * Vancouver
Silver Saloriums ore FDA compliont. & The Silver Group, Inc.” 1984,

THE TAN

Bergieed

Casual Comfort from Playboy.

Midcalf-langth robe, wide half sleeves. Soft blend of 88% cotton/12% poly.
One size fits ell. DM0503 (Cream) DM0S04 (Blue) $65.00 ($3.00 postage)

To order, indicate item name, number and color, enciose check or money order for items
ard postage and send to. Playboy Products, P.O, Box 1554-M, Elk Grove Viliage, IL 60007,
To charge to Viss, MasterCard or American Express, list all pumbers on your card and
Include your signature. For credit card orders by phone, cal! 1-800-228-5200 tolHree. llinois
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writes at the conclusion of some very prac-
tical suggestions for ending the arms race.
An informative and surprisingly blunt
book that strips away the ridiculous rheto-
ric of the past several years.

.

Tom Robbins doesn’t know when to
stop. He plays with language until the
reader is exhausted, inspired, amused and
hemused. He can put “Descartes before
des horse.” He can describe sex in terms
that rival the best of PBS: “*Wiggs worked
her as il she were an archaeological dig:
spading sifting dusting cataloging. Now
lying in a puddle on the sofa she felt like
she was ready 1o be shipped to the British
Museum. Accompanied by a crate of late—
20th Century bone shards.” His fourth
novel, Jitterbug Perfume (Bantam), is set in
Paris, Seattle, New Orleans and Tibet. It
is about immortality and the search for the
perfect deodorant. It is also wretched,
rewarding excess.

.

Graham Greene wanted to write a novel
about a female journalist driving around
Panama with a trusted aide of its leader,
General Omar Tornjos. Instead, he wrote
a memoir about his own jaunts around
Panama—in search of a drink or political
justice or both—with Torrijos’ aide, the
womanizing poet-philosopher Chuchu.
(*“ *‘We make love together?” Chuchu
demanded with a certain cagerness™ when
Grecene confided the plot of his novel.) Get-
ting to Know the General (Simon &
Schuster), alas, misses both opportunities:
It's not a novel and its earnest, naive
remembrances of Torrijos make one long
for more of the real Chuchu.

BOOK BAG

Spoiled Sport (Little, Brown), by John
Underwood: The author thinks sports
have been ruined by drug-addled players,
grandstanding owners, TV moguls, slick
agents and cheating alumni. If only we
could return to the mythical golden age of
sport—when  Underwood  was  a kid.
Spoiled Sport will be a hit with nostalgic
curmudgeons.

Peter Burwash’s Aercbic Workout Book for
Men (Daodd, Mead), by Peter Burwash and
John Tullius: Feel silly rying 1o get into
Jane Fonda's leotard-and-leg-warmer rou-
tine? At last, here’s a no-nonsense guide
for guys on how o burn off the fat that spe-
cifically plagues men. Sweat out this book.

Columbus Avenve (St. Martin’s), by Alan
Gelb: A love story set in the Big Apple,
told from both the male and the female
points of view. That’s a pretty neat trick
these days.

Money Angles (Linden Press), by
Andrew Tobias: From financial foreplay to
inside information, from fancy footwork
to terms of enrichment, the author of
rLAYBOY's Quarterly Reports gives sound
advice. Tobias combines financial exper-
tisc with a sense of humor, and you need
both 10 survive today.
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By DAN JENKINS

1 steep BETTER at night knowing that
Slingin® Sam Baugh, Tom Harmon, Doak
Walker and all of my other gridiron heroes
of vestervear never had to wear one of
those perforated, mesh  fish-net  see-
through football jerseys. You know the
kind. It’s the jersey, much in vogue now,
through which vou can see a player’s pads,
tape, tattoo, -birthmark—everything but
his school colors. The jerseys were around
this season like recruiting violations, but
as far as I'm concerned, they're worse.
They make teams look stupid. | stopped
counting Doug Flutie’s touchdown passes
for Boston College back in October,
because | got ured of secing a rib cage
where a jersey ought to be. 1 wondered
what a kid would say to the BC quarter-
back if he went up to him for an
autograph: ““Hi, Doug. Nice chest hair”—
something like that?

My grudge against the sce-through jer-
scy goes back to the first time [ ever saw
one, which was, 1 think, in the season of
1971. Imagine my shock, a crusty old tra-
ditionalist like me, a man who had been a
college football junkie since the age of
seven, when I'd watched Sam Baugh sling
Doug Fluues for TCU back in Fort Worth.
I was all set to watch this big game on TV
when the fierce Auburn Tigers pranced
onto the field with their linemen looking
like screened-in porches and their backs
looking like bimbos on 48th Street. Were
the Auburns going to play football or form
a chorus line? Had Auburn’s Shug Jordan,
then the coach, opted for a new version ol
the old Georgia Tech tear-away jerseyv? In
the Fifties, Bobby Dodd’s Ramblin’
Wrecks had made famous a clinging jersey
that came off when the wind blew. After
one quarter, a Georgia Tech ball carrier
looked like a thief stealing shoulder pads
from the equipment room. You didn’t
tackle the Georgia Tech runner; vou tack-
led a roll of fabric. Now here were the
Auburn  Tigers in their see-throughs.
What edge would the jerseys give them? 1
gathered that they were designed 1o make
the opposing players swoon and invite
them to0 homecoming dances. For a few
minutes, | assumed that Auburn’s real jer-
seys had been stolen and the team mothers
had thrown together something out of
their sewing kits. Then it dawned on me.
The world was never going 1o be the same
again. My thoughts turned 1o Grantland
Rice and the lead he would have writien:
“Outlined against a blue-gray October
sky, the Four Horsemen rode again—
Givenchy, Dior, Blass and Cardin.”

I don’t remember anything about that
game on TV, All [ could do was gape at
the numerals hanging from jaunty angles
on the bizarre, gauzy, filmy gowns of the
lierce Auburn Tigers, totally fearful that
some linebacker would burst into song.

REAL MEN DON'T
WEAR MESH

Perforated, mesh fish-net
football jerseys look silly.
And the mesher the jersey,
the sillier it looks.

Since that dreaded afternoon, it seems to
me that halibacks have been fumbling
more than ever, but [ sav to you that it has
nothing to do with the high-risk wishhone;
i's the guilt and embarrassment that go
with wearing a perforated, mesh fish-net
see-through jersey.

Like [ said, the serious thing about the

jersey is that it looks unarguably dumb—

and silly. And the mesher the jersey, the
sillier 1t looks. The N.F.L. doesn’t do
many things right these days. Its season is
too long, it has overdosed America on tele-
vised lootball and its players are too rich
and too stoned. But at least they have a

dress code. They don't wear midrifls or

sce-throughs or clusters of miniature cat-
fish pasted on the sides of their helmets.

OK, I hear that the college players like
the dumb jersey for warm-weather games.
Their bodies can breathe. But I have a
question: Who cares what players like? For
100 years of college football, nobody’s
body needed to breathe. Red Grange's
bodv didn’t breathe. Bronko Nagur-
ski's  body didn’t  breathe.  Frank
Sinkwich's body didn’t breathe. | say a
guy's body doesn’t need to breathe any
more today than it did then, not when
vou're giving him a free four-yvear educa-
vion and all the Tri Delts he can handle.
The least he can do is dress right.

So whom do we blame for this horrible
thing that's happened to college football?
The nitwit who invented the fish-net jer-
sey? No. The equipment salesmen who
peddle them? No. Blame the coaches who
buy them, that’s who. Coaches follow one
another in uniform trends the way they've
followed one another from the split T 1o
the belly series to the I formation to the
veer. Coaches look for any edge they can
find. They went for the see-through jersey
like they go for a doctored transcript. It
was after the first equipment salesman
said to the first coach, ““Look at it this way,
Brick. In the fourth quarter, your team
won't be sweating as much as Bifl's.™

Here’s my hero today: the first coach
who has the guts to stand up and say, “I'd
rather suck a dead dog’s dick than let my
team wear that mesh shit.”

Coaches, as we know, have a quaint way
of expressing themselves.

Look, 1 don’t want evervbody back in
lcather helmets and canvas pants. Some
changes have been for the better. When
Army and Navy came out in 1941 with the
first plastic helmets, it was streamlined.
When Doak Walker and the SMU Mus-
tangs of 1947 wore the first low-quarter
shoes, it was slick, classy. When Bud
Wilkinson's  sleight-of-hand  Oklahoma
Sooners sported the first short-sleeved jer-
seys in 1954, it was necat. But the only
things we've had since then are face masks
and fish nets.

All I can do 1s wonder how the lusty his-
tory of the game would have been changed
if we'd alwavys had the see-through jersey.
I think of Knute Rockne saying, “All
right. men, design one for the Gipper.” 1
think of Goldberg, Cassiano, Chickerneco
and Stebbins, the Scam Backheld, at Piti.
I think of Wojciechowicz, Franco and
Fordham’s Seven Blocks of Quilting. |
think of Barnacle Bill Busik and the Mid-
stitchmen from Annapolis. I think of
Texas A & M’s Jarrin® Jane Kimbrough,
the Haskell Hurricane. I think ol that
“game of the century™ at Yankee Stadium
in 1946, when Lujack, Sitko, Connor and
the Fighting Stylish of Notre Dame played
to a 0—-0 tie with Davis, Blanchard, Tucker
and the Black Knits of the Hudson.

Oh, well, I've survived another regular
season with the fish net. And now for the
bowl games. Once again, there’s a chance
for the moment that could put an end 10
the see-through jersey forever. Here we are
mn Pasadena, WNew Orleans, Dallas or
Miami, at the center of the field, where the
opposing captains and the referee have
met for the coin wss. The TV cameras
are there. We have audio.

“Captain Heisman,” the referee ges-
tures, “this is Captain Stagg.”

“Hi,” says Captain Heisman, extending
his hand with a seductive smile.

“Hi, vourself,” Captain Stagg says.
“Great ms!”
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When Police guitarist Andy Summers and electropopper and New Wave grandpopper Robert

Fripp collaborated on their second album, Bewitched (A & M), we were amused by a track called
What Kind of Man Reads pLaveoY? Naturally, we looked for an answer and got it from Summers,
who supplied us with his own upscale, college-educated high-income lkeness, above.

OCK ‘N’ ROLL AND MISTLETOE: Are

you wondering what to get your music
lover for a gift? We've done the research
for you, so grab this list, hum a few fa-la-
las and head for the stores.

In the book department, look for David
Bowic’s Serious Moonlight: David Bowie Pre-
sents His World Tour (Doubleday/Dolphin),
photographs by Denis O'Regan, text by
Chet Flippo. It covers the tour—all eight
months of hauling equipment across four
continents to play for more than 2,000,000

people. Another must is critic  John
Rockwell’s Sinatra: An American Classic
(Random House/Rolling Stone Press).

Here's the ultimate celecbration of an
American classic, with lots of pictures for
those pvup]c who want a walk down mem-
ory lane. Finally, if you've read Philip
Norman’s book Shout, about the life and
times of the Fab Four, vou know that he’s
an unusually fine journalist. So we're rec-
ommending his latest, Symphony for the
Devil (Linden/Simon & Schuster), about a
few guys called The Stones.

For the would-be musician in vour life,
Baldwin’s new PianoPro, a piano with
microprocessor technology, allows even
beginners o make professional-sounding
music. At the same time, PianoPro has the
dvnamics and the touch of an acoustical
piano, so your special Gershwin can learn
to play the raditional way, too. It is only
when the fallboard is raised that the array
of controls is revealed.

Speaking of Gershwin, what would the
hohdays be without some worthy albums
of his music? You'll make someone happy
with Angel's Gershwin: Alexis Weissenberg,
the Berlin Philharmonic and Seiji Ozawa con-
ducung Rhapsody m Blue, I Got Rhythm

variations and Calfish Row, from Porgy and

Bess. A couple of greatest-hits albums of

note include Hank Willioms: 40 Greatest Hits
(Polydor), and The Yardbirds: A Compleat

Collection with Sonny Boy Williamson
{(Compleat), featuring the vyoung and
already brilliant Eric Clapton. Last,

You & !/ Classic Country Duets (Warner)
includes, among others, Waylon and
Hank, |Jr., Eddie Rabbitt and Crystal
Gayle and David Frizzell and Shelly West.

For vour rock-trivia freak, there are two
new board games to test old brain cells.
Rock ‘n’ Roll the Dice (Nousul Productions,
P.0). Box L-328, New Bedlord, Massachu-
setts 02745—don’t forget the $2 for ship-
ping and handling) runs $22.95. More
than 2500 questuons cover the vears
1955-1984. Solid Gold Music Trivia { Mattel)
can accommodate two w 24 players and
asks the immortal question “What's Paul
McCartney’s middle name?” You'll find
this one in any game or toy store.

Sony’s serics of music-video 43s and [LPs
at very affordable prices continues with
selections that would make fine presents.
Among the new offerings for less than $20:
The Evolutionary Spiral, with music by
Weather Report, David Bowie's new short
Jazzin' Blue Jean and the latest by Tina
Turner and Duran Duran. For $30, check
out video LPs The San Francisco Blues Festival
and The Mel Tormé Special.

Finally, a chuckle is in order. Has the
person in your life ever swooned over gui-
tars—especially while watching ZZ Top's
Sharp Dressed Man video? Those wonder-
ful zebra guitars are made by Dean Inter-
national Guitar Company, Box 216, 1744
West Devon, Chicago, Ilhinois 60660. You
can get the Hollywood Zebra-Z model

—— TRUST US —

in red, white or black for 5449 with case.
Alfter all, what would the holhidays be with-

out music? Or zebras? —BARBARA NELLIS

REVIEWS

First, the bad news: Maybe he’s just
been too busy with his hlm career, but
David Bowice bothered to write only three
new tunes for Tonight (EMI). The rest is
pretty much filler: retreads of old Iggy Pop
collaborations and a couple of cover tunecs.
God only knows what to make of Bowie's
grotesquely camp reading of the Beach
Bovs® God Only Knows, and why 1s Tina
Turner mixed so low on the utle cut?
Bitch, bitch, bitch. And the good news?
Two of the new ones, Blue Jean and Danc-
ing with the Big Boys, have all the verve
and kick of last vear’s Let’s Dance—and
fortunately for the budget-conscious, they
both appear on Bowie's current single.

.

“We hit the road and the road hit back™
could be the epitaph for thousands of
bands that got derailed, bounced or other-
wise rejected by the force of their own
career choices. Fortunately, it's merely a
great line from REO Speedwagon’s come-
back album, Wheels Are Tumin’ (Epic).
These guys kind of fell off the hvdraulic Lift
of life after their supersuccessiul Hi Infidel-
ily. Now they're back churning across their
wholesome, albeit flat, landscape in over-
drive. REO fans will love this one.

.

Pat Metheny's new album, First Circle
{ECM), doesn’t break much new ground
for this wonderful ensemble of jazz mu-

sicians, but the particular territory

We've thought o

over and  have
decided  that com-
pact  discs arve a

good  tdea—mainly
because they're inde-
structible and take up little space with

out sacrificing complete liner notes.
Also,

noise. Heve are onr currend favoriles.

CD ALERT:

Gerard Schwartz and the Y Chamber
Symphony of New York / Beethoven
Symphony Number 6: Pastorale
(Delos)

Sonny Rollins / Way Out West (Mobile
Fidelity Sound Lab)

Miles Davis / Kind of Blue (CBS)

Lucioc Popp, Munich Radic Orchestra,

they sound  pretly good—no

Lleonard  Slatkin / Mozart:  Arios
{Angel)
David Bowie / CHANGESONEBOWIE

{RCA)
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FAST TRACKS

IF YOU CAN TAKE THE HEAT, YOU GET THE KITCHEN OEPARTMENT: We've heard of some crazy radio
promotions in our time on this beat, but a Sydney, Australia, radio station has one going
that takes the cake. It's a contest for the ultimate Duran Duran fan. The station has
arranged for the winner to fly to England and take possession of John Taylor's kitchen sink.
Taylor will be on hand to bid his plumbing goodbye. Who says you can't take it with you?

HAT ARE YOU DOING NEW YEAR'S EVE?

The new all-music network Dis-
covery Music Channel, formed by 1wo
veterans of the Financial News Net-
work, plans to begin broadcasting with
a giant New Year's Eve party. A net-
work spokesman says the channel
hopes to have 20,000,000 subscribers
by the last day of December. The plan
is to show about 50 videos in rotation
each day, and programing will include
a variety of musical styles, appealing 1o
those of us between the ages of 24 and
45. When and if Ted Turner gets Jus
music channel going, MTV may face a
lot of competition. So get out your
dancing shoes.

REELING AND ROCKING: Look for Tina
Turner in Mad Max [1l. . . . We hear that
Mick Jagger has finally found his hilm
project, starring opposite Orson Welles,
who will play God. Mick’s role? Satan;
who else? . . . Jessica Lange plans to play
Patsy Cline in 2 movic based on the life
of the singer, who was killed in a plane
crash in 1963. Cline is best remem-
bered for I Fall to Pieces. . . . A movie
about street gangs, Cry of the City, will
feature Smokey Robinson, LaToya Jackson
and Kurtis Blow. Naturally, there will be
a sound-track album. . . . David Bowie
and Pat Metheny arc writing and per-
forming the musical score for The Fal-
con and the Snowman, based on the
best-selling book about alleged spy
Christopher Boyce. John Cougar
Mellencamp has signed with Warner to
make his hlm debut in Cage Rider. . . .
Rehearsals have finally started for the
film version of A Chorus Line. There
will be one change from the stage pro-
duction. In the hope of attracting the
Footloose and  Flashdance moviegoing
audience, the main characters will be
made ten years younger.

NEwSBREAKS: Look for Talking Head
David Byrne in a new PBS series called
Survival Guides, directecd by Jonathan
Demme, who also directed the Heads’
concert film, Stop Making Sense. . . .
Richard Thompson is recording in
England. The album is planned for a
February release, and he's going to tour
the U.S. again in March or April. . ..
There are also touring rumors afloat
about Roger Daltrey and Emerson, Lake &
Palmer, if their album collaboration is a
SLCCESS. . Wendy O. Williams, who
plans 1o work with Gene Simmons again
on vinyl, has explained why she felt no
need for wild stunts on her recent tour:
“That's the fun of videos. In them, 1
can drive cars ofl chfls.” But don’t
expect her to-give up her “athletic-
guerrilla wear,” as she describes her
mufii. . . . Look for a one-hour PBS spe-
cial ealled Jazz Comes Home o Newport,
with performances by Dave Brubeck,
Dizzy Gillespie, B. B. King and Stan
Getz?. . . Time-Life Music's 20-cassette
package called The Swing Era is avail-
able to the public as a single-purchase
set containing 293 all-time swing clas-
sics, such as Louvis Armstrong’s Strultin’
with Some Barbecue, and Stardust, by
Artie Shaw. Jazz lives. . . . Did vou know
that Iren Maiden sold out five concerts in
Poland? 1s there something about the
Eastern-bloc countries that they're not
telling us?

RANDOM RUMORS: Paul McCartney is try-
ing to get his pants back. He lost them
in a restaurant in Liverpool in 1961,
when the Beatles were making a fast exit
without paving the bill. Now, 24 years
later, Paul will have to go to Sotheby's
and try to retricve them at auction.
We've heard of leaving a watch in licu
of cash, but black-leather trousers?

~BARBARA NELLIS

they work is all their own, so that's not
nearly the quibble it would be with other
groups. As with their carlier Offramp and
Travels, the moods change like weather in
the Midwest, and almost always, there is
something both clean and pretty about the
combinations. Lyle Mays is, as always,
magic on keyboards, and if there’s a word
that better describes Pedro Aznar’s voice
than haunting, we can't find it.
.

Daryl Hall and John Oates’s aptly titled
Big Bam Boom (RCA) nearly detonated our
speakers with post-Hiroshima  blasting
techniques. You've probably heard the sin-
gle Out of Touch. IU's a deserving chart
buster, reminiscent of a walk through the
strects of Beirut. Despite the guerrilla-
weekend atmosphere, the rest of the cuts
are quite different—much less hooky than
other H and O material. But that
shouldn’t keep you away from a musically
solid and confident venture.

®

On The Unforgettable Fire (Island), the
brash Irish extroverts U2 link up with
avant-gardist Brian Eno m the hope of
acquiring more depth. The marriage
works magnificently on Pride (In the Name
of Love), one of the most passionate and
compelling singles of the decade. But else-
where, the band gets lost in Eno’s murky
atmospherics. The songs meander aim-
lessly, and with The Edges’ incisive guitar
muzzled, they lack backbone. In this case,
fire and water mix to produce little more
than steam.

.

David Byrne’s Talking Heads have cre-
ated something genuinely new out ol the
various Iragments of pop, avant-garde,
R& B and ethnic music floating around the
postpunk landscape. Call it Afro-funk-
punk-pop if you will, this is music that
challenges the mind, engages the feclings
and gets those toes a-tappin’, On Stop Mak-
ing Sense (Sire), the sound track to Talking
Heads’ live concert film, they sound better
than ever. This is especially true of
Byrne's vocals, which resonate with new-
found confidence and heartfelt emotion.
Makes perlect sense to us, David.

.

When the Jacksons® Victory {Lpic) was
released, it was inevitably compared with
Michael Jackson's Thriller. Unfair. After
all, Thriller was the brain child not only of
Michael but of the nearly unerring
producer/arranger Quincy Jones. With
Victory, the Jacksons were more or less on
their own.

1t's a good album. It has four extremely
likable tunes, three tolerable ones and
only one complete dud (Be Not Always, by
Michael, possibly the most depressing song
written in this century). We like State of
Shock (a perfect vehicle for Mick Jagger,
backed up by Michael) and Torture, in
which Jackie Jackson proves that he's
probably the best all-round producer in
the family. Jackie also turned out Wait, on
which, for the last 90 seconds, we hear
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what the Jacksons would sound like il

they weren't all ego-tripping.
°

We had to check out Mtume after we
heard the sassy soul title cut You, Me and He
(Epic). The majority of the songs, written
by leader James Mtume (pronounced
em-too-may) are good if you like standard
synthesized boogie in the butt,
ginal lyrics and few chord changes.
diamond in the rough here is female vocal-
ist Tawatha, who makes the group sound
significant every time she opens her
mouth. Those of you who, like us, knew
that Chaka Khan was going to be big the
first time you heard Rufus, check this out:
Mtume may not be around for a long time,
but Tawatha will.

®

We always [eel as if we'd much rather
have Chuck Mangione over for dinner
than listen to several of his albums in suc-
cession. How - 1n his favor, his albums
usually offer a few songs worth hearing
more than once. Disguise (Columbia) is
exception, with She's Not Mine to Lov
More) and Leonardo’s Lady. But Disguise
is unique because it displays Shirley

! nts as a rap artist. Yes,

folks, e goes up against such
rap masters as Newcleus and Afrika
Bambaataa on Mangione’s appropriately
titled Shirley MacLaine. But she'd better
not change her name to MacMasterflash
just yet.
a

Unusual circumstances can bring out
the best in fine jazz musicians. Example:
Recently, keyboard artist Dick Hyman,
plaving a Wurlitzer theater pipe organ,
combined with cornetist Ruby Braff in
concert near Pitisburgh. They responded
strongly to each other, the juxtaposition of
instruments and ten standards. The result-
ing album, Americo the Beautiful (The
George Wein Collection/Concord), is a
feast of melody. Brafl plays one love set of
variations after another, making his horn
sing and swing. Hyman provides a colorful
carpet of sound for his colleague and plays
instructive solos as well, taking maximum
advantage of the mighty instrument’s
many possibilities.

SHORT CUTS

The Staple Singers / Turning Point (Private
1): Talking Head David Byrne plays guitar
here on a full Gospel rendering of the
Heads’ Stippery People. Awesome.

Aztec Camera / Knife (Sire): Very sharp,

y pretty Scottish rock, produced by
ire Strait Mark Knopfler.

Every Mon Has o Woman (Polydor): Vari-
ous artists, including Elvis Costello,
Rosanne h and even Sean Ono
Lennon, perform Sean’s mom’s work.
Celebrity producers make this a bright

and imaginative collection—and Yoko
emerges as a pretty good songw riter.

The Kinks / 20th Anniversary Edition (Com-
pleat): Good collection mostly of nonhits

by these beloved British wavers.
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From the subtlest tones to the boldest hues. And
every color remains true, replay after replay. Because
the same technology and attention to detail that

{ PLAY IN THE PANASONIC LAS VEGAS INVITATIONAL PRO-AM.
MARCH 20-24, 1985. TO ENTER, CALL 1-800-722-GOLF
OR WATCH IT ON NBC.

High-Grade and Hi-Fi. All g
with Sensicolor quality.
Take one home &
and give it the most ‘
difficult test ofall. See

it with your own eyes.
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Begin with Puerto Rican white and gold rums
and vou can make a wonderful variety of drinks.

Nothing tastes like them on the rocks. Nothing
mixes quite like them, either.

Maybe that's why people everywhere are mov-
ing from vodka and gin to Puerto Rican white rum.
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Rum
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[ —

L. Whiteand

From bourbon, blends and Canadian to Puerto
Rican gold rum.

Whether it be on the rocks, or with tonic, soda,
ginger ale, in a Bloody Mary or as a Screwdr
Puerto Rican rums have alightness that people prefer.

Puerto Rico has been making quality rums for
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almost five centuries. Our specialized skills and  you diversify your drinks? Make the move so many
dedication have always produced rums of excep-  people are making to the smooth, dry, pure
tional dryness and purity. rums of Puerto Rico.

No wonder 86% of the rum sold in the United

States comes from Puerto Rico. ms o u o co
So why not simplify your liquor cabinet while Ru F P ERT RI




By BRUCE WILLIAMSON

CHRISTMAS COMES to L.A. at roughly the
same time as a global catastrophe in Night
of the Comet (Atlantic), writer-director
Thom Eberhardt’s irreverent s-f comedy.
Two teenaged sisters (played with irre-
pressible zest by Catherine Mary Stewart
and Kelli Maroney) are among a handful
of Californians who escape instant
annihilation—alter which Comet proceeds
as if to ponder how a couple of fun-loving
Valley girls might face the end of the
world. Well, they go shopping, for one
thing, wrongly presuming that the stores
will be unattended. They check out a local
radio station, lest the pop music stop, and
there they encounter a handsome truck
driver named Hector (Robert Beltran,
who had the tasty title role in Edling
Raoul). They also fend off rapacious zom-
bies and a bloodsucking, scientific SWAT
team that aims to sap their plasma to cre-
ate a serum for survival. It’s one of the
movie’s  sprightliest conceits that the
comely siblings, one a cheerleader, have
also been trained to handle deadly weap-
ons by their absentee father, who's “down
in Honduras with the goddamned Green
Berets.”” Sounds crazy, right? Right. But
Comel is fresh and suspenseful, too, with
impudent teenage dialog that rings amus-
inglv true from start to finish. Plainly a
film maker of promise, Eberhardt appears
to be thumbing his nose at Spielberg and
Lucas by cutting their apocalyptic fanta-
sies down to size for a latter-day Tammy
and Gidget. ¥¥¥
L

An extraordinary couple of scenes at the
tag end of Paris, Texas (TLC) are played by
Nastassja Kinski, with a somewhat tenta-
tive Texas accent, behind the mirrored
window of a rap parlor in Houston. She’s
one of the girls who talk to loncly men for
pay, their customers presumably getting
off on it in the darkness behind a glass par-
tition. On this occasion, though, the client
is the estranged husband (Harry Dean
Stanton) she has not seen for years, who
has driven across the Southwest to reunite
her with the young son she abandoned.
Even when they are all but speechless,
Kinski and Swanton bring  pulse-
quickening eloquence 1o two encounters
that seem to reshape the invisible barriers
between a man and a woman into a kind of
film poetry. That's partly because actor-
playwright Sam Shepard wrote the screen-
play, partly because keenly imaginative
camerawork by Dutch cinematographer
Robby Miiller makes many bits and pieces
of Paris, Texas look better than the movie
as a whole.

Winner of the Golden Palm for best
picture at the 1984 Cannes festival, this
otherwise meandering  German-French
coproduction was directed by Germany's

s s -

Val girls survive Night of the Comet.

A sizzling Comet,
a non-Gallic Paris
and a festival favorite.

A kinky Kinski in Paris, Texas.

Wim Wenders, whose second English-
language feature (the first was Hammett)
too often resembles a guided tour in pop-
art appreciation, with special emphasis on
U.S. billboards, freeways, high-rises and
descrt wastelands. First, Stanton—who
has been missing and presumed dead—is
found wandering in the wilderness. He
returns to L.A., where his brother (Dean
Stockwell) and sister-in-law  (Aurore
Clément) have been surrogate parents to
his son (plaved by Hunter Carson, whose
real-lifc parents arc L. M. Kit Carson and
Karen Black). There’s a long, long haul of
wordy pretenuiousness and self-indulgent
cinema foolery, alas, before father and son
re-establish filial bonds and set off to find
the boy’s mom. 1 had started drumming
my fingers a lot by the time Wenders,
travel weary, moved into the final quarter
of the film—where Kinski appears behind

that one-way mirror to join Stanton in
those hypnotic téte-a-tétes that make it
easy to see how the judges at Cannes were
dazzled by star dust. ¥¥V2

.

Presumably on a bread-and-butter job
far removed from Paris, Texas, camera wiz-
ard Robby Miiller makes New York
resemble a freaky MTV fantasia in Body
Rock {New World). The story, what there is
of it, seems to be about spray-paint grafhiu
and break dancing. There’s also a lot of
footage on handsome Lorenzo Lamas, a
young hunk known to TV audiences as a
star of Falcon Crest (and as the son of
Fernando Lamas and the scrumptious
Arlene Dahl}. Lamas, it’s clear, has been
rehearsed assiduously to perfect his imita-
tion of John Travolta. He's got the strut
down pat and delivers a reasonable fac-
simile of the ingrauatingly boyish grin. As
a screen test, Body Rock is OK, maybe rea-
son enough to consider casting Lamas in a
real movie. ¥

°

Writer-director Jim Jarmusch’s zany,
impudent Stranger than Paradise (Gold-
wyn) is a grayish-black comedy (shot in
grainy black and white) that might easily
be mistaken for an underground movie
from Rumania. It’s all American, though,
and a festival favorite from Cannes to New
York. The story is a seemingly improvised
ramble in which a Hungarian immigrant
named Willie (John Lurie), his teenaged
cousin Eva (Eszter Balint), newly arrived
from Budapest, and his side-kick Eddie
(Richard Edson) do very little but hang
out—shoplifting, cheating at cards or
going to the wrack. Their aimless existence
in New York leads them, by slow stages, to
Cleveland and Florida, where nothing
really changes. In fact, evervwhere seems
much the same 10 Willie, Eva and Eddie,
whose deadpan humor reached its peak,
for me, as they stood on the shores of Lake
Erie in winter, doggedly sight-secing
despite zero visibility, Paradise may not
suit audiences accustomed to more con-
ventional movies, but at best it has the
subversive and surprising charm of street
theater performed by precocious ragamuf-
fins. ¥¥¥

L

The movie camera obviously loves him,
but Matt Dillon complements charisma
with a sensitive, pensive performance as
The Flamingo Kid (Fox). It’s his best role
since Tex, and Dillon does himself proud
as a plumber’s son from Brooklyn, glimps-
ing the good life and facing a crisis about
values when he lands a summer job at El
Flamingo, a garnish Long lIsland beach
club for the nouveaux riches. Hector
Elizondo is excellent as his dad, Richard
Crenna even better as a hot-shot car
dealer and gin-rummy champion who fills
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the lad’s head with get-rich-quick puffery.
There’s also newcomer Janet Jones, abso-
lutely all right as a warm-weather diver-
sion from California, a girl who works
wonders for a bathing suit. Set in the sum-
mer of 1963, Flaminge Kid is an appeal-
ing and straightforward coming-of-age
comedy—formula swfl that transcends
formula with some wryly observed detail
about life in upwardly mobile Long Island
a generation ago. For that, the actors
owe much to co-writer and director
Garry Marshall, who gives them quite
a lot to chew on besides the sun-baked
scenery. ¥¥¥
]

Some dark comic touches enhance The
Hit (Island Alive), set in sunny Spain,
where a hired assassin (John Hurt) finds
himself disconcerted by the resigned,
ready-and-willing attitude of the gangland
informer (Terence Stamp) he’s assigned to
kill. Hit doesn’t really get anywhere vet
works as a kind of cross-country crooks’
tour, with Tim Roth (playing Hurt’s
squeamish side-kick) and sexy Laura del
Sol (star of Carlos Saura’s flamenco
Carmen last vear, cast here as a Madrid
moll who knows too much) along for the
ride. There’s a kick or two if you don’t
fall off when the movie lurches into arch
poetry and pretentiousness on several
of the sharper turns. ¥¥

.

Anne Bancroft, mostly wonderful in
Garbo Talks (MGM/UA), gets the early
scenes of Larry Grusin’s screenplay off to a
flying start as a diechard New York liberal
eccentric. It’s the dichard part that sours
the fun when that old movie cliché—a
brain tumor, inoperable and terminal—is
dragged in to quell the high spirits of Ron
Silver, Carrie Fisher and Catherine Hicks
in key roles. Director Sidney Lumet also
has Dorothy Loudon, Howard Da Silva,
Harvey Fierstein and Hermione Gingold
contributing choice comedy cameos dur-
ing Silver’s search for the elusive Garbo.
To meet her favorite actress, you see, is his
ailing mother’s fervent wish. But not,
Anne reminds him, “my last wish. . . .
I've got a lot more.” To her credit and
Lumet’s, Bancroft plays down the cheap
pathos in a character part fairly dripping
with chances to run amuck. The cockeyed
truth is that Garbo has all the makings of a
truly terrible movie, but it’s made so well
that you may find some of the inside
humor hard to resist. My resistance crum-
bled a mite when Gingold, as a dowager
ham rehearsing Shakespeare in the park,
imperiously declares, “I never should have
lent my name to this fiasco.” That's ham
with chutzpah. ¥¥

°

You don’t have to be English to savor
The Ploughman’s Lunch (Goldwyn), though
that might be a decided advantage.
Jonathan Pryce, Tim Curry, Rosemary
Harris, Frank Finlay and the usual top-
flight company perform to the hilt in this

Off-the-beaten-track
visits to Spain,
England and Sweden.

Bancroft behind bars in Garbo.

topical drama about life in Britain at the
time of the Falklands crisis. As an unprin-
cipled news editor from BBC Radio in hot
pursuit of a2 woman (Charlic Dore) who
won't have him, Pryce is the focal point of
the action, making himself loathsome on a
series of issues, both public and private. In
fact, Ploughman's Lunch winds up at a
Tory Party conference where Prime Minis-
ter Margaret Thatcher talks politics while
the plots thicken. Between the lines ol lan
McEwan’s bitingly literate screenplay,
director Richard Eyre depicts modern
England as a place there'd be small reason
to visit if one didn’t happen to live
there. ¥¥
°

British director Michael Apted, an

eclectic film maker whose credits include

Coal Miner’s Daughter and Gorky Park,
brings a warm sensibility to the scenes of
suburban American family life in Firstborn
(Paramount). The family, in this instance,
means a divorced mom (Teri Garr) with
two young sons (Christopher Collet and
Corey Haim) who ultimately save her from
a disastrous liaison with a live-in lover
(Peter Weller) they have good reason to
despise. Firstborn, after a promising start,
turns sour with melodramatic wiolence.
But Garr, stepped up to leading roles since
Tootsie, gives her feistiest performance and
young Collet, as her hypersensitive elder,
is a fine teenaged actor you’ll probably
want to see again. ¥¥%
.

Based on the sad but true story of a
famous 19th Century Russian mathemati-
cian who virtually pined her life away for
love, A Hill on the Dark Side of the Moon
(Crystal) is a beautifully made, beaut-
fully played Swedish movie that drove me
crazy with contradictions. As so often the
case with romance, the beginning is
great—two displaced geniuses whose des-
tinics bring them together in Stockholm,
Gunilla Nyroos and Thommy Berggren
portray the lovers, Sonya Kovalevsky and
her fellow Russian scientist, Maxim
Kovalevsky (no relation, their identical
surnames a simple coincidence), who do
everything they can to wreck a seemingly
perfect relationship. Sonya won’t marry
Max because she’s not sure he loves her,
and Max won’t commit himself, and next
thing vou know, this forthright, emanci-
pated woman is running a fever that takes
a fatal turn. As Sonya's will to live ebbs,
she becomes dramatically far less interest-
ing. Thus, we learn, at long last, why
Dumas didn't give us a Camille who had
mastered calculus. ¥¥

.

There is something glib and mechanical

about the movie version of Mass Appeal
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(Universal). On Broadway, Bill C. Davis’
hit play was a warm human comedy
designed as a verbal fencing match
between an old, semialcoholic priest and a
frecthinking young seminarian. As por-
trayed by Jack Lemmon (in a role origi-
nated on Broadway by Milo O'Shea),
Father Farley, the crowd-pleasing curate
accused by his gadfly aide of practicing
“song-and-dance theology,” is somewhat
less drunken (lest we offend?). Lemmon is
also less than persuasive, with so much
familiar shtick in his performance that he
scems more a competent stand-up come-
dian than a bona fide character. We've
scen this fast-talking, bitter Lemmon a
dozen times before, and nothing very new
has been added. As the precocious semi-
narian who admits to having experimented
with homosexuality and other alternative
lifestyles, Zeljko Ivanek is totally believa-
ble if not quite so charismatic as his prede-
cessors in the role onstage (among them
Eric Roberts and Michael O'Keefe).
Overall, Mass Appeal adds up to a provoc-
ative, timely religious debate that loses a
lot in translation from stage to screen. ¥¥
L

The young, gun-crazy neo-Nazis in The
Inheritors (Island Alive) cheerfully simu-
late the shooting of Jews and chuckle over
a lamp shade made of human skin. They
also are told by their fascist mentors that
“nobody was ever gassed at Auschwitz.”
All of which becomes part of a chilling pic-
turc made by Austrian writer-producer-
director Walter Bannert, who ingratiated
himself with neo-Nazi groups to collect the
fictionalized material set forth here. His
two young protagonists, Thomas and
Charly (well played by Nikolas Vogel and
Roger Schauer), have unhappy home lives;
that presumably explains why they are
quick to learn the joys of terrorism as well
as Hitderism. The Inhenitors is fnghtening,
for sure, yet its arguments are weakened
by hysterically high-pitched and simplistic
overstatement. Seems to me that a film
maker with something so important to say
should be exceptionally careful not to send
his message in a sleazy wrapper. ¥¥

-

Another case of overkill occurs in A
Question of Silence (Quartet), a powerful
drama from Holland written and directed
by Marlene Gorris. Feminist fanatics have
bought it whole, perhaps because the
theme is all-out revenge. Silence drama-
tizes the case of three apparently ordinary
women—a waitress, a successful executive
secretary and a browbeaten housewife—
who impulsively and without premedita-
tion set upon,
mutilate the snide male proprictor of a
boutique. The actresses (Nelly Fripda,
Henriette Tol and Edda Barends) are
extraordinary, portraying women pushed
to the psychological danger point in a
male-dominated world, each of their sto-

murder and sexually

Lemmon is Mass Appealing curate.

Unusual outings for
Jack Lemmon, Diane
Keaton and Gary Busey.

S ;
Busey as gruff, Bearish hero.

rics brought out by a court psychiatrist
(Cox Habbema) who finds her own com-
placent marriage in jeopardy as she edges
toward the conclusion that the trio of mur-
deresses were sane at the scene of the
crime. Does it follow that they are aveng-
ing angels for their entire sex? Three other

women, eyewitnesses who saw the brutal
murder, refuse to come forth and tesufy
against them. Question of Sience thus
stacks the evidence as if to suggest that the
extermination of any man might be justifi-
able homicide, and the movic’s excesses
become outrageous when the three killers,
in an unconvincing courtroom scene, have
a hearty laughing jag about the charges
against them. Despite crucial flaws, here’s
a movie virtually certain to provoke
heated debate, raising valid questions
about women'’s roles, then blowing them
away in a barrage of one-dimensional
man-hating propaganda. ¥¥
.

The nitwit heroine of John le Carré’s The
Little Drummer Girl (Warner), at least as
portrayed on the screen by Diane Keaton,
appears easily convertible to any side in
the Middle East chaos if the macho fanatic
attached to it is attractive enough. At first,
she is a pro-Palestinian actress in London,
soon recruited by an Israeli agent (Yorgo
Voyagis), whom she learns to love, to sct a
trap for a top Palestinian terrorist (Sami
Frey). Maybe the book, or at least the part
of it published in pLavBOY in 1983, made
sense, but there are so many yawning
chasms of credibility in the movie version
directed by George Roy Hill that I felt
bombarded by unanswered questions:
Why? What? How? And, Are these guys
trying to kid me? International intrigue
mounted with first-class trimmings from a
timely best seller inevitably generates
some seeworthiness. This time, though,
simple suspense and narrative tension
are minimal until almost the end of the
film, a pretty elementary drawback for
a thriller. ¥¥

.

Biographical movies appear to be the
best bet for gravel-voiced Gary Busey. Not
since he impersonated singer Buddy Holly
onscreen has Busey been so impressive as
he is in the title role of The Bear (Embassy),
a generally conventional tribute to the
late, legendary college football coach Paul
“Bear” Bryant. An inspiration to youth
and a well-scasoned winner who dicd in
1983, one month after he coached his last
triumphant team at the University of Ala-
bama, Bryant was a softhearted tough guy
with a great natural talent for creating
champions—among them Joe Namath,
portrayed bricfly by Steve Greenstein as a
promising but undisciplined undergradu-
ate grid star. A great sports figure whosc
career had measurably more ups than
downs is not quite the stufl' of high drama,
and director Richard Sarahan doesn’t
often catch the essential excitement of the
game. Even so, ardent football fans ought
to enjoy the scrimmage, the vintage film
clips and Busey's gritty close-up portrait
of a hero. ¥¥%2
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capsule close-ups of current filins
by bruce williamson

The Adventures of Buckarco Banzai S-f
filmfAam. Peter Weller is Buckaroo, but
John Lithgow’s mad mad scientist
steals the show. ¥y
All of Me Hilarious, a hit, and upgraded
to launch my new-year resolution to be
less stingy with Rabbits. ¥YYY
Amadeus Also up a notch. So why split
hares if Milos Forman’s fAamboyant
Mozart bio is not a total triumph?
Flaws and all, enthralling. Yy
The Bear (See review) Busey calling the
shots as famed grid coach. ¥z
Body Rock (See review) Lorenzo Lamas
imitating John Travolta. No way. ]
Bolero Pure bull, but plenty of Bo. ¥¥
The Brother from Another Planet Black
spaceman hits Big Apple. Far out. ¥¥
Carmen Bizet’s opera, with Domingo
and a sexpot soprano. ¥y
Country Grass-roots drama with Jessica
Lange and Sam Shepard just fine. ¥¥¥
Fear City Homiaidal killer stalks strip-
pers, including Melanie Grifith. ¥¥%
Firstborn (See review) Divorced mom'’s
smart kids undo wicked suitor.  ¥¥'%
The Flaminge Kid (See review) Call it

Matt Dillon’s day in the sun. Yy
Garbo Talks (See review) While jerking
tears, Bancroft gives her all. ¥y

A Hill on the Dark Side of the Moon (See
review) Somber Swedish drama about
a “liberated™ lady dying for love.  ¥¥
The Hit (See review) John Hurt on a

contract to kill in scenic Spain. vy
The Inheritors (Sce review) Neo-Nazis up
to their evil old tricks. ¥y
Ire ilable Differ A saucy but

soft-centered comedy about a Holly-
wood couple being sued for divorce by

their kid. ¥y
The Little Drummer Girl (See review) The
book must have been better. ¥y

Mass Appeal (See review) Lemmon in
the pulpit, from the Broadway play. ¥¥
Night of the Comet (See review) Spacy
comedy about apocalypse in L.A. ¥¥¥
Paris, Texos (See review) Waiting for

Kinski and a grand finale. W
Places in the Heart Back to the carth with
Sally Field and friends. Y¥¥L

The Ploughman's Lunch (Sce review) Tak-
ing a dim view of England today.  ¥¥
A Question of Silence (See review) Man-

hating women opt for murder. vy
A Soldier’s Story Murder at an Army
base, compelling. b3 L7

Stranger than Paradise (See review)
Young, fresh and freakishly funny. ¥¥¥
Teachers Nick Nolte, JoBeth Williams
tell us why Johnny can’t read. ¥y
The Terminator Blade Runner meets
Godzilla the Barbarian. ¥y

¥¥¥Y¥ Don’t miss ¥¥ Worth a look
¥¥Y¥ Good show ¥ Furg(‘.l it
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COMING ATTRACTIONS

By JOHN BLUMENTHAL

IDOL GOSSIP: Danny DeVite and Joe Piscopo
will team up in MGM/UA’s Wise Guys, a
$9,000,000 adventure comedy about a pair
of minor gangsters who, unbeknown to
each other, must bump each other off as
punishment for mistakenly stealing from
the Mob. It's to be directed by Rabert
(Oxford Blues) Boris. . . . Jucqueline Bisset
and Christopher Reeve are the unlikely duo
set to top-line CBS’ three-hour movie
Anna Karemina. (Trivia buffs will recall
that Greta Garbo and Fredric March starred
in MGM’s 1935 original.) . . . The movie
version of Eleni, Nicholas Gage’s gripping
account of the Greek civil war’s tragic
effect on his home town and family, has
begun filming in Greece, Spain and
London. Director Peter Yates and
screenwriter/playwright Steve Tesich (both
of Breaking Away fame) have teamed up to
make Eleni, along with a cast that thus far
includes Kate Nelligan, John Malkevich and
Linda Hunt. . . . Redney Dangerfield returns
to the big screen in Orion’s Back to School,
a comedy about an clder guy who—you
guessed it—goes back to college to see
what he missed.
.

Jait BAIT: Around the turn of the century,
the prim-and-proper Victorian wife of a
Pennsylvania prison warden fell in love
with a somewhat flashy convict and helped
him and his brother escape from her
hubby's jail. At the time, the story made
headlines and gripped the imagination of
the American people. Whether or not con-
temporary imaginations will be gripped is
a question that will be answered in Febru-
ary, when MGM/UA’s Mrs. Soffel opens
in theaters nationwide. Directed by Gillian
(My Bnilliant Career) Armstrong, the flick
stars Mel Gibson as convict Ed Biddle and
Diane Keaton as the inimitable Mrs. S.

L 2

BACK IN THE SADDLE AGAIN: One would
think that Mel Brocks had covered all the
bases with his classic Western spoof,
Blazing Saddles, but Paramount and
writer/director Hugh (Police Academy)
Wilson apparently beg to differ. Just wind-
ing up filming in Spain is the Airplane!-
style ocater send-up Rustler's Rhapsody.
Described alternately as “the story of the
cleanest-living singing cowboy of all
time” and as “Gene Autry meets The
Good, the Bad and the Ugly,” the flick
involves the clichéed sheepherders-versus-
cattle-breeders dispute as its central con-
flict (though I’'m told it's loosely plotted)
and features lots of B-movie stereotypes
with an Eighties twist. Tom Berenger plays
clean-cut, croonin’ cow poke Rex
O’Herlihan (who sides with the sheep-
herders), Marilu Henner is the siren of the
local saloon, Fernande Rey portrays the

While 1984 proved to be the year for break-dancing movies—Breakin’, Body Rock, Beat
Street—the forecast for 1985 dance films looks quite favorable for moviegoers. Those of you
who enjoyed the movie Fame will want to look for Fast Forward (above). it's the story of sev-
eral teenagers seeking fame in the Big Appls. And the folks at MGM, who brought us That's
Entertainment, are making That's Dancing (that's Fred Astelre in The Band Wagon, below).

power-crazy railroad tycoon and Andy
Griffith is the rich but sexually befuddled
Colonel Ticonderoga. There’s also a town
drunk who longs to be somebody’s side-
kick and a virginal nymphomaniac daugh-
ter of a cattle baron. Fine, but what are

they going to do for a campfire scene?
°
PIMPLEDOM: Director Robert Altman's O.C.

& Stiggs, originally scheduled for summer-
of-1984 release then repositioned for a
late—February '85 premiere, is in tempo-
rary limbo. This may have something to
do with the fact that it is most assuredly
not a “summer youth movie,” though it

may have originally been intended 1o be.
Based on a series of National Lampoon
stories by NatLamp editors Tod Carroll and
Ted Mann, Stiggs is actually a parody of
teenage life in upper-middle-class subur-
bia; it traces the summer exploits of two
boys battling against the outmoded values
of the adult world. Altman has called it the
first “adult-exploitation picture.” Two rel-
ative unknowns—Daniel Jenkins and Neill
Barry—star as the title characters, backed
by such old hands as Paul Doocley, Melvin
Van Peebles and Tina (Gilligan's Island)

Louise,
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By ASA BABER

“vou've GoT To fight Swanson,” the coach
said. He was a short, tough Chicago Pole
who had been a pro boxer himself. *“You
guys are two of the best in your weight
class.”

The year was 1950. I had just turned 14.
The summer camp was a military one, and
it took its boxing very seriously. We
trained daily and fought weekly. We also
marched in formation to meals and
classes, hiked and paraded, canoed and
competed. We wore uniforms, held rank,
shouted orders, obeyed them.

“I’'m not going to fight him,” I objected.
It took some courage to say that. The box-
ing coach held the rank of captain.
“Swanee’s my best friend.”

That was true. I didn't have a lot of
friends as a kid, but the ones I had I really
cared about.

I was something of a punk from Chi-
cago’s South Side. Dave was an all-
American boy from Galesburg, Illinois.
Evar Swanson, his father, had once played
professional baseball with the Chicago
White Sox. Evar was fast in his prime. He
had been timed circling the bases in 13.2
seconds in 1932, a record that still stands.
The Swanson family ran a grocery store in
Galesburg.

Dave and I were both good athletes. 1
was leaner and faster; Dave was shorter
and more powerful. Dave had an open dis-
position, a friendly face and gentle humor.
He was a perfect foil for my intensity and
city wit. We got along famously, trusted
each other and agreed to be tentmates for
that summer of our 14th year.

“Coach says we've got to box,” Dave
said to me.

“Yeah, he told me that, too.”

“He says it’s an order.”

“Right,” I nodded.

We left the subject hanging in the air,
but we were both uncomfortable. It was a
double bind, something that men know a
lot about.

I never saw Swanee box that way before
or after. He put his head down and wind-
mill punched. [ stepped aside and tapped
him on the forehead. I won the fight on
points, though Swanee could have taken
me out whenever he wanted to.

Our friendship was based on the unspo-
ken pledge that we would never fight. To
the best of our ability, we upheld that
pledge in the ring. But the situation con-
fused us, and what we went through is
symbolic of the mixed and mean signals
young men receive {rom their culture.

If it is all right for us to beat up our
friends, what space of safety and pcace is
left for us? If the line between those whom
we can hit and those whom we cannot is
obliterated, what limits and governors
remain in our thinking?

TAPSFORACAREER,
PARTTWO

“If it is all right for
us to beat up our friends,
what space of safety and
peace is left for us?”

I am going to say something here that
could get me into trouble and could be
misinterpreted, but it is the nub of male
stress: To this day, I still fantasize about
coldcocking someone who’s being threat-
ening or obnoxious to me. I control myself,
and I do not go around hitting people; but
often, under pressure, I want to. If a car
almost runs me over, if somebody screws
me professionally, if the mockery and con-
tempt | have to eat as a writer are served
up in too big a dish, I do not want to talk
about the situation, I just want to throw
hands.

The point is not that I am a walking
time bomb who will soon strike out in all
directions. I have chosen never to do that.
The point is that my violent fantasies are
very expensive to my system.

I do not think I am alone in this. I am
describing the struggle of many males.
Raised to explode, we eventually implode.
We sit on our programed rage and our
anger; we feel isolated and inhuman as we
do; and, sooner or later, the raging river
that runs through us carries us away. We
see our voluntary implosion as a service
and sacrifice to our society and, given the
alternative, it is, But ours is a hell of a
choice, and it would be nice if we didn’t
have to make it.

If I read his life correctly, Swanee suf-

fered just as much as I did from the confu-
sion we were put through. The only differ-
ence between us is that once, he struck out
at somebody and got caught at it. It was a
mistake, one that limited his career, but I
understand why he did what he did, and I
know that he would take back his decision
if he could, no matter how extenuating the
circumstances.

“I was young and zealous,” Dave said.
“If I had it to do over again, I wouldn’t do
it, even if I thought T was following
orders—which I did.”

He was speaking of the incident in 1962
that eventually came back to hurt him. A
young lieutenant at the time, he had
helped rough up a Korean who had been
caught stealing from a U.S. Army base.
Swanee was court-martialed for being
involved in the physical punishment of
that prisoner. Twenty-two years later, he
found himself passed over twice for promo-
tion to colonel, in spite of an outstanding
combat record. The message was clear:
One slip in a career is enough to end that
career. Dave Swanson, man of action, had
acted once too often.

“I was something of a pawn in that
Korean incident,” Swanee said. **We had
a new battle-group commander. He told
us that the policies of the preceding group
commander were in effect unless he
changed them. Well, the former com-
mander had told us to beat the Devil out of
those Korean ‘slicky boys’ when we caught
them stealing. As a matter of fact, he said
we should bring them in not standing. An
enlisted man got an automatic promotion
if he caught a thief, and it was expected
that there’d be some rough stuff.

“There were political pressures, too.
Chung Hee Park, acting president of
Korea at the time, wanted the U.S. Army
to turn over to him all Servicemen charged
with crimes against Koreans. The Army
wasn’t about to relinquish its people to the
Korean criminal-justice system, but it had
to show that it took such charges seriously.
I got caught in the middle of all that.

*“I thought I was doing what I was sup-
posed to do,”” Swanee said, “but if [ had it
to do over again, I never would do it.”

It has been a privilege knowing Lieuten-
ant Colonel David Swanson. Personally, I
think the Army has missed a bet. Swanee
is an outstanding officer and a stand-up
guy, a winner of the Silver Star, two
Bronze Stars, the Purple Heart and
numerous other awards. It is a waste to
put him out to pasture.

Then again, we men know a lot about
waste. It figures, doesn't it? After all, we're
programed for obsolescence. Ain’t that a
shame? And won't it be something if]
together, we reprogram ourselves?

It’s time.
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WOMEN

By CYNTHIA HEIMEL

Then the wimdow blew open as of old,
and Peter dropped on the floor.

He was exactly the same as ever, and
Wendy saw al once that he still had all
his frst teeth.

He was a little boy, and she was
groun up. She huddied by the fire not
daring to move, helpless and guilty, a
big woman. —*“Peter Pan”

HERE 1 AM, knee-deep in morigage papers.
There’s a huge stack of financial state-
ments by my left elbow, a medley of tax
returns propping up my right. I am deeply
absorbed, indifferent to the blaring televi-
sion, the smell of burned toast and the
resultant beeping of the smoke detector.
Other members of the household can take
care of such mundanities; I have a purpose.

Only thing is, I keep bursting into tears.

Not even dignified, Bette Davis—
in—Now, Vovager tears. Mine are more
like Shirley Temple on drugs—Iloud,
hiccuping, self-pitying rivulets.

As suddenly as they start, they stop
again, and I go back to scrutinizing inter-
est rates. This behavior has been going on
for days. My son keeps threatening to sum-
mon the men in white to take me away.

Let them come along, I say. Let them
take me to a place called Sunnyside Acres,
where nurses will wake me up in the morn-
ing and put me to sleep at night, where the
most exciting event of the day is basket
weaving. Where 1 won’t have to deal with
the drcad ambivalence about being a
gnownup,

We've been hearing about the Peter Pan
syndrome lately. I'm sure Phil Donahue
has had a show covering same. The P.P.S.
pertains to men—men who don’t want to
grow up. Men who don’t want to take
responsibility. Men afraid 0 commirt
themselves. Men who feel that anv life that
mvolves putting on a suit and tie and
going into an office five days a week is a
sham, a cheat, not what they were led to
expect and not fair.

But we girls also read Peter Pan. Or if we
didn’t, we saw the trashy, incredibly sexist
Disnev movic, which no doubt had J. M.
Barrie turning and muttering in his grave.
We read all about Peter and the lost boys
and Captain Hook and, even though we
were girls, we yearned to be like Peter—
gay and innocent and heartless and always
having adventures—but we were con-
vinced, deep in our hcarts, that we were
doomed to be Wendy.

Ponder Wendv for a moment: Peter took
her to Never-Never Land to be a lhttle
mother for him and his lost boys. And
Wendy did all sorts of typical mother
things—sewing, cleaning, caring for the
sick, getting tied to the mast of a pirate
ship and needing to be rescued. She was

THE WENDY
SYNDROME

“She was an irritating little sod, our
dear Wendy; she couldn’t even
defend herself against Tinker Bell, a
fairy a fraction of her size.”

an irritating hittle sod, our dear Wendy;
she couldn’t even defend herselfl against
Tinker Bell, a fairy a fraction of her size.
Fear was forever beating in her heart—
not, mind you, for herself but for Peter and
John and Michael and all the others.

Near the end of the book, Wendy even
worries about her parents. How they must
miss their children! And she drags all the
lost bovs and her brothers back with her to
their nice, safe home in London. Only,
Peter won’t stay there. Wendy tries every
trick in the book, but he just won't. So
then she decides that maybe she should go
back to Never-Never Land with Peter,
because he does so need a mother.

“So do you, my love,” her own mother
tells her. Wendy stays. Except that Peter
promises to come for her every year, so she
can do his spring cleaning. And he does for
a while, until he forgets all about her.

Let’s face it: Wendy is a wimp. Plagued
by guilt. Haunted by convention. Can’t
even say boo to a fairy. Needs rescuing all
the time.

Deep inside every modern, assertive,
contemporary woman, there’s a Wendy
crying to get out.

Herce I am, successfully negotiating the
purchase of a new house. I have earned
every penny of the down payment by hon-
est sweat and blood and fancy wordwork.

An accomplishment to crow about. I
should be fying.

But there’s Wendy pulling at my
innards. I close my eyes and see her
mournful, anxious face. *“You shouldn’t be
doing this yourself,” she chides. “Some-
body should be taking care of you.”

But who, Wendy? Who is going to take
care of me? Surely, you don’t mean Peter,
who still has his baby teeth?

I search my apartment, looking for a
potential savior, see a little boy doing his
math homework and burst into tears.

1t’s sad business, letting go of these girl
dreams. But—let’s face it—Wendy is not
only a wimp, she is a masochist. Passively
awaiting one’s fate is not psychologically
viable.

1 keep trying to tell Wendy about this.
(A shard of Wendy consciousness pierces
my soul and won’t be dislodged. )

ME: Get lost, you silly slut!

WENDY: You know you don’t mean
that, dear. You look a bit feverish. Let
me feel your head.

ME: I can look after myself!

wENDY: No, you can’t, dear. None of
us can. Itisn’t feminine.

I often believe her. Being feminine, I am
oft convinced, is looking after others—
making sure they are fed, washed, have
their shoes tied, their psyches soothed.

But going out into the big world? Wres-
ting with monsters like bank managers?
Me?

Well, yes, me. [ am on a mission. To
grow up, with or without Peter. Whenever
I feel the ambivalence setting in, I think
about my mother, a Wendy to her teeth.
Took care of everyone, got dinner on the
table every night. Then, when she was 53,
my father left her. Dad wears a gold chain
and dates about seven women—very Peter
Pan. Mom works as a secretary and can
barely make ends meet.

That is where pretending to be charac-
ters in an overly adorable children's book
will get you.

I've got this new system. ['ll hire an
accountant to take care of the taxes. A
bookkeeper to take care of the bills. An
investment counselor to tell me where to
put my moneyv. A lawyer to negotiate real-
estate contracts. But I can still scrutinize
the interest rates myself, stiill let my eye
stray to the financial pages of the newspa-
per. I like understanding money. It's fun
and, like any other kind of power, exciting.
My advisors will all take care of me: I can
stay a child. But I will pay them, so I will
secretly be a grownup. Nobody need
know.

*“Just be sure to feed them a nice,
hot meal,” says Wendy. B
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AGAINST THE WIND

By CRAIG VETTER

“WHAT ABOUT a life in the mountains?”’ I ask
myself sometimes. It used to be a strong
fantasy of mine, when all my goddamn
city doings got to be like juggling knives
and eating fire. When the muscles between
my shoulder blades felt like barrelmakers
had tightened them, When I'd get up into
the airless little room that 1s my brain so
completely that it felt like I was never
going to get out, that I was just going to
die up there, like some rat in an attic.
Then I'd think about making a stand
somewhere 1 could let the animal run,
make him work for supper, then let him go
to sleep breathing pine and looking at the
stars. These days, though, I know I was
kidding myself about having what it takes
to live that far out on the lonely edge of
things. I might have had some of the obvi-
ous things it takes—the physical equip-
ment, maybe—but I don’t think I ever
could have cultivated the invisible muscle,
the emotional grit 1t takes to become really
at home in the wilderness.

A guy 1 know named Doug Robinson
has it, and our conversations are the rea-
son [ know I don’t. He lives on the ragged
east slope of the Sierra, in a valley where
the mountains stand 14,000 feet above vou
on two sides. He sleeps in those mountains
100 or 150 nights a year, out [rom under
the phone net the rest of us suffer with, so
il you want to run him down, you have to
leave messages in hollow trees, sort of: at
some remote lodge or with friends of his in
the little town of Bishop. Then, a few days
or a few weeks later, he'll ski around Rock
Lake, shovel a phone booth clean of snow,
and when you ask him how it is up there in
January, when all the animals of any good
instinct are long since burrowed and sleep-
ing, he’ll tell you it's the most beautiful
spot on earth.

I got to know Robinson climbing rocks.
He taught me to climb in the shadow of
Yosemite’s great walls, on novice routes
like Glacier Point Apron and Royal
Arches, neither of which was much chal-
lenge to him. He'd spent years there in the
Sixties and Seventies, scrambling up the
slick granite faces all day, then hoboing
around the climbers’ camps at night. He
left his name in the local record books
when he made the first no-hammer, no-
piton ascent of Hall Dome’s northwest
face; then he climbed in the Alps, and a
few years ago, he carried ABC’s television
cameras up 22,700-foot Ama Dablam in
the Himalayas. He’s a fine coach and a
fine climber, and for all his strength and
elegance going up, the thing he counts as
most valuable among his Alpine skills
is his ability to downclimb over precipitous
territory, to quit when it’s time to do that.
He says he’s almost embarrassed at how
often he misreads the rock and has to

A LIFE IN THE
MOUNTAINS

“‘I never wanted to be just some
guy out here machoing around in a
plaid shirt, chopping wood and
conguering mountains.””

retreat. ‘I make mistakes in judgment at
an alarming rate,” he told me, but he was
probably overstating it. He has suffered
only one serious fall in all his climbing
career, and although it just as easily as not
could have killed him, he caught himself.
By a thumb.

Robinson makes part of his living guid-
ing climbers and cross-country skiers in
the Sierra and the other part by writing for
outdoor journals and climbing magazines.
The combination of those two incomes
would amount to real poverty most other
places; but in the mountains, he says, it’s
enough to give him the life of a gentleman
pauper. In the fall, when he caches food
along his winter ski routes, it's gourmet
food; and in the summer, when he goes up
into the high rocks to think or to write his
poems or to read and take notes for a book
he's writing on adrenaline, he does it to the
music of groups like The Grateful Dead,
which he listens to on the boom box he
hauls along with his water and his lunch.

“Nobody better complain about it,
either,” he’ll tell you. ““That is, unless they
never play music in their living rooms.”
During the mountain time I've spent with
him, it has all seemed pretty ideal, a
nearly perfect mix of sweat and thinking,
and we've talked a lot about it. Once,
when I asked him how he had gotten the
job he had, he told me that back in high

school, when he was reading Thoreau and
Abbey and Nietzsche, he imagined a life
that really balanced thought and feeling
and action,

“Climbing attracted me then because
it’s so much more than a sport. You can’t
pull it off without drawing heavily on all
three of those parts of yourself. I never
wanted to be just some guy out here
machoing around in a plaid shirt, chopping
wood and conquering mountains. Many
times, when I'm climbing a wall, thoughts
just come bubbling to the surface, and 1
end up sitting on some ledge, writing—
because at its best, when it’s all working
together, the organizing gets done uncon-
sciously and I just take the words down as
they appear, like dictation.”

When Robinson’s spiritual side kicks in,
he talks about the pull he feels to stay
longer each time in the high country, to
become more and more intimate with the
terrain. And when he really gets going, he
likes to think of himself as moving toward
the tradition of the ultimate mountaineers,
a Seventh Century band of Zen lunatics
who wandered the mountains of China,
appearing and disappearing, happy fools
who lived ofl the land, scratching their
poems into the stalks of wild bamboo and
generally keeping themselves clear of what
Robinson calls “the habits of mind that
pass for civilization.”

“*So where’s the rub?” I asked him once.
“Where’s the bad in this life that looks so
good from where I'm standing?”’

“Companionship,” he said. “Women. |
need and love solitude more than most
people, but I also need the companionship
of a good woman, and living the way I do,
it’s very hard to work that out. This is a
very romantic life and it naturally attracts
women, but when the honeymoon’s over
and reality sets in in the dead of winter
and it’s a five-mile ski to town, things tend
to come apart. ['ve been married and
divorced four times and had several other
serious relationships. I wouldn’t care to
blame all those breakups on my mountain
life, but it doesn’t help.”

I think you have to admire the kind of
spirit that can do that much downclimbing
without abandoning the sport, and
although I know Robinson has his dark
moments up there in that thin air, the last
letter I got from him was full of the kind of
optimism that’s harder won than I have
tools for. Winter was coming, and the
Owens Valley was putting on an autumn
spectacular, he said. He had a new girl-
friend, was going to work on his book
when the snow got deep and was promis-
ing himself that next year, when he turned
40, he was going back to Yosemite, train
himself into serious shape, then go climb-
ing with the young vagabonds who are
pitching their tents where he pitched
his all those years ago to see if he
couldn’t learn something from them.
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

My partner sometimes worries aloud
that we make love too frequently. We have
been together for nine years and previ-
ously had been friends, keeping in inter-
mittent  to close touch (sans carnal
knowledge) for five years before beginning
our long, intimate and continuing relation-
ship. During this time—seven years
cohabitating and two marricd—we have
made love an average of 520 times per
year. We both have kept journals since
undergraduate days, including this and
other data of personal interest. The figures
would be even higher, except that our
carecrs keep us separated from two weeks
to two months a year.

At first, [ was convinced that this sexual
frequency was a fluke and I'd revert to two
or three times weekly after this new, fan-
tastic affair had cooled. But it has per-
sisted undiminished and, in fact, becomes
better. We both had a number of love
affairs before, including one or more live-
in situations. | am more than two decades
her senior; she is now 34. We make love at
any hour, including oral, anal and conven-
tional (mostly) sex, often in unlikely

places. We have done it in the open; one of

the most stimulating experiences was
when we were taking shelter under a rock
]edge in a severe thunderstorm, with light-
ning flashing and hail pelting her cute
bikini-clad behind. Once, after being sepa-
rated for a week, we screwed seven times in
one day; and some two vears later, follow-
ing one of our infrequent arguments, we
did it eight times in 24 hours. None were
wham-bams; all were complete and satis-
fying. Some of our best scx has been dur-
ing her periods, when she sometimes is
remarkably turned on.

Before this great love, 1 recall only aver-
age frequency (based upon PLAYBOY'S sex-
survey figures) and, usually, ho-hum
partners. Is there such a thing as too much
sex—we're both remarkably healthy and
happy and widely envied—and, second,
could a special partner make so much dif-
ference n one’s sexuval cnergy? Ah,
heaven, | know thee well'—]. J. W., Phoe-
mx, Arizona.

There's no such thing as too much of a
good thing. As long as you and your pariner
Jeel good, you can’t possibly be overdoing it.
Take pride in the facl that the two of you are
so active and so far above “average.” Maybe
she is a special lady. Maybe the act of keeping
a journal raises the sexual temperature. The
unexamined sex life is not worth hving.

For the past couple of winters, my girl-
friend and I have spent a week on various
Canbbean islands, always staying at
hotels or inns. Now we're getting a bit
tired of crowded pools and high-powered
waiters  hustling  low-powcered  drinks.
What about something with a bit more

privacy and freedom?—R. J., Chicago,
Ihinois.

How does a villa on St. Lucia with a
40-fool private pool strike you? Or, if vou
want to go with another couple, maybe you'd
like a two-bedrovm home on a Jamaican hill-
side, complete with a four-poster bed, terraces,
a pool, a cook, a maid and a gardener. It’s
possible to rent condomintums and villas (the
Jormer can be found i studio and one-
bedroom configurations, while the laller tend
to run to two bedrooms and up) such as those
on virtually any island in the Caribbean. In
addition to the privacy a rental unit affords,
il’s also possible to save money on one, espe-
cially when two or more couples share a place.
For example, the St. Lucia villa has two bed-
rooms and costs $1125 per week in the
winter. The Jamaican beauty, which is
located in the woods nine miles outside
Montego Bay, goes for $2200. Although
there are many companies that list properties
in the Canrtbbean (and all around the world,
Jor that matter), three that are particularly
worth noting are At Home Abroad, 405 East
56th Street, 6H, New York, New York 10022
(212-421-9165); Caribbean Home Rentals,
Box 710, Palm Beach, Florida 33480
(305-833-4454); and Villa Leisure, Box
1096, Fairfield, Connecticut 06340
(203-222-9611).

l have a problem that I hope you will be
able to help me with. [ am 18 years old
and many girls find me attractive, but I
have a real problem starting an initial con-
versation with a girl I've just become
attracted to. Let me describe a typical sit-
uation to you, and I should say that it hap-
pens quite often. Recently, 1 was eating
breakfast with a friend in San Diego and
noticed a beautiful blonde waitress eying

me. I knew that she found me attractive,
but I could think of no way to start a con-
versation with her. (She wasn’t waiting on
our table.) Now, I'm the type of guy who
enjoys a lasting relationship, not a bunch
of one-night stands, so I want my conver-
sation to be clean, not sleazy, il you know
what I mean. Do you have any suggestions
to help me with this problem?—
C. J., Yuma, Arizona.

Initiating conversation with a sex inlerest
is only as difficult as you wmake it: Forget
aboul snappy one-liners (“I suppose a blow
job is oul of the quesiion?”) and concenirate
on friendly small talk to get things going.
Make a simple or, if you're up to i, clever
remark about your immediate environment or
an observation about your surroundings, and
then wail for a reaction. Try lo appear
relaxed and al ease, and if you're incapable
of anything else, at least give her a friendly
smile or a sheepish grin.

Thc built-in microprocessor in my cas-
sette deck adjusts the machine to correct
levels, including the bias level, for various
tapes. Why, then, does it also have a sepa-
rate manual bias adjustment, and is there
any simple way to use it?—L. 1., Lansing,
Michigan.

Bias in a tape deck prepares the tape to
accept the recording signal. The general
classes of tape require different bias settings,
of course; bul even within the same generic
class and among different samples of the same
brand and class of tape, there may be sub-
tle variations in the magnetic coating. If you
are really fussy aboul your recordings, you
can use the manual bias adjustment lo tweak,
or fine-tune, the deck to account for those
variations. One simple way lo do that is to
record some of the white noise between sta-
tions on the FM dial. Compare the sound of
that hash as it comes directly off the
air with the way it sounds after you have
taped some of it. If the recorded noise sounds
less bright than the original nose, reduce the
setting of the bias adjustment. If the recorded
noise sounds brighter, raise the setting of the
manual bias adjustment. [f you can’t hear
any difference, forget it and leave well
enough alone.

l have a lover who is evervthing a woman
could want—kind, sensitive, handsome,
understanding, sexy and a great friend.
We share a relationship that makes others
seem pale in comparison. [ do all | can to
make him feel good, but there is a prob-
lem. When 1 give him a blow job, he can-
not come unless | let him help it along
prior to his ejaculating. He can come in my
mouth afier he handles himsclf, but he
can’t come with only my touch. He had a
traumatic experience in his carly teens
when friends tried to vacuum his penis
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Playboy jewelry with a diamond accent.

Tie Tack DM1325 $14.00 ($1.50)
Necklace DM5246 $20.00 ($1.50)
Pendant DM5245 $17.00 ($1.50)

To order, indicate item name and number, enclose check or money order for items
and postage and send to: Playboy Products, P.O. Box 1554-M. Elk Grove Village. 1L
60007. To charge 1o Visa. MasterCard or American Express, list all numbers on your
card andinclude your signature. For credit card orders by phone. call 1-800 228-5200
toll-{ree. llinois residents, add 7% sales tax Canadian residents. add $3.00. full payment
must be in US. currency on a US. bank. Sorry, no other loreign orders accepled

CHANGING YOUR ADDRESS?

Please let us know! Notify us at least 8 weeks before
you move to your new address, so you won’t miss any
copies on your PLAYBOY subscription. Here’s how:

l. Attach your mailing label from a recent issue in the
space provided. Or print your name and address
exactly as it appears on your label.

r-.------v-------1

[ | i
B Name (please pont) [ ]
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2. Print your new address here:

Name (please pnnt)
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City State Zip

3. mait this form to: PLAYBOY

P.O. Box 2420
Boulder, CO 80302

> L-------------

as a joke. Could that have caused any
long-lasting (it’s now 20 years later) psy-
chological or physical damage? My self-
confidence in my ability is now faltering,
even though he assures me that 1 give
great head and do nothing wrong. 1 won-
der if there isn’t something you might sug-
gest that would improve my ability to
stimulate him to cjaculation all by myself:
or should I quit worrying about something
that could be considered just a quirk?—
Miss B. H., Albany, New York.

As long as your lover is salisfied, we think
you are worrving needlessly. Simce he has
assured you that there is nothing wrong with
your lechmique, we can hardly give you any
suggestions lo improve il. You have so much
going in this relationship, we think you
should see your lover's “quirk™ simply as par-
tictpation he enjoys.

My neighbor just bought a new diesel
car. 1 think it’s noisy and smoky, espe-
cially when he starts it in the morning. He
thinks iU’s terrific. He says it gets great
mileage, never needs a tune-up and should
last forever. Are diesels really everything
they’re cracked up to be?—C. W., Cin-
cinnati, Ohio.

Diesel cars gained a lot of popularity dur
ing and after the lust gas shortage, because
people got tived of waiting i line for gas.
Now that gas is plentiful again and diesel
fuel costs as much as unleaded gas, their
appeal has diminished. That noise you hear—
like the ball bearings i a spray-pamni can—
is combustion in the cylinders under such
high pressure thal the fuel self-ignites without
the need for sparkplugs. The lack of
sparkplugs and carburetor (diesel engines are
fuel-injected) eliminates the need for periodic
tune-ups. On the other hand, a diesel needs
frequent oil changes, because the high com
bustion pressure blows soot and crud past the
pistons mlo the crankcase, where they goopr up
the oil. Most recent and new diesels don’t
smoke once they're warmed up, but they all
clatter. Diesels also aren’t much for accel
eration, though some are available with
turbocharging to make them almost as quick
as similar-sized gasoline engines. Optional
diesel engines can be expenstve and turbo
diesels are even more expensive; and the logic
of paying several hundred dollars extra to
save a few bucks a week on fuel escapes us.
Most diesels are tough and durable, though
one tank of bad fuel can clog up the injectors
and make for costly repairs. In cold climates,
diesels warm up slower than gas-driven cars
and need a bittle more care to gel them started
on sub-zero days. Finally, diesel fuel can be
hard to find in some areas. Diesels aren’t for
everyone, but if high fuel economy and
extended range (distance between fill-ups) are
important to you, you might give one some
serious thought. Just don’t buy it without
trving it first, because you may find out you
don’t like it later.

I‘\-'c been seeing a wonderful woman for
three months now, and we’ve become very
involved emotionally. Our sex together
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To unlock your body’s potential, we proudly
offer Soloflex. Twenty-four traditional iron pumping
exercises, each correct in form and balance. All on a
- simple machine that fits in a corner of your home.
‘ For a free Soloflex brochure, call anytime
1-800-453-9000.

— BODYBY
SOLOFLEX

SOLOFLEX,” HILLSBORO, OREGON 97123  ©1983SOLOFLEX

VIDE D BROCHURE AVAILABLE UPON REQUEST
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27 Ways to Help
You Qualify for
the Job You Want

Free Facls about Career

Diplomas and 2-Year Degrees
Now at home in your spare
time, without any previous
experience, you can train
for a money-making
career...even get an asso-
ciate degree. Call or send
for color brochure and information on the
career field that interests you most and how to

train forit. 4 800.358-5858

CALL ANY TIME— Owam to take your call 24
hours a day, 7 days a week.
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since 1891 | Dept. RZSC4, Scranton, PA 18515
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tor, Poaltlon open. 7. Owner: Flayboy Enterprises, Inc.. 818
N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, [ll. 80811, Btockholders owning
or hol N8 P or mors of total of stock: Hugh
M, Hefner. 8560 Bunset Bivd,, Los Angeles. Calif. 80068; Code
& Co., Box 222, Bowling Green Btatlon, New York, N.Y.
10004; Kray & Co., 120 B. LaSalle Bt.. Chicago, Il 80803;
FMR Corp.. 82 Devonshire Bi., Boaton, Mass. 02109; FEI-
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couldn’t be better, for I, who have had lit-
erally hundreds of lovers, can remember
none so prolific. But for the first time in all
the years, | have a deep feeling for this
woman—it's more than just a physical
thing, and we’ve exchanged verbal expres-
sions of love,

After our third or fourth date, she made
it apparent to me that she had had a boy-
friend for a year or so and wondered if 1t
bothered me. At that point, it didn’t mat-
ter to me, for as the newcomer, I felt that 1
was cheating him, if anything. What was
meant to be a fling for her got out of hand,
and our relationship escalated rapidly.
After a couple of months of intimacy and
cmotional investment, the young lady
broke it to me that she couldn’t take the
pressures of loving two men. Since she had
not let on to her boyfriend about our affair,
though she had been completely open with
me, she chose the path of least resistance
and asked that we cool it for a while.

I care about her deeply and don’t want
to lose her. She claims the same feelings for
me in our less-frequent rendezvous. She
has expressed a deep love for me, an
excitement with our lovemaking unrivaled
by any prior experience, but also a lack of
interest in ending her other thing.

What demands, il any, may | make on
her to make a decision, and how soon? The
line between having her and pushing so
hard as to scare her back to him is so fine,
vet I can’t handle the infrequency of our
meetings and want 1o take destiny into my
own hands. Help me, for I fear that for the
first time in nearly 30 years, I may be in
love.—A. S., Chicago, Illinois.

We wish we could be encouraging, but we
suspeet that you'll indefinitely, if not always,
be playing second banana in this situation. If
this woman felt the excitement for you that
you feel for her, she would have little diffi-
culty breaking things off with her current
boyfriend. It appears that you've in the
unenviable position of being the other man—
and parl of your appeal to this woman is that
you are forbidden frut. Keep in mind, loo,
that you've known each other only a little
more than three months. She obviously feels
more comfortable with the man she has known
longer. It may all boil down to how patient
you can be—and for how long. So, while we
understand your strong feelings for her,
we suggest that you do cool it for a while to
give the appearance that you may be moving
on to other things. If she really wants to hold
on to you, she’ll find a way. You have nothing
to gain, as you realize, by trying lo force the
issue. Good luck.

M;v boyfriend and I have a very happy
and pleasurable sex life. 1 enjoy having sex
with him, and I'm sure he feels the same
way about me. The only problem we have
is that he prevents me from touching cer-
wain parts of his body, and I must touch
him a certain way. I love to touch and kiss
every part of his body. I told him thatif I
could, I would tie him up and just touch
him, kiss him and lick him wherever I

wanted to. It makes me feel so good when
I lick his balls, but he objects to that,
because he claims that my touch is too del-
icate. When [ squeezc his balls and lick his
penis, it seems to turn me on even more. |
really don’t know why licking and squeez-
ing his balls turns me on so much, but it
does; maybe it’s because his penis is so
big, and it looks so good when it’s hard.

What I need to know is, should I stop
trying to persuade him to let me lick and
squeeze his balls, or should [ kecp
trving?—Miss P. S, Indianapolis, Indiana.

We always hate o see a romance break up,
but if yours ever does, there are a few guys
around here who would be more appreciative
of you than vour current beau. Tie the sucker
up and be a bit less delicate. This is what is
known as a compromise. Enjoy it.

COuld swallowing semen during ejacu-
lation be a cause of early miscarriage?
Could the semen cross the placenta to the
developing fetus? If so, would it be harm-
ful o the baby? My husband and I have
just lost a baby; I was seven weeks preg-
nant. We have a wonderful sexual relation-
ship in which we enjoy oral sex
tremendously. About twice a weck, we
perform it on each other, ending with my
swallowing his ejaculate. I love doing this,
but I have to wonder if it could have been
a factor in losing the baby. To me, this is a
pertinent question; I'm surprised ['ve
never heard it discussed before. I could
have asked my doctor, but he was rather
vague about why I miscarried, so I'm ask-
ing you instead. Of course, we went over
the obvious reasons: improper diet, drug
and/or alcohol abuse, genetic factors, etc.
None of those seemed a possibility so they
provided no answer. The doctor did tell
me that there was no reason | couldn’t get
pregnant again and carry a healthy full-
term baby.

Another question I'd like to ask is
“Could highly active sexual relations have
also caused a miscarriage?”’ 1 have always
heard that no amount of sexual intercourse
can dislodge a healthy cgg from the uterus;
but I'd like to hear it from an expert.—
Mrs. D. J., Dallas, Texas.

We know of no evidence linking swallow-
tng of semen to miscarriage. The two major
reasons for miscarriage are defect in develop-
ment and defect in implantation. And what
you've heard about intercourse’s not being
harmful during the first eight months of preg-
nancy is correct. (Some doctors advise against
intercourse in the final trunester; opinion ts
divided.) Good luck in the future.

All reasonable questions—from fashion,
food and drink, stereo and sports cars to dating
problems, taste and etiquette—uwill be person-
ally answered if the writer includes a stamped,
self-addressed envelope. Send all letters to The
Playboy Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinoms 60611
The most provocative, pertinent queries
will be presenied on these pages each month.



Waputik Mountain.
A rugged place for the holiday spirit to start.

ALBERTA, CANADA

I come back to this cabin
every Christmas.

When I was a kid, we spent
summers here. But we always
came up once in the winter
too, just before Christmas.
Wed stay for a few days. Cook-
ing. Singing. Telling stories.
Celebrating Christmas in the
traditional way. So now | always
try to give my family the same
wonderful experience.

Sure it’s cold. But there are
ways of dealing with that. A
fire of pine logs. An old patch-
work quilt. A bottle of Windsor.

Particularly the Windsor. It's
made right here in Alberta
from the water that melts off
these very mountains. It has a
taste so smooth that whenever
I take a sip. no matter where |
happen to be, I can always con-
jure up images of Christmas
on Waputik Mountain.

Give Windﬁ]mis holfidafy. bcoe;u toll free
e b gl e

1-800-432-4136). Void where prohibited
by law.
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’Fm perfect gift is more than a
surprise; it hits the mark. If there's a
driver on vour list, vou can give
ESCORT or PASSPORT with absolute
confidence. Here's why:

Head Of The Class

Car and Driver magazine rated
ESCORT number one in its most
recent test, calling it “...clearly the
leader in value, customer service
and performance...”

In fact, in the six vears since
its introduction, ESCORT has
become the classic instrument of
radar detection. Our policy of con-
tinuous refinement has maintained
its leading-edge performance. And
the experts agree.

New Partner
PASSPORT is brand new. For
the person on the move, switching
between cars or using rentals in

PASSPORT fits comfortably in a shirt pocke!

Overwhelm Your

With a gift of early radar warning, elegant design,

distant cities, it provides ESCORT
performance and features in a
convenient miniaturized package.
You can carry it in vour pocket like,
well, a passport. The magazine
experts haven't tried it vet, but we
think thev'll have to search as hard
for the superlatives to describe it
as we did for the technology 1o
make it. The SMD ( Surface Mounted

PASSPORT

Volteme Comtrad

ESCORT

Device) circuitry that made
PASSPORT possible is simply light
vears ahead.

First Class Performance

When radar is out there, the
superheterodvne circuitry in ESCORT
and PASSPORT will find it: over hills,
around curves, hidden in the
bushes, anvwhere. But that's just
half the storv.

Just as important is the unique
wav thev give vou a full, easily
understood report on the radar they
find. ESCORT has led the way with
its variable pulse audio warning,
analog meter and amber alert lamp.
These all work together to give

E“'-- Eﬂ

Sterreal Strength Meser

vou a precise indication of radar
tvpe and range. In PASSPORT, a bar
graph of eight Hewlett-Packard
LEDs replaces the meter. This
allows the same thorough radar
report in a pocket-size package.

Attention To Detail
The main point of a radar
warning device is performance, but

ity Hiighwery Seesich Alert Lamy

the perfect gift brings something
more: pride of ownership. Both
ESCORT and PASSPORT are finely
crafied instruments that look right
at home in a Porsche, Mercedes,
Or any car.

Both have precision aluminum
housings of just the right heft,
finished in glare-resistant black.
Each has a volume control as silky
as that of a fine stereo. Each has a
power-on indicator and a switch
to choose between city and high
way operation. They even have
photoclectric sensors to adjust
brightness to the light level of the
car’s interior. PASSPORT adds an
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Favorite Driver ™

Tune in “Talkback with Jerny Galvin.” America’s new weckh callin
comedy talk show: sunday evenmgs on public radio stanons
Check kcal histings

D 1984 Cincinnan Micnowave, Ine

and precise craftsmanship—from an exclusive source

PASSPORT is only 33" tall and 2%"" wide.

audio muting switch to temporarily

defeat the audio during long radar
encounters.

Bur all this sophistication
doesn’'t make them hard to use. Just
install on dash top or clip to the
sunvisor, and plug into vour lighter
Our precision electronics take over
from there.

Apart From The Crowd

We've alwavs felt that users of
precision electronics are entitled to
deal with experts. That's why we
sell direct from our factory onh:
There are no middlemen. When it
comes to customer satistaction, we

take full responsibility.

And while our svstem of factorny-
direct sales was not de signed
specifically tor gift givers, it does
offer some rather special benefits.
For example, vou needn’t worry
about buving a discontinued model
still in a store’s stock. Your gitt will
never be scen marked down in the
discount chains. More importanth,

giving either ESCORT or PASSPORT

shows vou were concerned enough

about quality to track down the
only source. And there's one more
aclvantage.

Easy Shopping

ESCORT and PASSPORT let vou
do your Christmas shopping by
phone and avoid the retail hassle.
No searching for parking. No stand-
ing in lines. We're only a toll-free
call and a parcel delivery away.

Most important of all, ESCORT
and PASSPORT are guaranteed to
please. Holidays or anvtime, take
the first thirty davs as a trial. Itvou're
not absolutely satisfied, return vour
purchase and we'll promptly retund
vour money and vour mailing
costs. We also back ESCORT and
PASSPORT with a full one-vear
limited warranty:

F-—‘F e e e —-x‘
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FSCORT and PASSPORT come complete
with accessories,

Car and Driver called us the
“class act” in radar detection. So
order now; and let ESCORT or
PASSPORT overwhelm vour favorite
driver

Order Today

By Phone: Call us toll free. A
member of our sales staff will be glad
to answer any questions and take
vour order, (Please have vour Visa or
MasterCard at hand when vou call).

TOLL FREE 800-543-1608
IN OHIO 800-582-2696
(Phone M-F 8-8, Sat 9-5:30 EST)

By Mail: We'll need to know your
name and street address, daytime
phone number, and how many
PASSPORTSs and ESCORTS you want.
Please enclose a check, money order,
or the card number and expiration
date from vour Visa or MasterCard.
(Personal or company checks require
18 days processing )

PASSPORT

RADAR-RECEIVER

PASSPORT $295 ($16.23 tax in OH)
(Available November 1, 1984)
Pocket-Size Radar Protection

"
RADAR WARNING RECEIVER
I S —

ESCORT $245 (§13.48 tax in OH)
The Classic of Radar Warning

Cincinnati Microwave
Department 100-107

One Microwave Plaza
Cincinnati, Ohio 45296-0100
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Since the invention of the pho-
nograph player back in 1877, there
have been a myriad of technical
refinements, but the basic concept
hasn't changed a hit.

Until now.

Sony " has created a revolution
in sound reproduction by brnng-
ing the world the first Compact Disc

Player. A system that replaces
the 1naccuracy of the phonograph

needle with the precision of the
laser bearm.
Imperfect record grooves with

mathematically perfect computer codes.

. Vulnerable records with dura-
I I' ble discs.
lmng oom A system that High Fidelity mag-
’ azine called "the most fundamen-

tal change 1n audio technology 1n

O p
a pieces of engineering at your Sony
dealer now.

Or you can listen to everyone
else's copy of them later
concer THE ONE AND ONLY SOUND OF
@ SONY.

over eighty years."

Today, while over 30 compa-
nies are joining the revolution, Sony is
starting two others:

The Car Compact Disc Player.
And the Portable Compact Disc
Player *

So people who want true
concert hall fidelity never have to be
without it.

You can audition these master-




DEAR PLAYMATES

Since the holiday season is a ume when
cveryone has fantasies, we thought it
would be appropriate o ask our Playmate
advisors about theirs. Afier all, not every
goody has to come wrapped up under the
tree.

The question lor the month:

What do you have sexual fantasies
about?

vru mean besides myv dog, Spot? Just
kidding, folks! Ready lor a real one? David
Lee Roth, the singer for Van Halen, has
really caused a bit of a sur inside me

recentlv. I'm
just  sure the
man 1s abso-

lutely wild. I'd
like to go out
and get nuts
with him some-
time. From his
videos, he
seems to be up
for anything,
and | must
admit that 1 do
get a few but-
terflies wondering what he'd be like in per-
son. I'm no groupie. I just like the idea of
his energy and unpredictability.

|' MARLENE JANSSEN
N / NOVEMBER 1982

l'\'e had sexual [antasics about people 1
don’t know and about people I'm seeing. [
think thev're healthyv. A fantasy about a
man I'm with
would be imag-
ining mvself
having sex with
him, imagining
the things he
does that trn
me on and the
things [ do that
turn him on. In
a long-term re-
lationship, you
can  keep the
lantasies going
by dressing up. dressing down, having sex-
ual conversations with him to keep things
fresh between vou. Time together can
deepen vour fantasy life.

}\(\vk Wooung 1 \\L_,le\afl fo

LORRAINE MICHAELS
APRIL 1981

A. get older, I'm becoming more
turned on to mvself, and I've just started

having fantasies. | like touching mvsell

now. My [antasies about real men run the
gamut from Hal Linden o Evic Dickerson,
who plays for
the L.A. Rams.
Oh, ves, and
Eddie  Hartch.
who's on As the
World Turns,
I've never been
with two
at  the same
time, but |
have fantasized
about it. Two
men who trn
me on, who are
sensitive and caring. | can see Hal Linden
in this fantasy. 1 love his graving temples
and his self~assured manner and the fact
that he comes across as shy. 1 know people
will say, “What, no hunks?” But the Mag-
num, P_I. wypes don’t do it for me.

At

l don’t know the people in my sexual fan-
tasies. 1 create them for the fantasv.
Mostlv. what's important is the situation 1
create, not the people in 1. For example,
going to a par-
tv and noticing
SHMeONne across
the room who
notices me,
then moving
together into
another  room
in the house,
having sex and
never exchang-
ing any words
at all. It's an
image of a per-
son, but never a specilic person. 1 also
have lots of fantasies about my husband.
But what’s important is the context—not
so much who is there but what's happen-
ing. attitude and surroundings.

/‘

maen

AZIZ1 JOHARI
JUNE 1973

TRACY VACCARO
OCTOBER 1983

I'd love to go camping with Tom Selleck.
We'd share a tent. Or we could go 10 Rio
or Cancun or someplace special. Are you
reading this,
Tom? Just kid-
ding. I've had a
lantasv or two
about Nick
Nolte and Burt
Revnolds. 1 can
be pretty direct
about this stull.
I 1 feel a cer-
tain wav, il [
want some-
thing or I don’t
want  some-
thing, 1 will say it. There is someone now
whom | have fantasies about, and he
knows who he is. But don’t let that stop
vou, Tom.

. (OLeH

LISA WELCH
SEPTEMBER 1980

Juiio Iglesias. He's so romantic. He's
good-looking and charming and scems
very, very honest—in short, evervthing |
Want i a guy.
In mv fantasy,
he's singing To
All the Girls I've
Loved Before.
He comes down
Irom the stage,
picks me out,
takes me in his
arms and walks
off with me. But
n real life, I'm
the type of per-
son who wants
10 know a man before T have sex with him.
I want him to know me and like me when
he wakes up the next morning and the fan-
tasy part is over.

:

SUSIE sCOTT
MAY 1983

Send your questions to Dear Playmates,
Playboy Building, 919 North Michigan Ave
nue, Chicago, Hlinois 6061, We won't be
able to answer every question, but we'll try.
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Alive with pleasure!
Newport

N0

Afterall,

if smoRing isn't a pleasure,
why bother?

MENTHOL KINGS

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




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continuing dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

PUNISHING POLLSTERS

The ball game will be over by the time
this can get into print, but here are some
thoughts on the upcoming clection.

Ever since Jimmy Carter conceded the
White House on  national television
while registered voters in the Pacific time
zone could sull choose between having
another beer and going to the polls, every
election has generated new twists in the
debate about the legitimacy of network
newscasters’ prematurely predicting the
winner. Personally, 1 find the entire issue
absurd. Spokesmen for both sides of the
argument have generated a lot more non-
sense than insight. 1 would like 1o
straighten this issue out here and right
now.

The electronic-media people have 1aken
the position that it is their sacred duty 10
broadcast as much news and information
as quickly as they can to as many people
as possible. Accordingly, the networks
have gone so far as to interrupt regularly
scheduled programing with the latest Elec-
tion Day odds and forecasts. On the other
side are the people who are offended by
those blinking check marks on the TV
screen next to the names of leading candi-
dates while the polls are stll open but
don’t know what 10 do about it in a free
society.

While the television people have the
First Amendment on their side, 1 think
that their delense of the news value of exit
polls is almost as ridiculous as the argu-
ments of the people who would like to see
such practices discontinued.

Television news, first and foremost, is
entertainment. The hourly broadcasting of
Elcction Day trends spotted by network
statistical departments may provide mate-
rial for some interesting, high-stakes tav-
ern wagers but adds little or nothing 1o an
understanding ol voting behavior. Even
though | find the whole thing silly, I don’t
object to it on any but aesthetic grounds,
As far as 1 am concerned, the television
people are free and should continue to be
free to broadcast any nonslanderous jive
that they like.

What the proponents and opponents of
Election Day odds making have ignored is
the human potential for perversity. If, dur-
ing a given Election Day. 1 found all the
candidates so useless that 1 was gong for
extra beer, and I heard a report that the
only candidate I lound halfway credible
was lailing to capture votes, [ might
be inspired to rush out to the polls simply
to confound the experts. That, done system-

atically, is what could humble the pun-
dits and make democracy work.

Jon Kraus

Sacramento, California

We like the suggestion of syndicated colum-

nist Mike Rovko (a champion of just such
perversity) that every voler confronted by an
exil pollster do the right thing and lie through
his teeth.

“Television news,
furst and foremost,
is entertainment.”

PRAYER IN SCHOOLS

There have been essentially two recent
schemes to enroll the Judaeo-Christnan
God in public schools. The more objec-
tionable approach would encourage teach-
ers to turn their classes into hallelujah
sessions, but the New Right discerned that
even the Supreme Court might balk at that
il future Reagan appointees were not vet in
place. The marginally less objectionable
approach would encourage students to
organize revival meetings on  school

grounds between classes. This is the bingo
gambit: the Government’s allowing re-
ligion in schools the way it allows gam-
bling in churches. Then it’s only a matter
of time before we have Mob control of
churches and God control of schools.

I say keep both God and gambling in
the churches, where the forces of good and
evil can fight it out for themselves, and
leave our public schools free to educate
instead of brainwash.

Werner Brownlow
Anchorage, Alaska

The Playboy Forum and us loval corre-
spondents have been doing a commend-
able job of racking the idiocies of the New
Right lunatic fringe. However, [ think that
vour enlightened discussions of religion in
the public schools ignore the civil rights of
heathens, agnostics and athcists.

A lot of us fit those categories and
belicve that while Jesus and his Apostles
would be a chart-topping namne for a New
Wave band and the Bible is damned good
literature, any kind of Goverrment-
sanctioned religious activity in the public
schools misappropriates the tax money of
those who reject the 1dea of auy Supreme
Being (whether He, She or It be male,
female or genderless) and wish 1o have
their children educated with factual infor-
mation and within a beliel’ system that
holds individuals—not devils or deitiecs—
responsible for their actions.

Rob O'Brien
New York, New York

Your editorial (The Indecent Crusade,
rravoy, October) on the Reverend Don-
ald Wildmon and his Nauonal Federation
for Decency is very timely. Wildmon was
recently here in Jackson, mounting an
attack on the 250 homes that subscribe to
The Playboy Channel through Torrence
Cablevision, the only cable company in
Mississippi that carries it. Allan Torrence
stood his ground as to the rights of the
individual to choose for himself. [ applaud
him. Wildmon, for the first time, fully
exposed himself for what he 1s by means of
a quote in the Jackson Clarion-Ledger that
branded him a collectinst. He told a
reporter:

The argument always used s “You
can’t tell me what I read.”™ . . . That
is false. We are not a society of indi-
viduals, we are a society. People in
communities have a right w deter-
mine what that community’s stand-
ards should be.

I have no objection to anyone’s speaking
out for or against any issue. That is the
essence of freedom. But I don’t want any-
onc to be able to force me or control me on
the basis of his standards. Wildmon has
opened a new and dangerous campaign
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whereby he will now attempt to engage
church and other support to tell us what to
read.
(Name withheld by request)
Brandon. Mississippi

GETTING RELIGION

I agree 100 percent with Jim Lorraine’s
letter, “Moon Goes Down’ (The Plavboy
Forum, Septemher). Strange behavior is
gaining ground as the Reverend Sun-My-
ung Moon, Jerry Falwell and the Bhagwan
Shree Rajneesh stake out their territories.
I've had the pleasure of personally observ-
ing a Moonie getting her brain functioning
again.

I’'m writing this letter to caution vou
about the dangers of criticizing religion in
America. Look at all the abortion clinics
that are being fire-bombed. The atmos-
phere is bad now, and 1 think things will
get worse until the current wave ol
religious-political insanity is controlled or
wears itsell out. I hope we can continue to
speak freely and have the freedom 1o
doubt. And I hope that the religious right
doesn’t begin to attack vour magazine
with the zeal with which 1t’s going about
the abortion issue!

James Williamson
Bellingham, Washington

VIETNAM REVISITED

I watched with awe the week-by-week
unfolding of Vietnam: A Television History
on my local Public Broadcastung System
station. Actually, it was the second time |
had watched this senies, and this ume, [
taped it for future relerence.

By the time most of us in the States
became conscious of Vietnam, we were
like people caught in the path of an out-ol-
control truck: It was too late to try to
understand where it had come from. What
lparl.icula.rly ap- 1!' ; T
e bt VIETNAM
those broad- FFSTRaeE e
casts is  how
much they have
taught me about
the origins and
complexities ofa
war that changed
my hife and the
lives ofmy whole
generation. That
is history that 1 — LTI
actually witnessed in the making.

It secems 1o me that it usually takes dec-
ades for the passions aroused by war o
cool down enough to permit objective
analysis. The first television documen-
taries that came out after World War
Two—Victory at Sea, for instance—seem
embarrassingly one-sided today. But pro-
ducers Bruce Palling and Martin Smith
have managed to come up with an account
that is remarkably evenhanded in its treat-
ment of the issues that divided all of us not
so long ago—and to a degree still do.

Most TV documentaries don’t deserve

to be called history, hut Vietnam: A Televi-

ston History has fully earned its title. It's
also television at its best.

Jack Orbach

Niles, Hhinois

If you read the small print at the bottom

of the onginal posters, you would have

seen that the Playboy Foundation contrib-

uted to the WGBH Vietnam Project, which

created the series. We, too, were most im-

pressed with the final product.

VIOLENCE AND PORNOGRAPHY

I was surprised to read in a New York
Times arucle that new discoveries “‘are
prompting psychologists to broaden their
definition of pornography to include depic-
tions of violence against women that have
little or no overt sexual content.”

For a moment, I wondered if that meant
that Shakespeare’s Othello and Shaw’s
Samt Joan—or The Penils of Pauline and
King Kong, for that matter—were now to
be classified as pornography.

According to the Times, at a meeting of
the American Psychological Association,
Dr. Neil Malamuth reported that 30 per-
cent ol his male subjects had been sexually
aroused by films of graphic violence
against women, even though there was no
sexual aspect to the violence. And Dr. Ed-
ward Donnerstein said that alter seeing
films depicting subjection of women to
bloody violence, both men and women
tended to be more likely to judge rape to
be the vicum's fault.

The article went on to observe that
findings such as these have already been
used in support of antipornography ordi-
nances 1n several cities, Which is odd,
when you think about it, because what is
under scrutiny is not what could reasona-
bly be called pornography. For ages, por-
nography has mecant the explicit depiction
ol sexual acuwvity, and it has been taboo in
the Western world since the fall of Rome.
Violence and the depiction of violence, on
the other hand, have been an accepted
part of our public entertainment, in one
way or another, lor even longer.

In recent years, a growing body of evi-
dence has suggested that viewing portray-
als of violence tends to make violence more
attractive, or less repugnant, to people.
Whether these laboratory studies prove
anything about the real world is still open
ta question. They take place in highly aru-
licial settings, and the subjects usually are
not sociopaths, psychopaths or certifiably
violence-prone nuts but the sort of high-
minded folks who voluntecer for psycholog-
ical experiments,

Meanwhile, nobody has shown that
garden-variety pornography has an unde-
sirable eflect on those who view it. Unlor-
tunately, the distinction is likely to get lost
because of the tendency ol feminist and
right-wing procensorship elements to blur
the defimuon of pornography. Everything
from jeans ads to nude photography to the
bluest of blue movies is being called por-

nographic. This talk of further broadening
the dehinition to include portrayals of non-
sexual violence against women will confuse
the i1ssue even more.

[t is important to hang on to a few facts:
There 1s no evidence that pornography or
depictions of violence actually provokes
antisocial sex acts. Studies of rapists show
that they have little or no exposure 1o por-
nography. Dr. Gene G. Abel, at the same
symposium, remarked, “*Men who rape
don’t need pornography to stimulate their
violent [antasies about women; thev're
obsessed by these fantasies.™

And material that is simply sexually
explicit, that has no component of vio-
lence, has not been shown w have any
harmful effect. As Dr. Donnerstein told
The New York Times, “Straightforward
pornography, movies like Debbie Does Dal-
las, doesn’t seem to have these effects on
people’s attitudes toward women.™

I plan to make careful note of that sen-
tence, because somehow [ don’t expect to
come across 1t in any of the literature pub-
lished by Women Against Pornography.

Robert Shea
Glencoe, Hlhinois

The enclosed article from the Fort
Lauderdale Sun Sentinel reports the grow-
tng concern among certain library patrons
about the displaying of current issues of
pLaveoy on the library shelves. These
patrons declare them to be pornographic
materials.

What | find even more interesting is a
quote from Cecil Beach, the director of the
county librarv system, who states, “We
don’t have any pornographic materials in
the library. We don’t even have a
pornograph.”

To your knowledge, is a pornograph
standard issue in other library systems? 1t
so, how do I apply for a library card? Or is
the director referring to an audio-visual
device more commonly found in motels
that feature mirrored ceilings?

I would appreciate vour looking into
this pornograph issue and reporting back
to vour avid readers, some ol whom are in
the library.

Alan J. Weiss
Fort Lauderdale, Flonda

Faced in recent years wnth accusations of
respectability, we can only take a hittle per-
verse pleasure at being  labeled  “porno
graphic”™ by a “clizens group” aboul six of
whose members had (according to your clip-
ping) deluged the hbrary with complaints. We
do have a weirdo in the viavsov laboratories
attempting to design a high-fdelity, stereo-
phonic laser pornograph, but it's still on the
drawing board.

A group of religious protesters has pick-
eted a local 7-Eleven convenience store
because it sells pravsov, Penthouse and
other such magazines. I've written a leuer
to the editor of the Salisbury Daily Times
condemning this mindless action, citing
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what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

NICE TRY
vospon—The producers of a satirical
TV show have been reprimanded for
allowing the scriptumiters to run one epi-
sode with an almost subliminal message.
Although most viewers missed i, the mes-
sage, flashed on the screen for a fraction

of a second, read, SCRIPTWRITERS ARE
INCREDIBLY GOOD IN BED. YOU FIND THEM IRRE
SISTIBLE. YOU MUST GO OUT AND SLEEP WITH
one Now. A company spokesman said that
such a stunt violates a broadeasting law
designed to protect viewers from “flash-
Jrame messages which can be absorbed
subconscrously.”

MARITAL RAPE
siasi—In what proseculors ave call-

ing a landmark decision in the first case of

ils kind, a 41-vear-old man has been con
victed of kidnapig and rapang his wife
while the couple were lnning together. A
cirewit-court  judge, cating the “mnter-

spousal exception” for vape on the basis of

English common law, had thrown out the
original charges, which included sexuwal
battery; but a state appeals court vuled
that siate law “proscribes a crime of vio-
lence, not a crime of sex” and sent the case
back for a second trial that led to the con

viction, which could draw a penalty of up
to life. Previous spousal-rape cases had
involved women who had divorced thewr

husbands or were separated al the time of

the offenses. The first of those cases, tried
m Oregon in 1978, led to an acquittal.

WILD RIDE

san ANTONIO—A 25 -year-old man who
allegedly tried to rape his date was locked
out of the car and driven v a police sta-
tion, yelling and chinging to the hood.
Officers heard the car arrive with its horn
blaring, collaved the hood ornament and
charged him with sexual assauldl.

RATS IN LOVE

stanForb—Researchers  at - Stanford
University say they have been swamped
with requests to parlicipale in testing a
purported  aphrodisiac  thal  has  been
found effective in lab antmals. Only 40 of
the 300 volunteers could be used in the
study of yohimbine hydrochloride, which is
Pproduced from a tree growing in Camer-
von, in West Africa. Traditionally used as
a folk medicine to bring down high fevers,
the drug first came to wide attention when
il was identified and described by German
botanists around the turn of the century.
Reports of s aphrodisiac  properties
appeared during the Twenlies, and
recent laboratory tests, rals injected with
the drug sought sexual encounters twice as
often as those untreated. “The data sug-
gest that yohumbine may be a true aphro-
disiac,” smd Dr. Julian M. Davidson, a
professor of physiology at Stanford’s medi-
cal school. “Further rescarch could lead to
developments in pharmacologic treatment
of sexual dvsfunction.” he said, caution-
ing that what turns rats on doesn’t neces-
sarily do the same for humans.

CHICKEN TO GO

pETROIT— Police would like to have a
talk with a woman customer of a Kentucky
Fried Chicken restaurant who shot and
killed a would-be purse snatcher at the
drive-in window, picked up her order and
drove off. Witnesses said two men, one
wielding a baseball bal, had tried to grab
the purse off the front seat of her car.,
After asking an employee if hey shot had
hit the one who had reached in for the
purse and had run off, fatally wounded,
she pard §1.61 for two picces of chicken
and a biscuit and said she was going
home, where she “had a bigger gun.”

DOWN ON THE FARM

SALT LAKE C1Ty— T raditional Movmon
teachings it Utah  and widespread
regional altitudes that encourage women
to marry early and stay at home with therr
families are causing them poverty, guill
and despair, according to a state task
force. Studies conducted by the group
indicaled thal such a family-ortented
value system leaves women ill equipped to
deal with divorce or the death of a hus-
band, and they lack the education and job
skills needed 1o support themselves and
thewr families. The Governor’s Task Force
on Integrating Women mio the Workforce
said that slightly more than half of Utah
women work but earn salaries that arve
only slightly mare than half of what men
receive, and that one third of the families
headed by women in 1983 lived below the
poverty level,

GAY GETS THE BOOT

wasINGToN, noe—The US. Creuat
Court of Appeals has ruled that homosex-
uals have no constitutionally protected
right of privacy and that the Navy and.
presumably, other branches of the Service,
have the authority to dismiss anyone
caught engaging in homosexual activity.
The court stated that the US. Supreme
Court “has listed as illusirative of the
right of privacy such matlers as aclroities
relating to marriage, procreation, contra-
ception, family relationships and  child
rearing and education. It need harvdly be
said that none of these covers a right to
homosexual conduct.” Then it went on:
“If the revalution in sexual mores . . is
m fact ever to arvive, we think it must
arrive through the moval choice of the peo-
ple and thew elecled vepresentatives, not
through the judicial”™ process. The court
conceded that the appellee, a 27 -year-old
petty officer who had held a top-secret
security eleavance as a cryptogrvapher, had
an unblemished Service record and had
had many citations of praise for his job
performance before he was accused of
engaging in homosexual acts with a 19-
year-old seaman.

ON THE TOWN
CaNBERRA—Australian foreign minis-
ter Bill Hayden has officially asked U.S.
Secretary of State George Shultz to do
something aboul magazines civeulating
aboard U.S. Nauvy vessels suggesting that

the givls in Awstralia’s port cities have the
hots for U.S. sailors. Calling the publica-
tions “insensitive and offensive,” Havden
said they were one of the topics discussed
at a confevence of the ruling Labor Pariy
when it considered whether or not visits 1o
Aunstraha by U.S. nuclear-powerved war-
ships showuld continue.
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my right as a free citizen of this country to
buy what magazines I deem appropriate.

In short, I protest these protesters. I do
not condone pornography (and let me say
that I do not feel pLavBOY is pornographic),
but if one wants to view it, then one has
that right.

Men’s magazines were the targets of this
picketing, but such groups will next be
after the public library to have books
banned.

Plcase do something about this.

Jim Bulmer
Salisbury, Marvland

Public librartes all over the country
alveady are under altack from such groups,
and your letter to the local paper 15 doing
something about .

GOD AND MAN IN BED

Politics may make strange bedfellows,
but the strangest ones I've ever heard of
are President Ronald Reagan and Pope
John Paul I, who seem to be sharing, if
not the same sheets, at least the same con-
tradictory ideas about sex and population.
Neither Reagan nor the Pope thinks
fucking is much good for vou, but they
agree that if you do engage in forbidden
activities, then anything that results from
the deed is both holy and subject to the full
protection of the law and the loan oflice. In

other words, they are against sex but also
against birth control, especially when it
involves abortion.

The most unfortunate aspect of this
locking-the-barn-door logic is the effect it
is wreaking on efforts to control the
world’s most real and apparent danger—
overpopulation. With a total estimated
citizenry of 4.8 billion, the world is already
twice as crowded as 1t was in 1945, and
most demographers believe the population
will swell to between eight and ten billion
in the next 30 years; with all but about
seven percent of that growth in the devel-
oping nations.

Some countrics, notably China, are bit-
ing the bullet now with tough but realistic
birth-control policies. Other countries are
piddling along, but they piddle with fewer
new babies when family-planning prac-
tices, often funded by the developed
nations, help out. The nation that helps
the most—and should, given our lion’s
share of the multinaunonal economy—
is the U.S. This year, we chipped in about
$240,000,000, says an ofhcial from the
Agency for International Development.

But Reagan and his right-wing Admin-
istration want to cut ofl all assistance to
countries in which abortion is a part, even
a minor part, of family planning. Ever so
human, the Reaganites claim to uphold

TASTELESS SNACK

[t has been suggested that it is no
longer possible to write parodies of
American life because Amcrican lile is
already a parody of itself. Any lingering
doubts T may have had about that
ohservation have been erased by one of
the newest additions to American
snackdom—the Baby Doe candy bar.

If you haven't had the opportunity to
be offered one of these chocolate-
covercd-almond treats. let me prepare
you. This tasty morsel, manufactured

entirelv new symbolic fronuers for the
abortion debate.

What, [ wonder, does one do if
offered a Baby Doe bar in public?
Should one bite into the tender mid-
section and swallow the figurative
entrails and tiny mallunctioning brain
and upper extremities? Or swallow it
all at once, the way Right-to-Lifers
tend 10 digest irrational positions?

No—both alternatives smack of the
homicidal. The only thing to do with a

by a Midwestern
candymaker, 18
being distributed
by  Right-to-Life
groups as a fund-
raising project. The

Hraby. Yoe

Baby Doe bar is to
pay  whatever it
costs Lo receive it,
then put it in the
refrigerator, where

candy bar’s name comes from the court
cases involving the rights of parents to
withhold special medical treatment for
severely  handicapped infants, who
often are known only as Baby Docs.
The candy costs anywhere upwards of
55 cents per bar, proceeds going to the
“pro-life” people, and the wrapper fea-
tures a picture of a small child.

I thought the Right-to-Lifers had
pretty much exhausted their supply of
absurdity with weak logic (abortion
equals murder), legal grotesqueries
(showing explicit films of abortions to
legislators after lunch) and gencrally
pea-brained demeanor, but the candy
bar of the helplessly crippled sets

it can fulfill its glori-
ous existence next to the carrots, let-
tuce and other vegetables. Each month,
when you pay the electricity bill, say,
for the next 20 years, you can know that
somchow vou are doing vour bit for the
life force.

If, however, vou give in to tempta-
tion and carclessly eat the Baby Doc
bar  while watching the David
Letterman show, you can take comfort
in knowing that vour digestive tract
will render unto the Right-to-Life junk-
food symbol exactly what your ration-
ality routinely docs to their pseudo
argum(‘n[s.

J. Caine Andrews
Chicago, Illinois

“life” by forcing poverty-stricken, unin-
formed women to bhear children they must
later watch starve.

While the Reaganites are cutting off
population-control programs, the Pope is
keeping up his efforts to discourage per-
sonal birth-control techniques. The total
ban on all birth control short of abstinence
is getting maximum proselytizing by the
so-called enlightened Pope of Poland.
“Every matrimonial act must remain open
to the transmission of life,” the Pope said
this summer. That means fucking, mar-
ried or not.

When the turn of the century comes
around and we're all beating one another
up for space to stand in and crumbs to cat,
let’s all woast the wise and farsighted pohi-
cies of Mother Right and Mother Church,
a couple of the biggest mothers of modern
life.

Bud McDermott
Los Angeles, California

The world will soon be up to its weary
ass in alligators and children. Some people
in Red China are offing their female
infants to slow down the population prob-
lem, but it may be too late. What anu-
abortionists  don’t  realize i1s  that
human-population growth has assumed
the proportions of an epidemic and that
by the year 2000, we’ll all be living in
our own shit. We need an abortion pill, not
legislation.

Bill Loren
Rockville, Maryland

SEX AND VIOLENCE

Although lots of unabashed pLavBOY
readers will readily admit that they look at
every page of your pictorials before they
read a single word of your fine articles and
fiction, please believe me when 1 say that [
pay attention to yvour magazine first and
foremost for the writing. Really. 1 find that
The Playboy Forum and Forum Newsfronl’s
bricf news items intelligently discuss or
report diflicult social issues in a more
forthright manner than just about anyone
else.

I have always been pleased to see that
although you publish photographs of
naked ladies, you are avowed champions
of the difference between sex and violence.
I think vou would agree that rape has
nothing to do with sex and everything to
do with violence. 1 therefore am curious to
know what you think about the recent
spate ol criminal cases wherein unconsent-
ing married women charge their hushands
with rape.

Last fall, The New York Times described
the conviction of a Florida man charged
with one count of kidnaping his wife
and two counts of sexual battery against
her [see Forum Newsfront]. According to
the article, the crime had happened while
the couple were still living together as hus-
band and wife and the conviction thercfore
marked the first time a man had been con-
victed of a sex crime while he was still
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married and sharing a domicile with the
plaintll,

To my mind, the verdict signals to the
lawmakers, the courts and everyone else
that when a woman says no, the safest
thing to figure is that she means it and that
a marriage license is not a license 1o com-
mit acts of violence.

Julic Petersen
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

I have noticed over the years that a
woman occasionally wins in court when
she charges a date with raping her after he
takes her home from a movie and an
expensive dinner. I also read an article in
The New York Times last fall that said that
a Florida man had been convicted ol rap-
ing his wife, which was the first time that
such a judgment had been handed down.
Now, I am all for protecting the rights of
women to abstain from having sex, but
these court cases are starting to make me
nervous. Christ! What do [ do il I take a
girl out and take her home and draw a
bubble bath for the two of us and we have
sex only if I agree to tie her hands to the
towel rack, and then she decides 1o bring
criminal charges against me? To my mind,
I have accommodated her need to be
forced into sex in violation of moral or psy-
chological principles that stand in the way
of her emotional or physical desires, so
that she can escape a sense of responsibil-
ity for her actions. To a jury, I have com-
mitted forcible rape.

After giving this matter much thoughe, 1
hope | have hit upon a solution: 1 will
mstall video cameras  throughout my
house—in the bedroom and the bathroom
and the living room and even in the
kitchen—and keep them running during
romantic interludes, so [ will have water-
tight evidence, in case [ ever do get
dragged into court on charges of raping a
date, that 1 did nothing of the kind. Isn’t
that a hne idea?

{Name withheld by request)
Sarasota, Flonda

A real dandy. If you get dragged into
court, somebody’s going lo think you're kink-
ter than your accuser. Maybe you should just
eet a signed and witnessed statement of con-
sent from your dale before you draw the
bath—call it a sexual release.

BACK TO BULLETS

I want o address just one common
argument of the champions of gun control:
“Handguns are designed 1o kill people.™
Of course they arc. And | hope no advocate
of the right 1 bear arms denies it (“Kill
people? Shucks, 1 use mine to drive nails.
You mean this other end has a use, w0o?")

Actually. the handgun was originally
developed as a tool lor shooting off locks,
and an extensive television and movie
campaign was launched o adveruse that
use. But consumers exercising their right
to have the ability to shoot ofl locks found
the guns somewhat less ellective than

depicted onscreen. Gunbearers were par-
ticularly disappomted with how well door-
knobs stood up to them in real life.

OK. Enough of this silliness. Of course
handguns are designed 1o kill people! All 1
want to do is remind vou that burglars,
murderers, rapists and dictators are pco-
pll.-. 1oo.

Fear Laissez
Reno, Nevada

David B, Williscrolt  (The Playboy
Forum, August) repeats one of the more
popular myths about guns when he writes
that handguns are “specifically designed
to kill people.”™ If that were true, then

FORUM FOLLIES

Mark Elliot, a writer, radio reporter
and broadcaster who {roes i Ontario,
sends us the following report.

The notoriously bluenosed Ontario
Board of Censors has found itself star-
nng in a sexually explicit film that
slipped past its scissors and into
Toronto’s Festival of Festivals. Tt hap-
pened like this:

Two vears ago. the censorship board
banned a flm called I Berlin-Harlem,
by West German director Lothar
Lambert, because ol an oral-sex scene.
This year, the irrepressible Lambert
returned with a comic hlm containing
similar sex sequences but starring the
censorship board itsell. Called Fréiiulein
Berlin, it was routinely approved for
screening on the basis of press releases,
synopses, cast lists and outlines. The
board didn’t bother to view the scem-
ingly innocuous film and, even ifit had,
presumably could not have ruled on it
objectively any more than a judge
could fairly preside over his own mur-
der trial.

In Fréiulein Berlin, a sex star goes to
the Toronto film festival in hope of find-
ng a great director to take her away
from the sex hilms that have been wast-
ing her talent. Instead. she linds that
the Ontario Board ol Censors has made
her a notorious porn star.

The hoax delighted local film bufls,
and the censors can now be expected to
carcfully sereen  all Lambert films
before giving them their imprimatur,

handgun designers should have their engi-
neering licenses revoked. Excluding sui-
cides, which antigun persons love w0
include in fircarms statistics, I've heard
that only five to ten percent of those shot
bv a handgun in any given year will die as
a result.

The reason is that handgun design typi-
cally incorporates virtnally every feature
that reduces killing power in a firearm:
short barrels, low-velocity ammunition,
crude sights or none at all) the frequent
use ol double-action firing modes and the
absence ol bracing devices. I mention the

last three leatures because in order to kill
something, the first thing vou have to do is
hit it. Most people arc about as effective
with a handgun as one of our local home-
owners, who recently surprised a burglar
i his mother’s kitchen and blazed away
with his trustv .38 from a distance of four
feel. Apart from being instantly trans-
formed into a deafl albino with brown-
colored jeans, the intruder was unscathed.

But while handguns aren’t very efficient
at kilhing people, they are remarkably elh-
cient at doing what thev're really designed
1o do: stop close-range physical assaults.
Most of the time a handgun comes into
play, the assault is stopped without a
shot’s being fired. Police studies show that
in most cases, when a would-be assailant
is confronted with a gun, he breaks off his
assault—and the gun displayed in the vast
majority of these cases is a handgun.
Handguns also stop assaults by inflicting
wounds that disable an attacker long
enough for his intended vietim to escape,
even if the attacker usually lives 10 mug or
rape again.

I am not, of course, making light of the
dangers of firearms or the seriousness of
gunshot wounds. Even a medium-powered
air rifle can be instantly lethal, and arm or
leg wounds inflicted by the smallest of cali-
bers can disable a person physically and
emotionally for life.

Nor am | touting a handgun, or any
other gun, as a protective panacea. The
best weapon for self-defense s plenty of
distance, and the only sure way to survive
violent encounters is to avoid them en-
tirely. Unfortunately, those ideal options
aren’t alwavs available in todav’s society.
When thev aren’t, then, regardless of all
the dangerous bullshit normally taught in
a typical self-defense course, there is only
one weapon that will put a small, weak
person on a physical par with a larger,
stronger  assallant—who may also be
armed. That weapon is a gun, and if'a per-
son wishes to defend himsell without kill-
ing his autacker, the gun most likely o
achieve this result is a handgun.

With apologics to Williscroft, that’s
what handguns are designed for.

Joseph D. Williams
Cedartown, Georgia

Such differing philosophical treatments of
the same subject always interest us, and now
we awail complaints from other gun people,
who will cite (1) the man-killing power of
various hand cannons or (2) the sporting
purposes of handguns that are scoped for
hunting or designed for serious target shoot-
ing and simply wouldn’t serve well as pocket
Pistols for your average liquor-stove holdup.

“The Playboy Forum™ offers the opportu-
nity for an extended dialog between readers
and editors on contemporvary issues. Addvess
all correspondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 North Michigan Ave-
nue, Chicago, Hlinois 6061 1.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: G O L D l E H Aw N

a candid conversation with america’s favorite comic actress about life as
a daffy blonde, a tough lady, a devoted mother and a hollywood mogul

Goldie Hawn is siting at a table on the
patio of The Frying Pan in Basalt, 20 miles
Srom Aspen, tallang with a friend about how
much she likes living in Old Snowmass,
where nobody bothers her or her kids.

But then a woman politely interrupts and
asks Goldie if she'll sign her matchbook, tell-
ing her she dreamed the wight before that
Goldie invited her to her home in Los Angeles
and they became fast friends. Goldie smiles
and signs. Then the waittress comes over.
“Goldie,” she says, “the girls at the bar would
like to buy vou a drink.” The notion tickles
her. She's had drinks offered to her many
times in the past but never by “the givls at the
bar.” How very sweet, she says. But her man,
Kurt Russell, s expecting her home soon.
He's cooking fresh elk meat for dinner back at
their log-cabin home. And Goldie certainly
doesn’t want to hurt his feelings by passing up
a good elk steak.

Goldie Hawn s 39 and 1s beginning to
Seel, ol at least 25. She looks about that, too,
with her large, clear blue eves and incandes-
cent smile. Her skin is smooth, her head
small, and the museles in her arns and legs
show some definttion from the acrobics and
weight hfiing she does each day.

At 116 pounds and 5'6", she doesn't
exactly look like one of the most powerful peo-

.- w b
m*- b v
“If a man decides to have a quickie, he can
then go to the neavest washbasin and scrub it
clean and make it all new agam. Girls can’t
necessarily do that. They walk around know-
ing things are going on in there.”

Ple in the movie business, but looks can be
deceiving. Belund that Tweety Pie twinkle
and Betty Boop gigele stands what could be
deseribed as the veal incarnation of Super-
girl. For Goldie is Hollywood's true girl of
steel, capable of twrning a studio’s fate
around singlehandedly. And the people in
Hollywood who are more concerned aboul the
business than about the show are well aware
of Goldie's strength.

Ranked among the big four “bankable”
Jemale stars (along with Streisand, Fonda
and Streep), Goldie earned her stripes with
“Private Benjamin.” She was executive pro-
ducer and star of that film, which has grossed
B175,000,000 to date. She dropped her pro-
ducing title in her film “Swing Shifl,” and it
flopped. But she’s back again with “Proto-
col,” a film she spent seven years trying to get
off the ground. Her name is, once aguin,
fwice on the marquee.

Yes, chain-smoking Goldie has come a long
way from go-go dancing in cages in New fer-
sey dives. She has far exceeded her fondest
dream—of being in a Broadway chorus line.
People think il must have been easy, sinee she
s a natural comedienne, but Goldie doesn’t
see it that way. She has never even thought
she was funny.

Born in Washington, D.C., on November

21, 1945, she grew up secure on a cul-de-sac
street i Takoma Park, Maryland, knowing
all her neighbors. Her father was a musician
who was often on the road, plaving at Wash-
ington social affairs and in Las Vegas. Her
mother had a head for business and managed
a dancing school. From the time Goldie could
walk, she danced. She still has the first check
she ever earned as a professional—for 51.50,
when  she danced m “The Nuteracker”
with the Ballet Russe de Monte Carlo. She
was ten years old. When the ballet was over,
she wasn't sure when to lake her bow—so she
waited until the prima ballevina took hers
and walked out onstage to join her. There
was a delighted roar from the audience.

Wihen Goldie was graduated from high
school, she began to teach jazz, tap and ballet
at her mother's school. A year later, she gol an
offer to dance at the Texas pavilion of the
New York World's Fair, and she never looked
back.

After doing the cancan at the World's Fair,
she worked for a few years as a go-go dancer
in and around New York; then she went fo
Puerto Rico to dance for a few months and
then to Las Vegas to be in a chorus line. But
the life was seedy, so she decided to go 1o Los
Angeles, wheve she hoped to find a steady job
dancing in the chorus of a TV show. She

“I guess if America needs a sweetheart, 'd fill
the ll. I's nice, but it also s difficuldt,
because when 1 feel aggressive and want to
vend my anger, thal image 1s so strong U'm
afraid people wor't like me.”

PHOTOGRAFPHY BY LARRY L. LOGAN

“Daddy was doun to earth. As a violinist, he
onee played for Dinah Shore after U'd become
well known, and she asked if he wanted to tell
me anything. He said, “Tell hey to pul the bui-
ter back in the icebox.” "

71



PLAYBOY

landed a job after her first audition. It was
for an Andy Griffith special, and a William
Moris agent named Art Simon just hap-
pened to catch her act. He signed her up and
almost immediately got her a 26-week con-
tract for a new TV show called “Good
Morning, World.”

1t happened so fast for her—suddenly she
was an  “actress,” something she never
dreamed of being—that she had “something
like” a nervous breakdown. But she went on
with the show, and when producer George
Schlatter saw her, he thought she just might
work on his new show—"Rowan & Martin’s
Laugh-In.” He said she had three shows to
prove herself, and Goldie proceeded to flub
every line she was given. Schlatter told her
not to change a thing, and a star was born.
Her manager got a film deal during her sec-
ond year with “Laugh-In" for a picture called
“Cactus Flower,” starring Walter Matthau,
and a star was launched: Goldie won an
Oscar for best supporting actress.

A year latev, she left TV and made filins
with Peter Sellers (“Theve's a Gl in My
Soup”), Warren Beatly (“8" and “Sham-
poa”), George Segal (“The Duchess and the
Dirtwater Fox™), Chevy Chase (“Foul Play,”
“Seems Like Old Times”) and Burt Revnoleds
(“Best Friends™). She starved in Steven Spiel-
berg’s directorial debut, “The Sugarland
Express,” went to Moscow for five days
to vesearch her part in “The Gl from
Petrovka,” went to Italy to make “Lovers and
Liars,” with Giancarlo Gianmm, and
appeared in the film adaplation of the play
“Butterflies Are Free.”

In 1980 came “Private Benjamun.” Two
writers approached her with the idea for a

Sfilm about a Jeush princess who loses her

husband on her wedding waght and winds up
enlisting in the Avmy. She liked the idea so
much that she decided to produce it and, sud-
denly, Goldie Hauwn became a force to be
reckoned with in Hollywood.

During her first marnage, o dancer and
director Gus Trikows, Goldie struggled with
the problem of her sudden rise and his strug-
gling career. Their marviage lasted four
years. Goldie then met Bl Hudson of the
Hudson Brothers and they were married in
1976. That marriage lasted three and a half
years and produced two children—Oliver,
now eight, and Kate, five and a half. For
three years, Goldie raised her childven as a
single parent. Then, during the filming of
“Swing Shift,” she met actor Kurt Russell
and fell in love. They've been living together
in homes near Aspen, the Paciftc Palisades
and Malibu for the past two years.

To find out more about this complex and
disarming woman, vravsoy sent Contribut-
g FEditor Lawrence Grobel (whose last
“Interview” for us was with Joan Collins) to
Colorado to talk with her. Grobel's report:

“The flight from Denver into Aspen on
Rocky Mountain Airways was bumpy but
scenie, as the prop plane dipped sideways,
giving us views of the snow-clad Rockies. |
was surfrised to be making this trip, because
Goldie Hawn had been veluctant for years lo
grant anyone an in-depth interview. Now,

with a new picture coming oul and a new
man m her hfe, she was apparently feeling
secure and confident enough to talk.

“Any preconceptions I might have had
about interviewing a giggle-voiced daffy
blonde were dispelled the moment | met her.
Her voice is pilched lower than expected and
her demeanor is friendly but thoughiful, even
SErous.

“On the porch of her cabin, | noticed travel
books on the Himalayas, where she and Kurt
were planmng to do some camping, with
Shevpas as guides. When [ told her 1 had
spent three vears in the Peace Corps in West
Africa and had traveled through India and
Nepal, her ees widened—Goldie is a travel
bug—and she began to ask so many ques-
tions, I had to stop to remind her why I had
Come.

“Over the next four days, we talked for four
howrs at a session on an elhskin-covered
couch in her living room and at a nearby
secluded restaurant. It's impossible noi to like
Goldie. She’s as down to earth and unpreten-
tious as il’s possible for someone in her posi-
tion to be. She yells at her daughter to take a
sewing needle out of her mouth, and when
Kate doesn’t listen, she screams, “How many

“There are certain people who
believe Goldie Hawn can
do more than just comedy.

But this is a business,
and I'm a commodity.”

times do I have to lell you something before
yow'll listen to me?” Then, when Kate shows
her the needlepoint she has done, Goldie
melts. “You did that? All by yourself? That's
terrific, honey!” T

“Her involvement with her children is
total. Before another interview session at her
Pacific Palisades home a week later, she told
me to take my family along, because L. A. was
having a heat wave and she thought my kids
would be morve comfortable in her pool while
their daddy talked. So Kurt Russell enter-
tatned my wife and childven by the pool as
Goldie and I spent a few move hours talking
m her living room. When we finished, she
took me into the kitchen and msisted that I try
her son. Olwer’s, chocolate birthday cake. 1
grabbed a handful—somehow, you don’t feel
the need to use forks and plates around
Goldie—and told her it was delicious. Just
lihe Goldie.™

PLAYBOY: What do you think of being on
the cover of pLavsov?

HAWN: I'll know when I see it. I higured, If
you're going to do something, go all the
way with it. As | posed, | kept asking
myself, What am [ doing sitting in a cham-
pagne glass posing for the cover of
pLAYBOY? | mean, I'm an executive! How

many other producers would do this?
PLAYBOY: After the enormous success of
Private Benjamin, the more recent Swing
Shift flopped. One was a comedy, the
other wasn't. Now you're back, producing
and starring in Protocol. Is it funny?
HAWN: The first half of it is, but then it dis-
crectly changes tone and starts 1o be about
something. I'm real proud of it, It’s about
a cocktail waitress who gets mixed up in
an international incident. It becomes a
complicated plot about how three people
decide to impress the President and ellect
better relations between this Arab state
and the United States, because we want
bases there. It’s kind of a sweet satire.
PLAYBOY: But not a screwball comedy?
HAWN: Well, there are certain people
within our industry who believe that
Goldie Hawn can do more than just com-
edy. However, what happens is, because
this is a business, I'm a commodity. Bar-
bra Streisand is a commodity; Clint East-
wood’s a commodity. And they want that
commodity to pay ofl. They want the three
cherries.

PLAYBOY: And what pays ofl the most in
your case is
HAWN: Comedy. Making people laugh.
The minute that person, that Goldie
Hawn on the screen, does something that
doesn’t make them giggle, they really
don’t want to see it. The question is, if you
want to grow and stretch and do dilferent
things, how do you get there? What's the
route that vou take? Because the truth of
the matter is, when people see Goldie, they
want to laugh.

PLAYBOY: Every generation has its sweet-
heart. Do you think you may be America’s
Sweetheart today?

HAWN: That's like what Dolly Parton said
to me the first time we met. She came up
and said, “You look like Poppin’ Fresh. [
Just want to poke you.” But it's a tough
question. I'm sort of damned if 1 say yes
and damned if T say no. More damned if 1
say yes. | guess il America needs a sweet-
heart, I'd fill the bill.

PLAYBOY: You sound reluctant. It’s a nice
bill to B1L

HAWN: Yes, it is nice. But it also 1s difhcult,
because when | feel aggressive and angry
and I want w0 vent my anger, then that
image is so strong that I'm afraid people
won't like me. They're going to think, Oh,
God, she's a cooze. Isn't she awful! Isn't
she demanding! It took a long time to be
able to really speak my mind because of
evervone's saying, “Oh, isn't she cute,
1sn’t she sweet, isn't she nice.”

PLAYBOY: It sounds as if you feel trapped in
a pigeonhole.

HAWN: Well, hawven’t | been pigeonholed?
PLAYBOY: You were a while back, when you
played the dumb blonde on Laugh-In.
HAWN: | remember when women's lib
started happening, this article came out
that chopped me up for being this . . .
nitwit. I never looked at myself as a mtwit.
[ never looked at anvthing 1 did as vacant
or dumb or bubble-headed. There was
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PLAYBOY

always a sensibility about what [ did.
Because someone has an optimistic out-
look, because someone is hopeful, because
someone likes to have fun, because some-
one is trusting and open, does not neces-
sarily mean that somecone is stupid.
PLAYBOY: Wasn't it a Newsweek critic who
wrote that il you were a dumb blonde,
Henry Kissinger was a dopey brunette?
HAWN: [t's the other side of the totem pole.
This person thinks I'm real smart; that
person thinks I'm real stupid. I may really
be somewhere in the middle.

PLAYBOY: You became a force to be reck-
oned with alter Private Bemjamin. How
much difficulty is there in the movie indus-
try for a woman—especially a comic
actress—1to be taken seriously?

HAWN: It’s interesting: You always hear
about girls’ being snots, but you never
hear about the guys. They just haven't
accepted the [act that we have a brain and a
perspective and a point of view and some-
thing to say, too, and that we should stand
up and fight for it when we believe in it. It
still amazes me. And it gets fatiguing alter
a while. We shouldn’t stop fighting for our
rights, but sometimes you just get so tired:
tired of attitudes, tired of egos, tired of
weaknesses.

PLAYBOY: How much dancing do you have
to do around Hollywood egos?

HAWN: A lot. This 1s a business where peo-
ple put themselves on show and every-
body’s got the answer. It's very rare to
find people who can throw out their own
idea for the sake of a better one—
particularly people in omnipotent posi-
tions. And because it's such a fragile
business, people seem to be protecting
their egos and their status all the time.
There’s a lot of me, me, me in our busi-
ness. There’s a lot of cheating to camera or
not wanting to take a back seat to so-and-
so. I feel that the back seat sometimes is
not a bad place to be. Being number one is
not necessarily the greatest achievement. I
would rather be second or third best,
because the idea of being on top leaves you
nowhere to go.

PLAYBOY: You're pretty close to the top
right now. When you reach it, then whar?
HAWN: There have been times when I've
thought I would like to join the Peace
Corps. I wish that [ were more educated. [
would like to be able to write. I wish that [
were the kind of person who could stop for
a minute and sit down and read. But
there’s always something I feel that I have
to do. I would like to be able to travel,
just throw a dart at a map and go there.
But I can’t do it. I have children. I have
work. I have a lot of obligations right now.
I guess I'm reaching a point in my life
where I don’t feel as inspired or as chal-
lenged. My father was a great violinist
who played until he was 72, and then he
gave it up. | said, “Daddy, why are you
doing this?”’ He said, “Because I've gotten
as good as | can get in this, and I want to
do something I don’t know how to do.”
Kecping that challenge going all the time

is what keeps your life exciting.

PLAYBOY: You dedicate Protocol to your
father. Why?

HAWN: Well, 1 did this movie because |
grew up in Washington and was aware of
the social secene there—not the political
scenc—and Daddy always came back with
the greatest storics. 1 remember once
when he was playing with  Arthur
Rubinstein—this is a story that I probably
shouldn’t tell—and they were performing
at a New Year’s party with a lot of high-
ranking Government people in attend-
ance. Daddy had to pee really bad, but he
couldn’t get ofl the stage—so he went
behind the curtain and peed into his glass.
When the evening was coming to an end,
he walked off to the toilet and people
stopped to wish him a Happy New Year.
He must have toasted five people with his
glass of pee as he made his way to the
bathroom!

Daddy was very irreverent and very
cynical. 1 also have a bit of the cynic in
me. It gave us a great sensc of joy and per-
spective at home. I don’t care what crown
a guy wears, I don’t care if he’s the Presi-
dent of the United States—the one person
I was ever speechless around was Fred
Astaire, because that’s something I know
about. And to me, he’s the greatest dancer
who ever lived. He’s almost perfection.
Anyway, you look at all these [amous pec-
ple and they’re just as frail as we are, you
know? They walk around with the gowns
and the jewels and the highfalutin masks—
there's a part of me that just wants to say,
“Hey, cut the shit. Why are we pretend-
ing?” Daddy was like that. He was some-
body who found great humor in the
facade, in the pretense. He would cut
through it with a knife.

PLAYBOY: What about your mother?
HAWN: A caring, loving Jewish mother.
She ran a dancing school and we also had
a watch shop. She had a green thumb for
business. She worked all her life. A real
businesswoman, the opposite of my father.
He was an aesthete and would rearrange
the shop so Mom would have to do it all
over again from a commercial point of
view. It was unbelievable what went on
between them.

PLAYBOY: Why did your mother name you
Goldie?

HAWN: | was named after the aunt who
raised my mother. I never knew her, but
Mom said, “One day I want you to put
Aunt Goldie’s name up in lights.” Maybe
that’s why I'm doing this. To pay her back.
PLAYBOY: Do you think about your father
often since his death two years ago?
HAWN: I think about him at least once a
day. I miss him. He’s very alive in me. He
was very proud of me, but he never
praised me without reason. When I left
home, he said, “Don’t you believe for one
minute that what you are doing is real,
because it isn't. The reason those show-
business people are so unhappy is that
they live in a fantasy and they start believ-
ing that they’re as great as everybody tells

them they are. Always keep your feet on
the ground.” He once played for Dinah
Shore in Washington after I'd become well
known, and she asked him if there was
anything he wanted to tell me. He said,
“Tell her to put the butter back in the ice-
box.” He was a real down-to-carth person:
“Put the butter back in the icebox, don't
pick your nose in public and always
remember who you are.”

PLAYBOY: Your father was creative in other
ways, too, wasn’t he?

HAWN: He invented things—at least to his
own satisfaction. He figured out how to get
the smog out of Los Angeles: Drill a hig
hole in the San Bernardino Mountains,
which would then suction it out. He set up
a burglar system like a Rube Goldberg
contraption in his apartment in Vegas—
one thing was connected to the other, and
so on. When you opened the door, out
blasted the 1812 Querture, because my
father, being a musician, felt this would
Jjust blow anybody out of the house and
scare the shit out of them. He was very
eccentric. He made a lamp out of his clari-
net. He took the piano apart and put it
back together again the right way. He had
that kind of mind.

PLAYBOY: What kind of kids did you hang
around with when you were growing up?
HAWN: [ started getting into a rough crowd
in the seventh grade. I was skipping school
some of the time, smoking and wearing,
you know, three pairs of socks to hide my
skinny ankles and six slips under my skirt
to give me hips, putting a lot of make-up
on, stufl like that. [ thought I was too thin
and not voluptuous enough, because all
the girls looked better than [ did. 1
remember going to the doctor when I was
13 and saying, ““I don’t have any [at any-
where.” And he said, “Goldie, all you
need is skin over your bones, and as you
get older, you’ll be happy for that.”” I was
never what I considered a very attractive
girl. I developed very slowly. I watched
the other girls’ breasts grow, and mine just
were not happening, till one day, I was
lying in bed and I was feeling there,
because I just had a little risc. There were,
like, two bumps underncath, and |
thought I had tumors—1 was also a hvpo-
chondriac! I ran downstairs and said,
“Mommy, feel these. What i1s this? I'm
scared.” And she said 1o my father, with a
smile, “Goldie’s budding.” Haven't bud-
ded too much since then.,

PLAYBOY: Your sister, Patu, is eight years
older than you. Were you the typical kid
sister when she got old enough to date?
HAWN: Oh, God, she had every reason to
hate me, my sister. I thought Patu was
just great. I'd watch her comb her hair
and get ready for dates. I'd sit on her bed
and watch her put perfume on. Then she’d
go out and 1'd do the same thing and pre-
tend that I was going out. I'd use her per-
fume, which would drive her completely
crazy. Onc of her dates came to the front
door with chocolates and I took them, said
“Thank you” and went into the bathroom
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PLAYBOY

and ate them. 1 used to imitate Patti in
front of her boviriends before she came
down the steps. Now, do you want to kill
this person or what? I'm sure she wanted
to throw me out the window.

PLAYBOY: How were your school grades?
HAWN: Not very good. When I was in the
second grade, we had to color the fruits in
their right colors, but I colored them all
yellow. The teacher said, “Don’t you
know that an apple is red and an orange is
orange?” 1 said, “Yes, but 1 like yellow.”
[Laughs] [ was in the lowest reading group
in that grade, the Purple Balls. I thought
it had 1o be the best group, because I was
the only one in it. Talk about optimism!
PLAYBOY: Were vou ever influenced by any-
one when you were young? A movie star?
HAWN: No. Oh, OK . . . onlv Elvis. He
made me feel sexy when | was 12. 1
remember going fishing with Daddy, and
he had his classical music on and 1 said,
“I'll never like that rock 'n” roll: I love
classical music.” And he said, “Good for
you, kid.” A year later, I discovered Elvis:
Don't Be Cruel, Hound Dog. My God, sud-
denly I felt like a real woman. Something
happened 10 me—I got it. Daddy was
completely out of his mind. His litle girl
began doing exactly what she’d said she’'d
never do. It was “Take that lipstick ofl”
and “Your skirt’s oo tight” and “Turn
that radio down.”” Well, the neatest thing
happened finally. One night, 1 went to
dinner and my platc was turned over.
Underneath it was a 45 of Get a Job. That
was my dad’s way of saying, “It's OK,
kid.”

PLAYBOY: How did Elvis’ death affect you?
HAWN: | wrote a poem when Elvis died. 1
was hurt, I was shocked. It was painful for
me, because I saw what happened to him,
which is why I never wanted to be a star in
the first place. He was the personification
of my fears, and he abused himself so
much. I wrote a pocm about a sparrow:
[From memory)

The sparrow doesn’t sing.
Sorrow has clipped its wings.
How lightly he was perched
Upon the icy birch.

A lover shot a dart

Right through hus tender heart.
His stiffened body lies

Bencath the sun-filled shies

To make reminder of

To care for those who love.

It was my catharsis. It might be just the
shittiest poem. It sounds like a child wrote
it. But it’s what 1 felt.
PLAYBOY: Did you ever meet Elvis?
HAWN: | met him once when 1 was on
Laugh-In. T couldn’t wait to meet him. He
came over to me and mussed the top of my
head and said, “Do you know what you
look like?”” And I was smiling away, think-
ing he was about to say how great I was.
And he said, “You look like a chicken
that’s just been hatched.” [Laughs)

Of course, there was the other side, too.
1 was in Vegas once as a headliner—which

is onc of the things I'd like to forget
about—and I staved in Elvis’ suite. He let
only a few people stay up there, and 1 was
one of the lucky ones. It was quite some-
thing. He had shot just about every chan-
delier in that place. There were a lot of
bullet holes in the ceiling that they
patched up, as well.

PLAYBOY: What was the first stop on your
way to headlining in Las Vegas?

HAWN: When [ got out of high school, 1
thought I would dance. There weren’t too
many jobs in D.C,, so I worked for the rec-
reation department, teaching children.
Then 1 had my own dancing school with
about 50 students. I was 17 and was doing
quite well. I had all the makings of a good
ballerina, but at a very young age, [
decided there was no money in it; it all
secemed so limited because of time, income
and sacrifice. So 1 switched to jazz danc-
ing, which 1 had a lot more fun doing and
got paid better for.

PLAYBOY: Didn’t you tour in summer stock
around that time?

HAWN: Yes, Oh, God! [Rolls her eyes,
Goldie style] That's when the most embar-
rassing moment of my life happened.
PLAYBOY: What was that?

HAWN: | peed onstage. [Giggles] 1 was in
the chorus of Kiss Me Kate. We were in
Springfield, Massachusetts, and one of the
actors was playing a strong man. [ wasin a
tutu, but the strong man couldn’t find his
loincloth at the last minute, so he showed
up in a girl’s leotard! I laughed so hard |
peed down my legs. It was visible from the
light booth, so you knew evervone had to
be going, “God. what's happening to this
girl?” 1 didn’t run off the stage, though; I
stuck it through.

PLAYBOY: By then you'd already left home
todance at the 1964 New York World's Fair.
HAWN: | was a cancan girl at the Texas
pavilion—the hardest work I've ever
done. But it was $180 a weck, and that was
a lot of money.

PLAYBOY: Which led to the exciting world
of go-go dancing?

HAWN: Right.

PLAYBOY: Did vou like the feeling of being
able to turn men on?

HAWN: Absolutely! I mean, God, if I don't
feel 1 can turn a man on. . . . That's what
mikes the world go round.

PLAYBOY: But that’s not how you felt about
vour go-go dancing as time went on.
HAWN: No. I moved up to New York. |
would go to scedy places in the New York
arca on a Greyhound bus and dance on
tables, with drunken men whipping out
their hoo-has. One time, I fainted right on
a table. It was the seediest bar, with a
jukebox, and 1 was dancing on a threc-
legged table. The guys were yelling, “Put
another quarter in and make her dance.”
Well, the guy who owned the place had
gotten completely drunk, and the barmaid
had hot pants and wanted to close the club
and go next door. It was chaos. There was
one guy there among all the truck drivers
who had a suit on and he seemed so nice,

so different. As [ was dancing, | was look-
ing at him and rolling my eyes as if to say,
“God, can you belicve this?”’—thinking he
was with me. I turned my back, did a little
shake and then wrned around, looked
down and he was . . . having himsclf a
good time. That's when I fainted.
PLAYBOY: Masturbating?

HAWN: He was masturbating. 1 fell right
off the table. T went to the barmaid and
said, “1 want my money. | want to go
home.” She said, “The boss is drunk in
the back, you'll never get it.”" 1 waited
until two am. and my go-go agent didn’t
come—I had a go-go agent; isn’t that
funny?—so 1 asked two truck drivers to
drive me home. I rode to New York from
New Jersey between two guys in a Mack
truck. That's what I did to carn my living.
PLAYBOY: Did you ever meet anyone who
wasn't a sleaze when you were a go-go
dancer?

HAWN: A few bartenders. Period. And
almost Huntington Hartford, who was sit-
ting at the bar when I was dancing in a
cage. | was really into showbiz and selling
myself, and | caught a glimpse of myself in
the mirror as I was dancing in this cage
and I completely freaked out—hecause |
was smiling and selling and nobody cared.
I looked down and there was a guy who
had pressed up against the cage, and it
was really disgusting: His nose was-all out
of shape. When I got out after my time was
up, the owner came up to me and said,
“I'd like you to meet somebody at the bar,
Huntington Hartford.” 1 didn’t know who
he was and said, “I don’t do that.” He
said, “That’s why you're hired.” 1 said,
“No, I was hired to be a go-go dancer at
$97.50 a week; that's what I'm paid to do.
I don’t mix at the bar.” And he said,
“You're fired.” 1 said, “Goody-goody.”
PLAYBOY: So vou went back to New York?
HAWN: | had an experience when [ was
brand-new in New York. | was going for a
modeling job when a man picked me up on
the strect, saying, “You have a very un-
usual face.” If he had told me | was beau-
tiful, I would have known he was full of
shit and walked away. But he said the right
thing and he gave me a whole line of bull.
He said, “*Al Capp, the cartoonist, is cast-
ing parts for the movie version of Li'l Abner
and has a wonderful character called
Tenderleif Ericsson, and you seem like the
right girl for this. Have you ever acted
before?”” And I said, *“Yes, I did Romeo and
Juliel”” So I got into his Cadillac, thinking,
This is great! I'm driving down
Amsterdam  Avenue in a  brand-new
Cadillac converuble; my mother and
father will never believe this! He said wo
me, “You have to be very nice to Mr.
Capp, because he can do a lot of good for
you.” 1 was really excited.

Well, he primed me for this visit for
about two weeks, telling me how [ would
carn all this money and become a big star.
My initial thought was, God, ['ll be able
to put wall-to-wall carpeting in my moth-
er's house. So I learned my lines and went
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PLAYBRBOY

to this apartment, very nervous. The but-
ler came in and said, “Mr. Capp would
like you to pour the tea. He always likes
his ladies to pour the tea.” I sat there wait-
ing for Mr. Capp. And he thundered in
with his wooden leg. He had great pres-
ence. Very deep voice. “Goldie, I heard so
much about you. I understand that you
are a very nice girl. You’re going to have to
work very, very hard to get this part.” He
was in his bathrobe. I said, “Mr. Capp,
I'm a dancer and I know what it is to work
hard.” He said, “Good. Now, would you
stand up and start reading.” So I read
very loud. He said, “Goldie, speak softly
for the cameras, because they can hear
you.” I was sucked in. I believed this man
really wanted to help me. Then he told me
to go across the room and pretend his eyes
were the camera and take the dangling
orange beads that 1 had hanging from my
neck and put them in my mouth and act
like an imbecile. So, like a jackass, [ took
the beads and put them in my mouth and
acted like an imbecile.

Then I started to get very nervous. |
smelled something coming. He said,
“Would you walk to the mirror and lift up
your skirt, "cause I think you can play
Daisy Mae.” I was very proud of my legs;
it wasn’t something 1 was shy of. So I lifted
my skirt. He said, “Higher.” I went up an
inch. He said, “Higher.” 1 went up
another inch. It finally got to the point of
no return and I said to myself, “That’s it;

it’s not going any higher.” He said, “Come
and sit next to me”’—at which point he
had completely exposed himself. And this
thing was staring at me!

I looked at it and started to shake. Then
I threw the script down and did what any
nice Jewish girl who was going to grow up
and marry a dentist would do. I said,
“Mr. Capp, I would never get a job this
way.”” He said, “Oh, I had all of them, all
the movie stars. You'll never make it in this
business. You don’t have anything; you're
nothing.” He started to put me down and
I cried, running out of his apartment.
PLAYBOY: Nasty story. Was that the end?
HAWN: Almost. The next year, almost to
the month, this young, nice-looking Jewish
man met me on the street and said,
“Excuse me, | just have to stop you. You
know, you have a very special look, and
there’s a man by the name of Al Capp; do
you know who he is?” | started to scream!
I was on Eighth Avenue. | said, “You're
nothing but pimps for this man! Get away
from me!” He said, **No, plcase, I'm not, [
want to send you a script.” | said, *“Send
me a script and send me a contract.” He
said, “Please let me buy you a ham-
burger.” 1 said, “OK.” I mean, I got a
lunch out of that, so that’s pragmatism.
PLAYBOY: You were preity badly exploited
during that period of your life.
HAWN: A woman is exploited all the time.
My life those two years when 1 was trying
to make it in New York as a dancer—the

number of times that I was accosted, fol-
lowed, lied to, manipulated, used—you
couldn’t make a movie out of it, because
no onc would believe it. If I was too open,
it was taken the wrong way. And when you
work your way up as a dancer and you get
a little bit successful, it doesn’t matter;
you're sull being used in some way. And
when you finally become successful, you're
manipulated in other ways—people are
always figuring how they can use you, how
to get close to you, what it can give them.
The only guard against it is knowledge.
PLAYBOY: Does it still go on today?

HAWN: | can’t stand the bullshit! 1 can't
stomach it. [ usually smell it. [ went o a
restaurant with somcone I knew, thinking
it was a nice family experience. The next
thing I knew, he was talking about a movie
project. I said, “Let me tell you some-
thing. I think you're full of shit. T will not
allow friendship in any way to buy my tal-
ent, which is a commodity. You want to
talk to me about business, you call me dur-
ing business hours.” That's how 1 feel
about it. I don’t like it.

PLAYBOY: Is this America's Sweethecart
talking? The girl with the golden giggle?
HAWN: | went to an astrologer once. He
said, “People think they know you. There
are so many parts of you that no one will
ever know you completely.”

PLAYBOY: Do you believe in that swuff—
astrologers, psychies?

HAWN: I've been interested in arcas in life
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that are unexplainable. I was raised a Jew,
but I went to Catholic and Presbyterian
churches and studied Hinduism. All reli-
gions have fascinated me. But the
unknown is a fascinating field. 1 was
touched by Shirley MacLaine's book [Out
on a Limb]. The topic is all iffy, and a lot of
people think it’s kind of silly. . . .
PLAYBOY: Have things happened to vou?
HAWN: Something happens to me when |
get into an old house where 1 don’t feel
good. I get lightheaded and dizzy. That's
happened to me enough times to make me
realize I'm feeling a kind of energy that is
not good. This happened to me in a house
that I almost bought. Tt was a beautiful
house, but 1 heard this voice saving to me,
“It’s a tragic house, don’t buy it; trag-
edy, tragedy.” I asked a friend to check it

out, and he did. He said, “There’s a lot of

tragedy that has gone on in that house.
Two children drowned in the pool, an
invalid who lived there committed suicide,
another owner lost all of his money. Eddie
Fisher bought the house for Liz and they
broke up.” Another time, I was in a hotel
in Paris, staying in the Oscar Wilde suite.
I was sitting with my sister and family,
and we were having a glass of champagne
and started to laugh about Oscar Wilde’s
dying in that suite. We were heing a little
irreverent and—1I’ll be damned—the bot-
tle, which was half full and sitting firmlv
on the table, went right over on the
counter. | said, “Why are we doing this?”

PLAYBOY: Have you ever visited a psychic?
HAWN: When I was about 20, I went to a
psychic to find out what my romantic des-
tiny was going to be. She opened the door
and said, “‘Oh, mv dear, you have stardom
written all over vour forchead. You're
going to be a very big star.” I thought,
Great, but what’s going on with the guys
in my life? I befriended her until she died.
I even took care of her financially and got
nurses for her.

PLAYBOY: Returning to vour early career,
when vou left New York to go to L.A_, did
vou do it for the waditional reason—to
become an actress?

HAWN: No, I didn’t go to L.A. to be an

actress. | ended up dancing in a chorus of

a Frankie Avalon play called Pal Joey in

Anaheim, thinking that was as much of

L.A. as I'd ever see.
PLAYBOY: You never dreamed of Holly-
wood?

HAWN: No, never. Il | ever dreamed of

anything, it was to go onstage in New York
as a chorus dancer. The idea of being a
movie star was completely out of the ques-
tion. So from Anaheim, I went to dance in
Las Vegas, where I did four shows a night,
go-go stufl in the lounge. It was really
rough. All 1 really wanted was to get a
steady job on something like The Jerry
Lewis Show as a dancer. That would have
been Utopia: Find a guv. get married, fin-
ished. I thought of getting an act rogether
and going on the road, and 1 called my

dad from Vegas and asked him what 1|
should do. As a musician, he had bused
and trucked all over the U.S., and he said,
“Goldie, it's a lousy life. Think real hard
about it." Something clicked, and 1
decided 1o stop. 1 left Vegas at six aw,
escaped to L.A., where I auditioned for an
Andy Griffith special and got it. That’s
where Art Simon, an agent for William
Morris, saw me. He thought [ could do
something else. He sent me up for a part in
a show called Good Morning, World, and 1
had a 26-week guarantee as an actress.
Suddenlv, I was an actress. It was very
bizarre.

PLAYBOY: Was that when vou suffered a
mental collapse?

HAWN: I can’t really call it a nervous
breakdown, but when I got the job on
Good Morning, World, 1 went back to visit
in New York. So much had happened to
me, and it was something I'd feared. 1
didn’t want it to affect my life, I didn’t
want it to change my personality, I didn’t
want to be any different from the way I was.
But after getting this part and being pro-
moted in this TV series, which nobody
had vet seen, | was starting to feel strange,
because there was a lot of Isimmes over
nothing, as far as I was concerned.

Yet, there | was at the Hilwon, which
was not a place I could ever have afforded
to stay, a bottle of champagne on my table
and autograph hounds who didn’t know
me from Adam calling me up. | started to






lose my sense of balance; I was in a new
world. I went back to my old haunts, tell-
ing people the good news but feeling differ-
ent from them. I was trying very hard to
hold on to who I was. My reality was not
what I thought it was. It was changing.
People’s idea of me was changing. Then |
went home to my family, and even they
were impressed and excited. It was a dark
area for me, a time of confusion. It was the
most frightening thing that ever happened
to me. I was unable to walk into a public
place without throwing up. I had tremen-
dous psychological symptoms. What was
so scary was that I had no walls to touch. |
was all on my own, I was just beginning,
the rise to success had just started.
PLAYBOY: That sounds similar to what hap-
pened to Barbra Streisand, who always
used to arrive late at parties in her honor
and run to the bathroom to throw up.
HAWN: Yes, it's very similar. However,
Barbra was a much bigger star when she
started out. She was huge.

PLAYBOY: So you threw up less?

HAWN: [Laughs] 1 did. I threw less up. But
I went down to 90 pounds, couldn’t eat.
When I got back to L.A. and continued
with the TV show, I used to go home and
make tea and sit by mysell in this ugly
round chair and knit. [ wouldn’t eat any
dinner. I was living alone. I started paint-
ing a litle. It was a very introspective and
very sclf-centered period of my life.
PLAYBOY: So you entered analysis?

HAWN: Yes. 1 did it for seven vears. It was
a great learning process, very enlighten-
ing. Even though to most people on the
outside, my career scems to have come
easy, I know how hard I worked.
PLAYBOY: Do you think that because of the
analvsis, vou have all those fears and
uncertainties kicked?

HAWN: No. I mean, God, sometimes | go
up on the ski lift and I start to freak out
and 1 don’t know why. I'm afraid some-
body’s gonna grab the bottom of my legs
and pull me out.

PLAYBOY: Still, vour identity crisis notwith-
standing, you became a houschold name
on Laugh-In. How did that happen?
HAWN: George Schlatter came onto the set
of Good Morning, World and saw me. And
Billy Wilder called him and said, “You
better get this girl, because she could be
pretty great.” [ met George and remember
sitting in an enormous chair and thinking,
What's so interesting about me? 1 mean,
what can I offer vou? I don’t do shtick, [
don’t have a routine, | don’t tell jokes, you
don’t want a professional dancer on your
show. Nevertheless, he tried me out for
three shows and gave me all this straight
stuff to do. But when | read the cue cards,
I was so nervous | got mixed up and
started to laugh, “Oh, please, could you
start over again, please?” There was
George in the booth, watching me and say-
ing, “Not on your life! Keep going, Goldie.”
And so I got more flustered and my char-
acter grew out of that—an extension of my

real reaction to my own frailties.

PLAYBOY: How did the crew get you to
laugh spontancously?

HAWN: [ put everything out of my head.
Also, 1 never looked at the script after the
first reading, so I wouldn't know what my
lines were going to be—and they'd change
the cue cards pretty often. When that red
light on the camera came on, | forgot
everything I knew, including my name,
and I was able to re-create this girl, week
after week. It was also tuning into that
part of my personality that enjoys making
a mistake.

PLAYBOY: Lily Tomlin had to sue to get out
of Laugh-In. How did you get out?

HAWN: My manager was very intelligent. |
was signed for three years on that show.
During my second vear, I went off and did
the movie Cactus Flower and won this
award and it was all a big deal. . . .
PLAYBOY: An Oscar usually is. Did you feel
vou deserved it?

HAWN: It was my first movie. I was up
against some great performances. I was in
London, making a picture with Peter Sell-
ers. If vou want the truth, I was so sure
that I wasn’t going to win it that I went to
bed that night in London forgetting that
the Academy Awards were scheduled. I
got a call at six am “Goldie, you won!”
“Won what?” “The Academy Award!” 1
immediately called my mother and we
cried. So, yes, it was a big moment. How-
ever, I went to work the next day. And my
price did not rise on my next movie.
PLAYBOY: How was Walter Matthau to
work with in Cactus Flower?

HAWN: He called me Goldala. To him, I
was like a child. He was amazingly clean. 1
had a cold, and he came onto the set with a
Lysol can and sprayed everything, includ-
ing himself. God forbid that he should get
sick. But he was fun to play with.
PLAYBOY: And what about Peter Sellers in
There's a Girl in My Soup?

HAWN: | loved Peter verv much. He was
such a fine and delicate and, at times, neu-
rotic spirit. It was like balancing a friend
on the fine point of a needle, because he
was thrown off balance by anything and
everything. He also had one of the great
comedy senses of all ume, understanding
what was funny. On this film, we had ter-
rible problems with the director. 1 just
crossed it off as a bad day at work. But the
tensions revved Peter up to the point that
he was unable to function. To me, a movie
is a movie and, Christ, I'm just thankful
that I get 1o make my living this way. To
him, it was more than that. He crossed
into his work, He was a great master.
Infortunately, it mastered him.

PLAYBOY: You've worked with a lot of
actors and directors since then. What are
your favorite films?

HAWN: Sugarland Express, Benjamin . . .
and Shamfpwoo, which I can’t really call my
film, but I learned a lot from Warren
[ Beattv]. I watched his dedication. He was
very tough. Warren thinks not once, not

twice but three times before he does any-
thing. I like people like that. He also does
a lot of takes and I don’t. There was a time
when I did 50 takes and was completely
drained afterward.

PLAYBOY: You include The Sugarland
Express, but didn’t some people consider
that an unsuccessful comedy?

HAWN: Certain people consider Sugarland
Express a comedy. I never considered it a
comedy—never, ever, ever. To me, that
was the most dramatic picce I've ever
done. I never ham it up. 1 always look for
the reality within the character or a scene.
Sugarland Express was a great artistic
endeavor as well as a film that I had
thought would be widely received. It wasa
great disappointment to me.

PLAYBOY: That was Steven Spielberg’s first
film. Were you nervous about working
with such a young, inexperienced director?
HAWN: I wasn’t nervous about him at all. 1
was new, so I felt like we were just a bunch
of kids down in Texas having a great time.
And Steven was just great. He loved what
he did; he was enthusiastic, and [ trusted
his vision.

PLAYBOY: Could you foresee the kind of
incredible success Spielberg would have?
HAWN: No. Nor could most people.
Steven's got a great mind, a great connec-
tion with fantasy, with what people want
o see.

PLAYBOY: How many good directors of
comedy are there today?

HAWN: You see my right hand? Less than
each finger, I swear. Woody is great. [Lets
out deep breath)

PLAYBOY: Is that why an actress such as
Streisand resorts to directing herself,
because she knows what's best for her?
HAWN: Barbra is very right. The more
directors you work with, the more you
realize that a lot of them aren’t as good as
you had thought they were. [t’s not that |
know everything or that Barbra knows
evervthing; it’s just that alter a while, you
get so disappointed having to lace the fact
that vou basically are stuck. As long as
you're not directing the movie, there’s not
a whole lot you can do about 1t except
scream and holler and get a bad reputa-
tion. In the final analysis, once the movie
is shot, you have only so much footage,
and usually it's whatever the director has
shot. If he didn’t see it, he didn’t shoot it
PLAYBOY: Is that what happened with
Sunng Shift, which Jonathan Demme
directed?

HAWN: [ felt that picture lacked humor.
The focus was not right. I couldn’t follow
anvbody's story all that well. T didn’t
know who to root for in that film. There
were areas that | knew weren't working
that 1 would talk to Jonathan about, but
he was a liule worried about the movie
star’s coming in and taking over, which 1
didn’t want to do. In order to ease that
tension, I was really laid back to make him
fecl more at ease and to give him the frec-
dom to create. 1 don’t think Jonathan's a
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bad director; I just think this wasn’t the
right piece for him. It should have been
funnier.

PLAYBOY: So the fault lies with him?
HAWN: [ have to blame the captain of the
ship; yeah, 1 do. On the other hand, I just
worked with Herb Ross on Protocol. He’s
the best actor’s director I've ever worked
with. He’s very intelligent, and he allowed
me freedom and also guided me. 1 never
felt he was manipulative. It was so far the
most fun I've ever had on a job. Howard
Ziefl was also a wonderful director for Pri-
vate Benjamin.

PLAYBOY: Since you were executive pro-
ducer on Bemjamin, how did the dynamics

of producer Hawn's telling director Ziefl

how to handle actress Goldie work?
HAWN: It’s a real schizophrenic experi-
ence. It’s very, very diflicult when you
have those two hats to wear, because they
are diametrically opposed. An actor is
malleable. A director wants to feel he can
mold his actors, point them in a direction,
wind them up and let them go. The pro-
ducer is the one with the firm hand, who
says, “No, don't turn left; turn right”"—
the one who basically says, “You’re losing
the line of the story here; this is not the
movie that I bought, that I hired you to
direct. Let’s keep our focus right; let’s
remember what the story’s about.”
PLAYBOY: Will you direct yoursell?

HAWN: [ do not want to give a year or 15
months out of my life and my children’s
life and my man’s life for a movie. Not
now. I want to do it when I can have fun
with it. So my answer is yes, I would love
to direct 2 movie. And I'm going to wait
until the children get older.

PLAYBOY: So everything comes after your
personal life, then?

HAWN: Yes. I'm consumed with my home
life, with my children, with Kurt, with my
mother and my nephews. When it comes
down to 1t, the most important thing to me
is the amount of time and love that I can
give to those people. So when I get a call
about a breakfast for Gloria Steinem, I
have to decide whether I want to have
breakfast with my family. I feel 1 lose when
I don’t have breakfast with my family.
PLAYBOY: Do you want to talk about your
two past marriages and what happened?
HAWN: Who really cares? Who wants to
open themselves up and explain why this
or that didn’t work? Who even knows
why?

PLAYBOY: Counting Kurt Russell, have
there been just three men in your life?
HAWN: I would say that. I've been married
twice before. I am, right now, experienc-
ing something wonderful and I hope I
always will be. The others are history.
PLAYBOY: Do you think a man’s ego sulflers
when his wife is the breadwinner?

HAWN: Some men cannot deal with that.
Literature, fairy tales, everything we've
ever heard has been about how the man
has gone out and built the house and
killed the cow and has done all that stuff to

keep his family alive. That translates
today as how much money he carns for his
family. And when a gal comes along who
gets more than he does, it’s a problem for
him; it’s an imbalance of power.

PLAYBOY: That imbalance was evident
when you paid your first husband, Gus
Trikonis, a $75,000 settlement to end your
marrage. Do you think it was fair that you
had to pay?

HAWN: Experience in life brings wisdom,
ideally—and forgiveness. When people
split up, there are a lot of emotions on
the table, and we do and say things that
we’'re sorry for. One reason I hate the mar-
riage system is that it’s a business—or it
becomes one if it fails. I would never take
money from a man if [ were leaving him or
he were leaving me. I'm not constructed
that way. I’ll reopen my dancing school if
1 have to. As long as I can pick up trash in
the street and earn 50 cents an hour, I'm
going to do it and work my way up from
there. I don’t like debts or handouts. So 1
don’t have any respect for men or women
who take money from each other. Yet I
have, in both marriages, ended up losing
money. Twice burned. However, I can’t
walk around with a big chip on my shoul-
der. I can only know what to do better the
next time.

PLAYBOY: Gus said you owed him an apol-
ogy, because you've said he asked for ali-
mony and that’s not what happened.
HAWN: Well, I will publicly apologize:
He's absolutely right; there was no ah-
mony.

PLAYBOY: Are you pessimistic about long-
term relationships?

HAWN: | haven’t seen too many work. 1
like to think that I have one ahcad of me.
PLAYBOY: Do you worry about it?

HAWN: Not anymore. When you love
somebody, you look at him sometimes and
think, God, 1'd die if something ever hap-
pened to you or if you left. I'd be devas-
tated. And that’s not such a bad fecling.
One shouldn’t be so afraid of that, because
a lot of times, people don’t get involved
with that kind of deep love because they’re
so afraid of losing it. So they lose it. At
least they had it.
PLAYBOY: And right now
HAWN: I just love Kurt so much. He is who
he is, no matter what. He doesn't change
his ideas to suit the company he’s in. The
guy doesn’t have an ounce of bullshit in
him. He’s got his feet planted firmly on the

ground. 1 like his value system. He’s just
about the best father God ever created.
And he’s devoted, he’s kind, he's got a
magnificent sense of humor, he’s smart,
he’s talented and very levelheaded. I have
trouble spending a lot of time with people
who aren’t as pragmatic as I am.
PLAYBOY: Will all this gush in print embar-
rass him?

HAWN: No, because | tell him every day
why I love him. How awful it must be
when you love somebody and you don’t
know why.
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PLAYBOY

In case you haven't been
introduced, CBK (its proper
name is Graphite CBK:) is
the most powerful racquet
in racquetball.

That’s why top pros like
Dave Peck, Lynn Adams
and Mike Yellen all play
with if. And why it’s used
by more fop tournament
players than all other
racquefts combined.

PLAYBOY: How does Kurt feel about your
producing as well as acting?

HAWN: He says, “‘Hey, you're a great race
horse. You don’t want to stay in a stall.
Race, go, work your gifts, make it happen.
Do the best you can do, make as much
money as you can make, make the marks
you want to make.” He’s all for it.
PLAYBOY: And how do you assess his
career?

HAWN: I think Kurt is the only male star in
his early 30s who personifies a man in the
movie sense of the word—romantic,
strong, smart. And he has an amazing ver-
satility. He can be funny, scary, mysteri-
ous; he can make you cry. His range is
vast. I think he has tremendous longevity.
PLAYBOY: Do you ever get jealous when
he’s making a movie?

HAWN: Of course, The two sides of it are, |
want to be the most attractive thing in his
life; but that’s just insane, because there
are a lot of beautiful women around and
he’s probably going to work with at least
half of them. On the other hand, I know
what we have. I know the fun we have.
PLAYBOY: Do your children want you to
marry him?

HAWN: Yes.

PLAYBOY: Why don’t you?

HAWN: That's nobody’s business. I mean,
that's between us. We're sitting on the
same couch. I’s just something that we
choose not to do right now.

PLAYBOY: Have you thought of having a
baby with him?

HAWN: We're considering having one. We
go back and forth.

PLAYBOY: Would you drop out of the busi-
ness if you had one, as you did when your
first child was born?

HAWN: I don’t feel now that I have to. I'm
in another stage of my life right now,
where I want to do other things. Soif I got
pregnant, 1 might sit down and write a
short story or finish my script. Or I might
learn more about photography, which is a
great passion of mine. I would use that
time to grow.

PLAYBOY: Are there any people you'd like
to work with?

HAWN: I'd like to work with Meryl Streep.
With Jack Nicholson—TI like the way Jack
works. He does what he wants; he's a free-
thinker. He’s brave. Let’s see. . . . Robert
Redford. Redford and I actually tried to
get something together and he got
involved in something else and so did 1.
PLAYBOY: What's the story behind your
doing a picture with Streisand?

HAWN: It's being written. Where it’s at
now, we are sisters from diflerent par-
ents. It's not clear enough for me to talk
about it.

PLAYBOY: Will she direct and you produce?
HAWN: No, I don’t think either one of us
needs those distractions. We have enough
distractions as it is.

PLAYBOY: [s a good comedy more difhicult
to pull off than a good drama?

HAWN: Comedy is harder to do. It's very
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hard to make people laugh. It’s like a
souffié: If it gets overdone, the souflié
crashes. That's how delicate comedy is.
Comedy is like music. I remember work-
ing with an actor who couldn’t get the

scene, couldn’t get the timing. So I beat it -

out on my hands. It was like percussion, so
he could understand the arch of the scene
and the power that it had to have. It’s as if
I hear the beats in my head.

PLAYBOY: Be more specific.

HAWN: OK, here’s an example ol how you
can destroy or create a moment by timing.
When I kissed Armand Assante under the
street lamp in Private Benjamin, he was
telling me about himsell and I was very
hesitant about being with him. When he
finally said, “And I’'m Jewish,” they cut to
my scream, to my orgasm. Now, that is a
funny cut. However, when it was first cut,
it was not funny at all, because there was
too much space between “I'm Jewish™ and
the orgasm. And those few millimeters of a
second were the diflerence between
whether it was funny or it wasn’t. Because
il you've got “I'm Jewish” . . . beat ...
beat...amghh! or “I'm Jewish,”
arrghh!—see, it has to come right on top of
the line. That's an exterior example of
what goes on internally when you hear a
scene. Another one was in Seems Like Old
Times, which was all timing. With Neil
Simon, you don’t want to miss a beat.
When Chevy [Chase], as my ex-husband,
dressed as the butler, brought out the lood
and I suddenly recognized him, I had to
hyperventilate. Well, how do you do that
on the right beat to make it funny? How
long does it take belore you've taken too
long? I'm still not happy with the way I
did it; I think that I started too quickly. I
should have waited.

PLAYBOY: Do you always know when
you’ve done it right?

HAWN: Yes, because it’s like a good sym-
phony. It’s just satisfying, and you feel it.
If it isn’t, there’s something that shrivels
up inside you.

PLAYBOY: Who makes you laugh?

HAWN: Woody Allen. I don’t know him,
but I like his films, because they’re about
something. [ like to see what’s going on in
his brain. Eddie Murphy can make me
laugh. He has great physical comedy, a
great sense ol his body when he’s working.
When 1 was young, Jerry Lewis made me
laugh. I was once thrown out of the movies
for laughing so hard at him.

PLAYBOY: What about women?

HAWN: Barbra Streisand makes me laugh.
So can Joan Rivers.

PLAYBOY: Have you ever done The Tonight
Show with her?

HAWN: No. I don’t think it helps movies, so
I don’t do that show anymore. I haven’t
been on in years. But they haven’t even
extended the invitation.

PLAYBOY: You worked with Burt Reynolds
in Best Friends. Is he funny ofl the set?
HAWN: That’s what I found so attractive:
He really is [unny and he has a [antastic

sense of humor, even about himsell.
PLAYBOY: Do you look forward to playing
older character parts?

HAWN: Not really. I look at myselfl on the
screen now and say, “Oh, God, do you see
that? Isn’t it awful? Look at my chin; it’s
just hanging there.” Il I had a knife, I
would go right up to the screen and cut it
out. Of course, the person I'm sitting next
to doesn’t even see it.

PLAYBOY: You seem like a woman who will
age gracefully.

HAWN: | do have this quality that is very
childlike. But how long can it last? How
long can you be cute? My career is kind of
an interesting happening: I perceive from
people that they don’t really want that to
change. So that sort of takes me out of the
actress category, in a [unny way, and puts
me into the personality slot.

PLAYBOY: Of the films you’ve done, which
would you like to erase from the archives il
you could?

HAWN: Dollars [$]. I didn’t like my charac-
ter or what I did with her. It was just a
totally unthought-out, unconscious per-
formance. I remember one scene in which
I felt very manipulated. That was when I
had to lock at the money for the first time,
in the safe-deposit box. The director said,
“When you lock at this money, I want it to
be an orgasmic experience for you. You've
never seen this amount of money before
and 1 want it to be just like you're having
an orgasm.” Well, I felt like I wanted to
dig a hole as deep as I possibly could and
get in it and maybe crawl out the other
side, because it was as il I had all those
people on the set there suddenly watching
me have a private moment. Il I were to do
that scene today, I would say, “I'm sorry,
I just won’t.” But then, I didn’t have
the guts.

PLAYBOY: You have a cute image, as you
say, but do you consider yoursell a sexy
woman?

HAWN: Yes, I consider mysell a woman
who enjoys her sexuality.

PLAYBOY: Arc there differences between a
man’s and a woman’s sexuality?

HAWN: By nature, men are more promiscu-
ous. For them to go out and get laid
doesn’t mean very much. And they can get
it anywhere, between three minutes to a
couple of hours. It has nothing to do with
love. A woman is not as promiscuous; she
is more discriminating. To me, sex is not
something you just want to throw away or
give it away to an empty experience or ope
where you feel yucky alter it’s over and all
you want to do is get out of there and pre-
tend it never happened. Empty nights,
empty encounters are damaging to the
soul. Just because a man has something
that sticks out doesn’t mean he’s got to put
it anywhere and everywhere.

PLAYBOY: Is that the basic difference: that a
man protrudes and a woman doesn’t?
HAWN: I’ll probably get blasted by every
feminist in the world, but the truth is that
a woman recetves the intrusion—or the

welcome intrusion, however you want to
phrase it. She does open her doors for
entrance if she so desires, and there 1s
something very female about that. It's
female, the way we put our arms around a
person we love and the way we let himin. |
just love to be able to do that. That’s a
great expression of my aflection. 1 sound
very old-fashioned; [ really do. As I'm lis-
tening to mysell, I'm thinking, God, I
can’t belicve this girl!

PLAYBOY: What you're saying is that you
like sex—and that’s not so old-fashioned.
Women didn’t admit it so publicly in

the past. -

HAWN: No. It’s a terrific and beautilul
thing.

PLAYBOY: What about the diflerence

between men and women—where does it
lead?
HAWN: Well, if a man decides to have a
quickie, he can then go to the nearest
washbasin and scrub it clean and make it
all new again. Girls can’t necessarily do
that. They walk around knowing things
are going on in there. Now, I’'m not talking
about venereal disease; but while I men-
tion it, I'm glad I'm not on the market, so
to speak, because it’s real scary now. Real
scary. That’s one of the most awful reali-
ties. A lot of people have been indiscrimi-
nately fucking, and this is sort of what
happens. If you do too much of one thing,
something eventually is going to come
back and slap you in the face. Somebody’s
going to have to pay for it. Obviously,
there’s only one way to pass venereal dis-
ease, and that’s by fucking.
PLAYBOY: But you don’t really buy that
Jerry Falwell type of thinking, do you, that
V.D. is retribution for too much fucking?
HAWN: No, but a lot of promiscuity can
end in unsatisfactory sexual relationships.
It makes you [eel less good about yoursell.
If you start to layer yoursell with things
that you're not so proud of and start build-
ing what we call armor, 1 think it’s more
difficult to get to the source of your real
feelings, emotionally and physically.
PLAYBOY: Docs sex get better with age?
HAWN: Well, for boys it’s not supposed to,
is it? For girls, it usually gets better.
PLAYBOY: Does Kurt know about this?
HAWN: [ feel like I'm being cross-examined
here. It’s so great. You've got all your
notes. It’s like giving a deposition.
PLAYBOY: If we'd had longer to prepare,
there’d be more research notes.
HAWN: If I'd had longer to think about it,
I wouldn’t be here.
PLAYBOY: Aw, come on. It hasn’t been that
bad, has 1t?
HAWN: Oddly enough, over these days,
I’'ve learned to trust you. You're just
obliged to ask certain questions because
this is rLavpov. But you've been very
respectful.
PLAYBOY: Arc there publications you dis-
trust?
HAWN: I would never speak to Penthouse.
(concluded on page 108)
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REDEFINING

SMART

with information engulfing us, where do
we draw the line between things we’d like
to know and things we must know?

article By WILLIAM F. BUCKLEY, JR.

THIS VEAR, we subscribed to cable television, mostly because when
cable television comes around, subscribe to it is one of the things
with-it houscholds do, even as, 50 vears ago, they would have
subscribed eventually to larger encyclopedias, larger dictionar-
ies; bought more magazines.

But suddenly I realized the subscribing—to encyclopedias,
dictionaries, magazines, newspapers, ncwsletters, book clubs,
catalogs, still other cable networks, etc.—had to stop. Go to a
large newsstand. Do you know there arc more than 400 maga-
zines devoted to computing alone? More than 40,000 books pub-
lished per year? More television played commercially in one year
than movies produced since the industry began? And, through
all this flood of information, occasionally you will want to take
time to remind yoursclf that the sky is blue, the grass green, the
waters pure (except for those Gary Hart talked about in a spcech
in which Ronald Reagan featured).

Which brings us to the question at hand: How is it possible to
keep up m today's world?

The answer is that it isn't possible to “kecp up,” not cven ata
rudimentary level. To which dismaying observation one reason-
ably asks, “What do you mean by a rudimentary level?” To
which I answer—why not?>—People magazine. It is rudimentary,
isn’t it, to have a working knowledge of the stars and the starlets
ol the society we live in?

Well, hear this. Last Christmas, my wifc and I sailed in the
Caribbcan with a couple with whom we have lor many vears
shared the season. Richard Clurman is my best-informed friend
in the catire world. When serving as chicfl of correspondents for
Time and Life, he cultivated and developed those habits that
required that he know everything about everything going on. So
he arrived, as usual, with his heavy rucksack of books and maga-
zines. Among the latter, I remember offhand Scientific American,
The Economist, The Atlantic, Harper’s, The New Republic, The
Nation, National Review, Esquire, Time, Newsweek, pr.avsov, Busi-
ness Week, Foreign Affairs, and I am certain to have forgotten a
supplementary dozen. He reads at a rate that would leave the
ordinary computer pulffing to keep up. After a day or two, he had
gone through the magazines and started in on the books.

One week later, in the Virgin Islands, I sauntered about an
old colonial town in scarch of periodical matter, finding, at the
drugstore, only People, for a copy of which I exchanged a dollar
and a quarter.

It was the year-end issue, and thumbing through it in the
cockpit that night, sipping a planter’s punch, I came upon what
is evidently a vearly feature, ecnumerating 16 persons who had
committed renowned gaffes of one type or other, 25 persons who
had committed extraordinary leats of one kind or other. My cyes
traveled down the list with progressive dismay in search of a
name [ recognized. 1 did discover onc, finally, in cach category,
and paused for a moment, taking a deep draft of rum to console
mysell over my confirmed deracination from my own culture.

It struck me to recite the names 1 had just read to Richard
Clurman. So I gave them out, one after another. He scored beticer
than 1 did. recognizing three out of 41. (Neither one of us—this
was December 1983—had ever heard the name Michael
Jackson.) I am 39, Clurman a year older. Was this mercly a
generational gap? Is it that cach of us develops habits of mind,
perhaps needing to do so for self-protection, winnowing the flood
of informanion that comes at us so that certain phenomena
become, for all that they are ubiquitous, [or all intents and pur-
poses impercepuible?

Or was it sheer chance? Individual lacunae? But I told the
story of going over the names of the featured galaxy of Peaple to
Henry Grunwald at a party a few months later, and he shrugged
his shoulders. He is, after all, among other things the editor n
chief of People, even as he is editor in chiel of all the publications
put out by Time, Inc. “I know what you mean,” Grunwald said.
“When they tell me who they have scheduled for the cover of the
next issue of People, hall the time | never heard of him or her.”

.

Someconc once said that Erasmus (1466-1536) was the last
man on earth about whom it could more or less salely be said
that he knew everything there was to know. But even in the 16th
Century, “evervthing” was defined as everything common to
Western culture. Erasmus could hardly have known very much
about cultures whose existence neither he nor anyone clse in the

WLUSTRATION BY ROBERT GIUSTI






PLAYBOY

Western world had written about. What
they meant to say was that Erasmus had
probably read every book then existing in
those Western languages in which books
were then written. The library at the Uni-
versity of Salamanca, founded in the 13th
Century, still has, framed and hanging
over the little arched doorway that leads
into the room in which all of the books of
one of the oldest universities in Europe
were once housed, a papal bull of
excommunication directed automatically
at any scholar who left the room with one
of those scarce, sacred volumes hidden in
his vestments. Books copied out by hand
can be very valuable. The tradition is not
dead, thanks to the Russian samizdat, by
which Soviet dissenters communicate with
one another, even as early Christians com-
municated by passing about tablets in the
catacombs. Knowledge in those days, in
the early years of movable type, was diffi-
cult to come by. But then there was not so
much of it as to overwhelm. In that rela-
tively small room in Salamanca were
housed all the books an Erasmus might be
expected to read—granted that his mind
was singular and his memory copious. So
had been Thomas Aquinas’, a man mod-
est except when laying down certitudes,
who admitted, sheepishly one must sup-
pose, that he had never come across a sin-
gle page he had not completely and
instantly understood. If, per impossibile,
Thomas was required to linger a few days
in purgatory for committing the sin of
pride, I am certain that the torturers stood
over him demanding that he render the
meaning of the typical “documentation™
(that is what they call instructions) of a
modern computer.

Never mind the exceptional intelligence.
It is sufficient to meditate that in the 16th
Century it was acknowledged as humanly
possible to be familiar with «fl the facts
and theories then discovered or developed,
to read all the literature and poetry then
set down. To know the library of Western
thought.

Move forward now 250 years and ask
whether or not Benjamin Franklin could
have been surprised by an eldritch scien-
tific datum, an arcane mythological allu-
sion, a recondite historical anecdote, an
idiosyncratic philosophical proposition.
Of course he could have been, even bear-
ing in mind that Benjamin Franklin was
a singular intelligence, eclectically edu-
cated, and that he was surrounded, at the
convention in Philadelphia, by men most
of whom moved sure-footedly in the disci-
plines then thought appropriate to the
background of statesmen. The standards
at Philadelphia were high; indeed, it has
been opined that at no other deliberative
assembly in history was there such a con-
centration of learning and talent.

But these are anomalies. We ask, and
continue to do so, How much was there

lving about to be learned? Two hundred
and fifty years having passed since the last
man died who “knew" everything, then by
definiion it follows that there were
“things” Ben Franklin didn’t know. Per-
haps we are circling the target. “Things.”
What things?
.

It is said that twice as much “knowl-
edge” was charted in 1980 as in 1970. How
can one make an assertion of that kind? At
a purely technical level, it isn’t all that
hard to conceive. Suppose, as an example,
that every decade, the penetrating reach of
a telescope doubles. In that case, you
begin the decade knowing X about astro-
nomic phenomena. At the end of the first
decade, you know 2X; at the end of the
second decade, 4X; and so on.

It is so (the epistemologists tell us) pri-
marily because computer science advances
us (we fall back on ancient metaphors) at
an astronomic rate. [t was somewhere
reported that when George Bernard Shaw
was advised that the speed of light was
equal to 186,000 miles per second, he
greeted that finding as a madcap effron-
tery—either that or a plain, bald lie.

Such sullen resistance to the advance-
ment of physical knowledge is behind us;
indeed, 1t has left us blasé rather than
awed. When we pick up the telephone and
lackadaisically dial Hong Kong, we simply
submit—to a kind of magic we never pre-
sume to understand. The inquisitive
minority among those who use such
instruments for such purposes is mindful
that something quite extraordinary is
going on, triggered by rudimentary digital
exertions by one finger of one hand, the
result of which is to rouse a friend (he had
better be a [riend, considering thart it's
midnight in Hong Kong) by ringing his
telephone 8000 miles away: a process that
combines a knowledge of *“things”—
things such as transistors, transmitters,
radio beams, oscilloscopes, etc., etc., etc—
they will simply never understand and are
unlikely to burden themselves with the
challenge of attempting to understand.

So it is that the knowledge explosion, as
we have come to refer to it, is acquiescently
and routinely accepted by both the
thoughtful and the thoughtless, the grate-
ful and the insouciant. Every now and
then one identifies a little cry of frustrated
resentment. Ten years ago, 1 took to Ber-
muda a selfeffacing boatwright in his
mid-60s to give expert testimony in a law-
suit. He was asked by the defendant’s law-
yer how he could presume to qualify as an
expert in all that had o do with the
construction of a seagoing boar—
woodwork, electricity, engine, rigging,
plumbing, sail. William Muzzio answered
diffidently that, in fact, he knew as much
as any of the specialists who worked for
him who had mastered only the expertise
in their separate fields.

He then paused for a briel moment in
the little, attentive courtroom. . . .

He did not, he corrected himsell,
know—himself—how to fabricate transis-
tors lor ships’ radio gear. Thus the some-
time complete boatwright formally
acknowledged the progressive relative
finiteness even ol his own very wide expert
knowledge of all that used to be required
to launch a seagoing yacht. Others
acknowledge their progressive relative
ignorance by the simpler expedient of pay-
ing no attention to it whatever.

.

Consider, in the light of our general con-
cern about our increasing ignorance, the
obsessive interest in the working habits of
the President of the United States. It is
widely acknowledged that Ronald Reagan
devotes fewer hours to studying the data
that flow into the Executive cockpit than
his predecessor did. But two questions are
begged by those who stress invidiously
the comparison. The first is: Is this differ-
ence reflected in the quality of Reagan’s
performance as Chiel Executive? And the
second, How could his predecessor, Jimmy
Carter, reasonably assume that he had
mastered all the data conceivably relevant
to the formulation of the most enlightened
decision? How do we correlate—or do
we?—knowledge and performance in
nonscientific  situations?  Unflattering
things have been said about Carter’s han-
dling of the Presidency, but nobody ever
accused him of dereliction at the home-
work level. And then again, five Presidents
back, John F. Kennedy was once over-
heard to say that the Presidential work
load was entirely tolerable. Notwithstand-
ing this nonchalant evaluation of arguably
the most taxing job in the world, Kennedy,
as Chiel Executive, had probably more
full-time bards working to apotheosize
him than any President since, oh, Abra-
ham Lincoln.

What are we to make of all this confu-
sion on the matter of time devoted to the
acquisition of knowledge?

.

So we move in on an intimation of the
painless acclimation of our culture to an
unspoken proposition: that every day, in
every way, man knows more and more,
while every day, in every way, individual
men know less and less. The question
arises whether we give in, by our behavior,
to complacency, or acknowledge philo-
sophically, even stoically, force majeure,
much as we acknowledge biological aging
and, eventually, death. There is, after all,
nothing an epistemological reactionary
can do to erase human knowledge.
Buckminster Fuller remarked that it is
impossible to learn less. Valiant efforts at
Luddite nescience have been made, most
notably by Pol Pot, who recently set
out to kill everyone in Cambodia who

(continued on page 222)
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“Why don’t we pop into the sack now, while it’s empty?
We've got the rest of the evening to get acquainted.”
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mitv, eat your heart out

YOU DONTT' NEED to go back to the Stones’ Get Yer Ya-Ya's Out!
to know that rock 'n’ roll has a lot to do with sex. A short
list of typical titles: Push, Push in the Bush, Hung Upside
Down, Mama Told Me Not to Come, Then Came You, Easy
Comin’ Out (Hard Gom' In), 1t's Your Thing, My Ding-a-
Ling, Wiy Don’t We Do It in the Road?, and, only for the
lonely, Beat 1t, Whip It and You'll Never Gel Cheated by Your
Hand. A fast textual analysis reveals that rock 'n’ roll's
most popular word is baby, followed by kiss, my, va-ya,
yeah, yeah and ycah. Remember the Crickets, Buddy
Holly’s band? Waylon Jennings, who chirruped with them
for a while, confirmed every parent’s greatest fear when he
said, “Rock 'n’ roll meant fucking, originally. Which I
don’t think is a bad idea.” (Better put that man in the
Playboy Hall of Fame.) All of that was finc for Waylon and
Willie and the boys, but the girls never seemed to get
much of the action. There werc feminine rockers cven
before Michacl and the Boy. You had Little Eva, Diana
Ross, Arctha, Tina and millions of -cllas and -ettes. Even
Raisincttes, but they went stale in a hurry. On the kick-ass
side, you had Grace Slick and Patti Smith and Chrissic
Hynde. Linda Ronstadt actually won more platinum
records than Elvis and The Who put together, but it was
still a man’s, man’s world. Heavy-metallurgists, in part

ular, had an ornery attitude—if she can’t s the strings
off a slide guitar, what’s she doing backstage? But the
times, as somebody said, a-change. Now there are more
girls in the guitarali than cver before, and a few, inspired
by pyromania or Jennifer Beals, are getting into heavy
metal. All the women you'll find here have the two things
rockers need, soul and sex appeal. We'll be focusing on the
latter as personified by New Wave and old. Apollonia and
Vanity. Stevie, Grace, Tina and cven a few who aren’t
famous—yet. Consider it an attempt to fulfill a few rock-
‘n’-roll fantasices, in the spirit of rock’s original meaning.

That's no biker fontasy to your left. That's Apollonio Kotero, 24,
Prince’s leading lady. “The character Apollonio plays in Purple
Rain parallels who she redlly is,” says o member of her band.
"“She came to Minneapolis as a spunky kid who wanted to learn.”
She sure learned to make the most of o teddy and gorters
(below, in a scene from the film). Former jingle singer Debra
Raye (right) now fuses jozz and rock with San Diego's Aria.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY KEN MARCUS




Already the best pair of singing twins since the Doublemints, redheaded rockers Pam (left) and Paula Mattioli, 25, are at the center of a Florida

phenomenan called Gypsy Queen. “l was into being Miss Natural and Pam was inta foxed-out hair with laads of make-up,” says Paula of their

pre-Gypsy days. They setiled on the Pam look and set about teking Florida by storm. Yau'll be hearing more about Gypsy Queen and about Nat-
alie Pace (abave right), of psychedelic pap’s Na Prisaners. Natalie, a copper miner’s daughter and alumna of technopap’s Cammunique, left her
native Arizana for Hollywoad’s New Wave scene. She sings, writes songs and plays keyboards for No Prisoners. Below: Bettina Kaster, who grad-
uated from a German girl group called Malaria (didn't they da Chills and Fever?) ta ane with a mare humanitarian name, In the Service Of.
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Before Dale Bozzio (top left) became lead singer of Missing Persons, she was a Bunny in Boston. For a better look at Dale, see
August 1982's The World of Playboy. Terri Nunn (center left), the only girl in Berlin—the band—is whot promo people <all “an
ultravisceral lead singer,” and Grace Jones (bottom left) is simply ultro everything. Then there’s our own Miss November 1974,
Bebe Buell (above right, properly ottired for Hollywood’s Club Lingerie), who's been colled “the filet mignon of rock.” Once the
flame of Todd Rundgren and Elvis Costello, Bebe now has her own hot band, The B-Sides. It's time some smart A&R man signed
Bebe and The B-Sides to a fat recording deal—their critically acclaimed independent work has been as fine as Bebe's fishnet.
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Mischief's Becky LeBeau (left), who doesn’t fancy men who are
“into their bodies more than mine,” likes getting into hot water
to relax and getting down on the floar to perform (inset). Take
a look at Freida Parton (above). The pose is Monroe's, but
Freida shares name and endowment with her big sister
Dolly. Below: Bass player Brinke Stevens and singer/songwriter
Linnea Quigley of Linnea and the Skirts. They seldom perform
sans skirts and shirts, but Skirt-chasing fans can hope.

Stevie Nicks (top) braught gypsies ond
witches out of the dark and onto the
charts. Judi Dozier (above center),
who won a beauty pageont singing
People, ploys keys for Billy Idol on
such songs as Flesh for Fantasy.
Even at 52", Pat Benatar (above) is

big on volume and sex appeal.

Unless you remember Erocktica or haunt
Manhattan’s underground scene, you may
not recognize nouveou rocker Khari Paige
(above). Catch her act once and you will. For
ten years, Tina Turner (below) has been on
her own; she hit number one ogain with
What's Love Got to Do with It. Hans Kiing can
relax; Tina's praaf that soul is immortal.
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New Wave shacker Pamela Stanebrook (abave and center right) may not be as violent as The Plasmatics’ Eve of destruction, Wendy O. Williams (top
right), but she’s just as outrageous. “1 love to drip on pianas,” says she with a sexy sneer. Woaf! Pamela lists her hair as “bleached” and
her hips as “none,” but her background is an the level—a fine-arts degree from Kent State, vocdls in TV's Fome and the pilat for Star
Search, as well cs singing in the Dudley Maare—Eddie Murphy movie Best Defense. Maybe you dan't believe her line abaut pianos, but we're keeping
a baby grand handy just in case. What's Diana Rass (bottom right) doing an a punked-aut page like this? Loaking good, don’t you think?



Back at the Club Lingerie, we find the Splitters’ Dili-
thium Cristil (above and below), who sings and .
dances in the guises of Cleopatra, the Bride of Frank-
enstein and Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz. The Splitters
do what might be called bijou rock, and Dilithi-
um—a.k.a. Celena Allen—is the featured attraction.

Daughter-of-a-preacher-man June Pointer (above) joined sisters Anita,
Bonnie and Ruth to turn a Gospel-rooted sound into Seventies successes
ranging from Toussaint's Yes We Can Can to Springsteen'’s Fire. Bonnie has
gone solo, but Ruth, Anita, and June (below) are harmonizing, and look-
ing, better than ever in the Eighties. They’re still great on vinyl, but don‘t
miss their cabaret show—everyone needs a few Pointers now and then.



Woman, thy name is Vanity (left). You've seen posters
billing her as Miss Audio Visual 1984; you've seen her
touring with Prince as the eponym of Vanity 6 (above)
and reaching into his pants on the cover of Rolling
Stone. Born in Niagara Falls, Vanity (D.D. Winters)
took just 19 years to become Princess of the Minne-

apolis sound. Perth-born Cheryl Rixon (below),
trained as a gymnast, is fast becoming famous for her
onstage gymnastics. Her plans? “Using my fee from
savsor to have my back tattooed.” On the facing page,
Cheryl shows why she’s number one with a bullet.

N
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GOLD[E HAWN (continued from page 93)

That'’s a difference between Jerry Falwell
and me—he does interviews for Penthouse,
1 do them for pLaveov. [Falwell did not
knowingly consent to an interview in Pent-
house.] By the way, I have a lot of respect
for the people in control at pLavsoy for
staying clean of all that stufl with Vanessa
Williams. That was dirty business. I don’t
like Penthouse’s scruples.

PLAYBOY: Do any other magazines offend
you?

HAWN: People. The editors asked me if [
would do a cover and I didn’t want to and
they took a picture and used it anyway.
For all the ume I've given them in the
past, that didn’t show good scruples. I
mean, they're going to use you anyway, so
what’s the point?

PLAYBOY: We've seen you flare up. How
easily do you get sentimental?

HAWN: Very. 1 cry easily. I cry for happy
things, for sad things, for things that have
nothing to do with me. I cry because I can
look at television and see horrible things
that are going on and feel guilty because
I'm not doing anything about it. Or
because I can’t do anything about it, you
know? [Pauses] I say ‘*“You know” a lot.
PLAYBOY: We know.

HAWN: I know. [Giggles] 1t’s so disconcert-
ing. I’ve got to remember not to say “You
know,” because when you read it, it inter-
rupts the train of thought. You know?
PLAYBOY: We know.

HAWN: See. [Laughs] Oh . . . hang myself!
PLAYBOY: Have you ever been into drugs?
HAWN: I was exposed to drugs when I was
in New York, but I've always been afraid
of them. 1 didn’t like the way people
behaved on them. I'm a doer. 1 like to
wake up in the morning with the sun. I
don’t like artificial stimulants. Sometimes
I have a glass of wine; sometimes I get
drunk, just like everybody else. But I don’t
like drugs. They give a false sense of
omnipotence. A lot of those drug experi-
ences in the Sixties were group
experiences—getting high together, drop-
ping out together, living in communes
together. I always maintained my singu-
larity. I marched down my road, taking
classes, working out, taking voice lessons,
learning how to deliver a line. I always had
a purpose—the road that most of my peers
took was not my road. I was good at know-
ing what 1 was good at.

PLAYBOY: Did you know what you were
bad at?

HAWN: Math. In my little pinhead, math is
something that I've never done well. 1
panic when I look at numbers. I also have
a tendency to change words.

PLAYBOY: You're dyslexic?

HAWN: Dyslexic. My daughter has a little
bit of that, too. It hasn't stopped my
growth or my thinking process. But I
always remember numbers backward, you

know. You-know-you-know-you-know!
PLAYBOY: Is there anything in your field of
expertise—comedy—that you can’t do?
HAWN: Yes. I cannot deliver a joke. I can
dance around it, I can set it up, I can react
to 1it—just don’t give me the joke to tell.
PLAYBOY: What about politics—are you
involved?

HAWN: 1 prefer to keep my political feel-
ings to mysell. Actors politicking, 1 don’t
think we do our politicians good. Some-
times we defeat them.

PLAYBOY: How about issues such as the
ERA?

HAWN: Equal rights is very important and
pretty fundamental.

PLAYBOY: How about abortion? Do women
have the right to decide?

HAWN: Absolutely.

PLAYBOY: Do the Right-to-Lifers bother
you?

HAWN: Very much. That’s an infringement

“I always maintained my
singularity. The road most
of my peers took was not my

road. I was good at knowing
what I was good at.”

upon our rights as individuals, and that is
not what our Constitution promises us.
PLAYBOY: Prayer in school?

HAWN: We never said prayer in school. I'm
certainly religious in an eclectic way; I
believe in a Higher Being. But you go to
school to learn the A B C’s. Religion
should be in the home. I’'m not going
to send my children to a school that has
mandatory prayer. I don’t think anything
should be shoved down their throats.
PLAYBOY: A while ago, you had dinner with
Eileen Brennan, who played the tough
captain in Benjamin. After the dinner, she
was hit by a car right in front of you and
you went into a deep depression. Can you
talk about it?

HAWN: It was the most frightening
moment of my life. She is a woman whom
I have really loved since Laugh-In days.
We had a kinship that was unexplained. I
felt something was not right about that
evening and couldn’t get her on the phone
to cancel, because I had the wrong num-
ber. I was an hour and a half late. 1 felt
something bad was going to happen, like
an accident. We had a beautiful dinner
together, and when we walked out, I got
into my car and she had to cross the street
to get to hers. This car was going much too
fast, the street lights were out, and it hap-
pened. She fell on her face; she broke her
legs. It’s just terrible to see a stranger hurt
in any way, but when it’s somebody you

love as much as I do her . . . it's the worst
experience I've ever had. I just started
turning in circles, saying, “No, no, no,
please, no.”

PLAYBOY: Did you think she’'d been killed?
HAWN: | was afraid. The ambulance came,
and I stayed with her all night. To this
day, when anybody is walking with me on
the street, I hold their arm; I don’t want
them to get away from me. But Eileen is a
very special human being. She pulled
through with a lot of strength and tenacity
and belief.

PLAYBOY: Chevy Chase used two words to
describe you: endurance and resilience.
Apr?

HAWN: He came close. I'd add curious.
PLAYBOY: What satisfies you?

HAWN: Simple things, like having a day
that’s been full and balanced, so that last
30 minutes before we go to bed, I have the
clarity of mind and spirit to look over the
day and feel good about it; that I didn’t
cram in too much, that I gave as much as |
could give, that I was as honest as I could
be to the people who mean something to
me or whom I'm doing business with, that
I gave time to my children. Then the
whole sphere of my life makes me feel very
satisfied.

PLAYBOY: Is there any one moment that
you can remember as being [ully sausfy-
ing, outside of those with your family?
HAWN: [Pauses] Yes, but it has nothing to
do with work, It was during a trip to
Alrica, when my friend and I ran into a
group of six of the most beautilul African
men I'd ever seen. They had on red robes,
were carrying spears and were beautifully
decorated. I exchanged jewelry with one of
the men. They were Rendille tribesmen.
When they asked us for a ride, we said yes
and they crammed into the back of our
Land Rover, all six of them on their
haunches. And the minute the car started
to pull out, they started to sing. And,
oh ... they sang ... it was like music
from the spheres. Their harmonies, their
intervals are different [rom ours. 1 tried to
sing along with them and broke up laugh-
ing and it was the most joyous moment—if
I could ever think of a moment when my
soul felt it was in fight, that was it. We
couldn’t talk, and the only communication
was through music or laughter. And il you
talk about humanity, how to break
through bad feclings—humeor and music
must be the way. They bring out the best
in the human spirit.

PLAYBOY: You say you haven’t necessarily
gotten the most fulfillment from your
work. Then tell us one last thing: Would
you put your own money into a Goldie
Hawn movie?

HAWN: I wouldn’t put my money into any-
thing to do with the movies.

PLAYBOY: You wouldn't?

HAWN: There’s no such thing as a sure bet.
I mean . . . you know?



“Well, so long kid—and remember: If you don’t use it, you lose it!”
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FATHERS, SONS, BLOOD

it’s never been easy—but
it’s almost always worth the price

NJULY 31, 1964, in Fort Lauderdale,
Florida, I was sleeping late after
writing all night when I heard
my wife, Sally, scream above the‘yam-
mering of children’s voices. I didn’t
know what was wrong, but whatever it
was, 1 knew instantly that it was bad. I
sprinted down_ the hallway, and before
I ever reached the front door, I had
made out what the children, all talking
at once, were trying to say.
“Patrick ... ™
“...can’t...”
“...inthepool...”
“ ... get him out.”
The only house in the neighborhood
with a pool was two doors away. 1
didn’t break stride going through the

front door and over the hedge onto the #

sidewalk. +
As 1 went through the open gate of
the high fence surrounding the pool, 1
saw my son face dowp in the water at
the deep end, his blond hair wafting
about his head the only movement. I
got him out, pinched his nose and put
my mouth on his mouth. But from the
first breath, it didn’t work. I thought he

had swallowed his tongue. I checked it -

and he had not,

I struggled to breathe for him on the
way to the emergency room. But the
pulse in his carotid artery had stopped
under my fingers long before we got
there, and he was dead. That morning,
at breakfast with his mother, he’d had
cereal. The doctor told me that in the
panic of drowning, he had thrown up
and then sucked it back again. My
effort to breathe for him had not
worked, nor could it have. His air pas-
sages were blocked. In a little more
than a month, September fourth, he
would have been four years old.

A man does not expect to be the
orphan of his son. Standing by the
open grave, returning to his room, tak-
ing his clothes out of the closet and

folding/ them into boxes, sorting

through the stuff that was his, taking it
-up from the place he last left it—all of

this is the obligation of the son, not of
the father. Not of the father, that is,
unless some unnatural and unthinka-
ble collaboration of circumstances and
events takes the life of the son before
that of the father.

Patrick had never gotten out of the
yard before; but that morning, some
neighborhood children, most not much
older than he, had come by and helped
him out, and he had gone with them.
The family that owned the poofjiways
kept the gate locked, but that day the
gate was open. There, two doors away,
somebody was always at home on Sat-
urday, and certainly somebody was
always at home when the gate was

' unlocked, but nobody was at home

when Patrick sat down on the cement
lip of the peol, took off his shoes and
socks and slipped into the water, think-

ing, probably, that he was going wading.,
As I worked through Patrick’s things, |

after the funeral, I could hear Byron,
my, other. son, bubbling and gurgling
across the hall. I quit with the Slinkys
and the Dr. Seuss books and the stacks
of wild crayon drawings and walked
into Byron’s room, where he lay on his
back watching a mobile of butterflies
dancing over his head in the mild

sbreeze from. the open window. He

would be one year old in less than a
month, on August 24, and he was a
happy baby even when he had befouled
himself, which he had managed to do
only moments before I walked in. 1
unpinned his diaper and a ripe fog of
baby shit floated up and hung about my
face. I looked at his pristine little cock,
standing at half-mast about as big as a
peanut, and I thought of my own cock
and of the vasectomy ¥’d had a month
after his birth. ¢

“It’s just you and I now, Buckshot,”

article
By HARRY CREWS
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I said, “just the two of us.”

I thought then and 1 think now that two
children make up my fair share. Sally and
I had reproduced ourselves and, in a
world drowning in a population problem,
that was all we were entitled to. If I had it
to do all over again, I'd do it the same
way. It is not something I ever argue
about with anybody. It's only what I
believe; whatever other people believe is
their own business. Fair share or not,
though, I had lost half of the children I
would ever have. And behind that fact
came the inevitable questions. Who needs
this kind of grief? Who needs the trouble
that will surely come with the commit-
ment to fatherhood? Isn’t a son at times
disappointing and frustrating to the
father? And isn’t he at all times an emo-
tional and financial responsibility that
could just as easily have been avoided?
And the ultimate question: Is it worth it?

I've had that final question answered
time and again over the past 20 years, and
the answer has always been yes, it is worth
it.

The answer has come in many forms,
out of many circumstances. One of the
answers was given to me a short time ago
when I came in on a plane and Byron was
there to meet me. I was dead tired from
days of airports and motel rooms and taxi-
cabs.

When I walked up to him, I said, “I'd
kiss you, son, but I don’t think I can reach
You.'!

He smiled, put his hand on my shoulder
and said, “Hell, I’ll bend down for an old
man.”

And the baby, who was now in the first
flower of manhood and 6'3" tall to boot,
bent and kissed me.

What affected me so much was not what
he said or that he kissed me. Rather, it was
the tone of his voice, a tone that can be
used only between men who are equals in
each other’s eyes, who admire and respect
each other. It was the voice of men who
have been around a lot of blocks together,
who have seen the good times and bad
and, consequently, know the worst as well
as the best about each other. Finally, it
was the voice of love, the sort of love
that asks nothing and gives everything,
that will go to the wall with you or for you.
In my experience, it is the voice hardest to
find in the world, and when it is found at
all, it is the voice of blood speaking to
blood.

.

Blood, begetting it and spilling it. In
those nightmare days following Patrick’s
death, I inevitably thought long and hard,
usually against my will, about the circum-
stances of his briel life and his death.
Much of it came as incriminations against
myself. It is part of the price of parent-
hood. And anybody who would keep you
from the knowledge of that hard price is

only lying, first to himself and then to you.

The boy had developed a hideous stut-
ter by the time he drowned. The great
pain it had given me while he was alive
was only compounded when he was dead.
Somehow I must have caused it. I must
have been too strict or too unresponsive or
too unloving or. . . The list went
on—just the sort of low-rent guilt that we
heap upon ourselves where blood is con-
cerned. Being low-rent, though, doesn’t
keep guilt from being as real as an open
wound. But in my case, it got worse, much
worse. Part of me insisted that 1 had
brought him to the place of his death.

Sally and I had been married when 1
was 25 and a senior at the University of
Florida. She was 18 and a sophomore. A
year and a half later, when I was in gradu-
ate school, she divorced me and took the
baby to live in Dayton, Ohio. I'm not
interested in assigning blame about who
was at fault in the collapse of our mar-
riage, but I do know that I was obsessed to
the point of desperation with becoming a
writer and, further, I lived with the convic-
tion that I had gotten a late start toward
that difficult goal. Nobody knew better
than I how ignorant, ill read and un-
accomplished 1 was, or how very long
the road ahead of me was to the place [
wanted most to be in the world. Conse-
quently, perhaps I was impatient, irritable
and inattentive toward Sally as a young
woman and mother. But none of that kept
me from missing my son when he was
gone, longing for him in much the same
way [ had longed for my father, who had
died before I could ever know him. So out
of love and longing for my son (selfish-
ness?), I persuaded her to marry me again,
come back to Florida and join her life with
mine.

And my efforts to have Sally come back
to Florida haunted me in those first hard
days following the death of my son. If I
had not remarried her, if she had stayed in
Dayton, Patrick could not have found his
death in that swimming pool in Fort
Lauderdale, could he? But the other side of
that question was yet another. If I had not
remarried Sally, I could never have known
and loved my second son, Byron, could I?
The crazed interrogation with mysell went
on. Was there somehow a way to balance
things there? Was there a way to trade ofl
in my head and heart the life of one son for
the life of another? Patently not. That was
madness. But . . . ? Always another but.

Enter my uncle Alton, who was as much
a father to me as any man could ever have
asked for. When he heard that my son had
drowned, he walked out of his tobacco
field in south Georgia and drove the 500
miles to be with me. While neighbors and
friends stood about in my house eating
funeral food, Uncle Alton and [ hunkered
on our heels under a tree in the back yard,
smoking. We'd walked out there together

and, as I'd seen him do all my life, Uncle
Alton dropped onto his heels and started
making random markings in the dirt with
a stick. And just as naturally as breathing,
I talked to him about the questions that
were about to take me around the bend of
madness, questions that I had not talked
about to anybody else before and have not
told anvbody since. It was a long telling,
and he never once interrupted.

I finished by saying, “It feels like I'm
going crazy.”

His gray eyes watched me from under
the brim of his black-felt hat. He had only
two hats, one for the fields and one for
funerals. He was hunkered there in the
only suit of clothes he owned. He couldn’t
afford this trip any more than he could
afford to walk out of the field during the
harvest of the only money crop he had on
the farmed-out piece of south Georgia dirt
he’d scratched a living out of for 40 years,
any more than he could have afforded to
give me a home when | was eight years
old and had nowhere else to go. He needed
another mouth to feed like he needed
screwworms in his mules or cutworms in
his tobacco. But he had taken me in and
treated me the same way he treated The-
ron and Don and Roger and Ed and
Robert, his other boys.

“You ain’t gone go crazy, son,” he said.

He had not responded until he had
taken out a Camel cigarette and turned it
in his hands, studying it, and then examin-
ing a long kitchen match the same way
before firing it against his thumbnail. He
was nothing i not the most reticent and
considered of men.

“That’s what it feels like,” 1 said.
“Crazy.”

“Well, crazy,” he said, acknowledging it
and dismissing it at the same time. “What
you gone do is the next thing.”

“That’s what the next thing feels like.”

I reckon it might. But it’s some of us
that cain’t afford to go crazy. The next
thing is lying in yonder in a crib. You ain’t
gone give up on blood, are you, boy?”

It was not a rhetorical question. He
wanted an answer, and his steady eyes,
webbed with veins from crying himself,
held mine until I gave him one.

“*No, sir, I'm not.”

He put his hand on my shoulder. “Then
let’s you and me go on back in the house
and git something to eat.”

“You feel like a drink of whiskey?” 1
said.

“We can do that, too,” he said. “I'd be
proud to have a drink with you.”

“Good,” I said.

The two of us went into the back room
where 1 worked and sat down with two
whiskeys. As we drank, both of us heard
the sudden furious crying of Byron from
somewhere in the house. Funerals and
death be damned; the baby was hungry.

(continued on page 238)
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rest ye merry, gentlemen procrastinators. playboy once again comes up with
a sleighful of last-minute yuletide goodies

When it comes to M. R. C. Tamiya's 15"-long 1:6-scole kit of a Harley-Davidson =
FLH1200 Police Bike, we’re tolking serious realism, as the model contains obout
350 finely machined parts and duplicates the original right down to the last nut
and bolt; semipneumatic tires, operating coil-spring suspensions and chrome-
finished parts, from Executive Hobbies, Livingston, New Jersey, $72.98. Next to
it is something worth getting lathered up over—o Memphis-inspired Plexiglas-
razor and natural-bristle-shaving-brush set that comes with o Gillette Atra blade
but takes any twin-blode cartridge, from Correspondence, New York, $48 the set.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DON AZUMA



Below: Something sexy for your smokes—a handmode rosewood-ond-
ontique-ivory cigor case that's cedar-lined, $75, ond a motching ciga-
rette box, $55, both from the Brentwood Company, Silver Spring,
Moryland. In the case ore H. Upmonn 2000 cigors, about $52 for o box
of 25. Below center: Sharp's snoppy VC-4B3U 14-day video-cassette
recorder in block, silver or red, $729.95. Bottom: LC digitol quortz
stop wotch with printer gives o continuous reodout in hours, minutes,
seconds, yeor, month ond dote, plus other functions, by Seiko, $225.

LLLLAL\ LN

Top: A leother-bound limited-edition (1000) copy of The Challenge
1983 (Robert Gunn of Sydney, Austrolia, is the publisher), containing
more than 200 color photos, text by yachting outhorities, from
Abercrombie & Fitch, $1000. Above: The McCormack World-Walker |,
a talking tronslator, converts English into other languages with correct
accents, from Sir Sales, Jockson Heights, New York, $279. Below: The
1-through-9 Roy Cosmetics for men ore on easy-to-use foce treotment
mode from naturol ingredients, with vitomins, by LS, Cosmetics, $140.




Below: Ah, so nifty—o Benihana solid-mople cooking-and-serving toble
with a 12" x 18" cooking surface that operates ot higher than normal
temperotures for whipping up feriyaki ond other Nipponese delicacies,
by Maverick Industries, $699.95. Below center: Canon’s bottery/
A.C.-powered Typestor 6 personol typewriter hos o 2K memory thot
allows for editing without retyping; five type styles are ovailoble,
$329.95. Bottom: Solomon SX91 Equipe ski boots with o rear-entry
nylon shell ond odjustable flex, lean, cant ond instep fit, $300.

_'///’I/// /
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Top: The French hove a term for it—trompe I‘'ceil—when objects fool
the eye; here, a paperweight thot's an imitation of & crumpled paece o{.

legol-pad paper, from Sointu, New York, $15. A
library, hondmode-in-England leather-and- cloth
slipcoses (both Beto and VHS) thot can be stornped wnﬁ o N

reference number of your choice, from Asprey, New York, $75 eoch
Below: The PL-2000, o modulor phone with o push-button rotary diol,
auto redial, mute switch ond jozzy coloring, by U.S. Tron, $59.95.







WHOLESOME BLUES

article By LARRY L. KING

ke up this morning Go get a sack of health foods LITTLE MYSTERY reposes in why old soaks such as myself have
alone in bed. So we can celebrate! given up liquor, dope and determined tracking of the wily
nd a note from baby; woollybugger: We had to. Our livers collapsed, our innards

-

AN . Sy I've got them wholesome blues. w ulcers, our hangovers commenced overlapping and

« z:re el 7 i i+ Nobgdyrs drinking hard booze. _g::rpcting excessive I.E:es in painful recovery. NI:)PS:;-. Ear'ndy

v I'm oﬂ' and running The kids are hardly screwing; making us paranoid and poking holes in our sniffers, we
.F‘”"?' miles “’d“J’;_ They're bad-mouthing drug abuse. passed the spoon to a mew generation. As for not
Poured out your liguor They ain’t worth killing; ‘womanizing—well, besides narrow-minded wives and the

| A?"..‘-:’ threw your dope away. They all can go to hell. . threat of herpes, AIDS and other forms of genital roulette,
Congratulate me: I'd just as soon to pal around . there comes a time when one’s breath shortens and one’s

. I'm going cel-i-bate!” With ol’ Jerry Falwell. . ... f hair falls out; yoqgg}t)ﬁ?s rts calling you “sir” or *‘Pops™

. one man’s lament over the new asceticism—aor, wW"uﬁ everything but sit-ups . . .
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even when you wear your sexiest smile, best toupee and
widest belt girdle. Like aging athletes, we’ve lost a vital
step; like old soldiers, we fade away.

But as we gum our morning milk toast or sip our bedtime
Ovaltine, we at least have the satisfaction of knowing that
from F.D.R. through Jimmy Carter, we indiscriminately
broke bottle seals, bar stools, heads, chemical vials, hearts,
marriage vows and even the occasional maidenhead. What
memories are today’s alleged young hellions gonna carry
with them to the twilight zone, huh?

We’re raising a bunch of health nuts and Puritan moral-
ists out there. Goddamned ascetics and Spartans. Censors
who won't tolerate cigar smoke even when emitted from
others. Sippers of white wine, mineral water, carrot juice
and worse. Bodybuilders and road runners. My generation
ran only when something howling and hairy was gaining on
us—or to beat the curfew at our favorite bar.

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MARTIN HOFFMAN

I ask you young whippersnappers: What good is all that
compulsive running, weight lifting or other noxious forms
of exercise if all those tanned, muscled, healthy, perfect
bodies ain’t put to the uses of fun and sin? What you gonna
do, pose for statues? Where’s the fun in jogging along free-
ways, inhaling carbon-monoxide fumes, when you could be
toking refreshing essence of boo smoke or clearing your
nasal passages with peppy powders?

Another thing: Every young to semiyoung woman in the
goddamn world wants to have a nestful of babies. Dr. Edwin
Shrake, the noted Texas midnight philosopher and sociolo-
gist, knows why: “It’s the fault of those damned Cabbage
Patch dolls; somehow they’ve perveried healthy instincts,
causing young stuff to prefer the nursery to the snugglery.
You meet a woman in a bar these days—assuming you can
find one—and it won’t be ten minutes until she’ll be pining
over her cranberry juice and fig bar for adorable twins. But

. . . when it’s such fun to sit back and get down?
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I get the notion they’d prefer having
babies without getting personally involved
in a lot of sweaty sex.”

Right on, doctor! A few years ago,
Germaine Greer was writing books telling
everybody to hump an ape il one was
handy; now she’s writing books celebrat-
ing sexual abstinence—even suggesting
that if you’re backed against the wall and
somehow can’t get out of screwing, then
you at least ought to insist on coulus
mterruptus. Damn that woman! She’d take
the fun out of a gang bang.

What’s wrong with all you young and
older fogies? What's going on out there?
Hell, we helped start you a sexual revolu-
tion and brought in dope from all conti-
nents and lowered the drinking age and
invented fern bars so you'd be able to mix
and mingle and do what comes naturally.
And look how you’ve paid us back, you
Puritanical little nerds. Where did we go
wrong? How did we fail you?

Used to be you could turn to those “per-
sonal” ads or “in search of”’ columns in
stroke mags and find a little something to
whet your interest. Like this:

Eat me free! Ravishing young blonde
(who will change hair color should
you wish) has a come-hither look she
truly means. Great legs, huge boobs,
solt-but-firm body, constant case of
The Hots! Love giving great head!
Voyeurism OK! Light bondage and
flogging OK if you promise to hurt me
gently! Group gropes OK! Will talk
dirty in your ear! Will pose (or filthy
pictures! I enjoy fireside romps in the
raw, sucking toes, emptying and
cleaning ashtrays, mopping up vour
vomit, laughing at your jokes, sharing
good books and lazing abed until
kicked out to cook your breakfast!
Request occasional outing to movie or
play of your choice unless it is too
much trouble. Great litdde listener
who speaks only when spoken to! Do
ironing and windows. Will chauffeur
if asked (have own uniforms). Not
picky about age, religion, color or
married men. Discreet. Come share
my bed, my wine, my dope! No
strings! Will work two jobs if neces-
sary! Hurry! Call Honeybunch this
instant! Please!

Those ads appeared in such profusion
that I passed many of them by with vawns,
even when my wife was out of town, if 1
didn’t find their tone respectful enough.
But nowadays—my God, nowadays, a man
turning to those same ads will be lucky
to find one as warm and inviting as this:

Get off your ass! Run with me! Serious-
minded modernist woman with small
mustache, who hasn’t smiled since
'71, challenges vou to run 30 miles
before breakfast of cold asparagus
tips and lukewarm seaweed tea. Light

bar bells and wind sprints before
lunch of dried watermelon rind.
Alterncons reserved [or heavy weight
lifting, shadowboxing, treadmill exer-
cises; karate, other combat arts fve
nights each week. No dinners or
snacks! No farties, smokers, dopers,
drinkers, marrieds, Capricorns or
anvone older than 23! Prefer Chris-
tian Scientist, though may consider
sincere Buddhist. 1 enjoy week-old
corn mush, cold showers, mad dogs,
castor-oil enemas, chanting, sniffing
used sncakers and sweat shirts. Look-
ing for marriage, nine test-tube
babies and weekends to myself for
participation in killer marathons and
feminist political action. Send photo,
biceps and pectoral measurements,
dated cardiograph report signed by
three physicians, certified time in
40-vard dash and $614.77 to pay for
this ad (no checks!). Essential you
have private gym with whirlpool, run-
ning track, latest Nautilus machines
and basketball court. Must be on
Upper East Side, equal distance
between Central Park and East River.
You row. Must be vegetarian, Liber-
tarian, humorless and Scorpio. Abso-
lutely no fucking!!! Send application,
with  supporting documents, to
Butchbaby, ¢/o Steel Mamas, Inc.

This foolish wholesome kick has
reached epidemic proportions coast to
coast. Seventeen thousand certified idiots
huffed and pulffed over the course of the
most recent New York City Marathon. In
California, where they’re supposed to be
laid back and where once you could get
arrested just [or taking walks—such mani-
[estation of craziness being obvious on its
face—theyv're taking off their gold chains
so they won’t be weighed down when they
run. That fellow plaving J. R. Ewing on
Dallas looks a little pudgy, for which I've
always admired him, but they tell me he
carries around a little portable fan to blow
vour smoke back in your face should vou
approach him with anvthing other than
chili sauce burning in vour mouth. Film
stars Jamie Lee Curtis, Linda Evans and
John Travolta—to name but a few of the
many—are into heavyv sweat and light rab-
bit [ood. Jane Fonda’s quit worrving about
starving kids and is starving hersell. What
the hell good does it do them people to be
rich and famous? Goddamn monks.

In Boston, sure, they’ve been turning
’em out in droves to run marathon dis-
tances for years. 1 can almost understand
that, the whole of New England’s recrea-
tional opportunities being limited to eating
codfish and shoveling snow. But good
God, man, in California and New York?
Where nothing ever closes? Where you can
get a drink, a massage or better in your
hotel room and a giant-sized pizza with
double cheese and pepperoni around the
clock? Insane. They're not only running

themselves to death these days but danc-
ing themselves to skeletons in Jazzercise
classes—whole families bumping and
grinding and sweating their kiddies’ little
balls and twats off. How come that don't
qualify as child abuse? Laid-back Califor-
nia, my ass! Fun City, New York, indeced!
Next, they'll be painting scarlet A’s on
everybody's foreheads and holding witch-
cralt trials.
L ]

My friends are going crazy.

They're throwing running fils,

Run Ull their brains get hazy

And their minds are blown (o bits.

I got them wholesome blues.

Been consulting my Muse,

Trying to make some sense of il.

I think I've found some clues. . . .

Right here in the nation’s capital, near
my home in Washington, is a green and
lovely big bucolic patch called Rock Creek
Park. It's got little creeks fit to bathe a
hangover in and protective bushes to crawl
under and sleep one off away [rom prving
eyes. You think that's how people use it?
Naw. I tool through Rock Creek Park in
an air-conditioned cocoon, chain smoking
and comlortably shifting my girth, and 1
see the woods working with runners no
matter the hour—runners of all ages,
sizes, shapes, colors, sexes. Occasionally, a
familiar face is spotted: CBS-TV corre-
spondent Fred Graham, near about as old
as I am, red-faced and perspiring before
sunup, once grunted alongside my car in
running gear, and though I waved and
honked and shouted friendly insults at ol’
Fred, he seemed oblivious to everything
except putting one loot ahead of the other.
Periodicallv, a robber or a rapist jumps
from concealment to work mischiel against
unwary joggers, but such dangers seem-
ingly do little to discourage determined
health nuts: Young women run hitched to
evil-looking dogs, with sizable rocks in
their hands or in protective scowling
bunches. Hell, I'm more alraid of those
grim Spartans than I am of the criminals.

The thing I’'ve most noticed is that
nobody slogging through Rock Creek Park
seems the slightest bit happy. Am't no joy
in Mudville. Expressions register pain,
struggle, catatonia, fatigue, sorrow, even
anger; the nearest thing to “‘normal” is a
blank stoicism. Now, you'd think that
among all those born-again physical cult-
ists, you'd uncover the occasional stray
grin, right? Nope. Il they're so damn
happy, why ain’t they jumping up and
down? I mean, you falk to one of those
health freaks and they’ll carry on with a
bunch of lyrical, mystic shit like they just
saw Jesus sitting beside the running path
picking a golden electric banjo. (They
sound, indeced, like people used to sound
who'd discovered God while on LSD.) If
it’s all that uplifting and joyous, how come

(continued on page 225)
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YOU MUST
REMEMBER

THI

he lies between ilsa’s silky thighs and wonders
what it will cost him

i By ROBERT COOVERG: %

apartment. Black-leader dark, heavy and abstract, silent but for a f(aint
hoarse crackle like a voiceless plaint and brief as sleep. Then Rick opens the
door and the light from the hall scissors in like a bellboy to open up space,
deposit surfaces (there is a figure in the room), harbinger event (it is Ilsa).
Rick follows, too preoccupied to notice: His café is closed, people have been
shot, he has troubles. But then, with a stroke, he lights a small lamp (such a
glow! The shadows retreat, everything retreats: Where are the walls?), and
there she is, facing him, holding open the drapery at the far window like the
front of a nightgown, the light flickering upon her white but determined face
like static. Rick pauses for a moment in astonishment. Ilsa lets the drapery
and its implications drop, takes a step forward into the strangely fretted light,
her eyes searching his.

“How did you get in?” he asks, though this is probably not the question
on his mind.

“The stairs from the street.”

This answer seems to please him. He knows how vulnerable he is; after
all, it’s the way he lives—his doors are open, his head is  (coniznued on page 200)

ILLUSTRATION BY JEFF GOLD
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attire

By HOLLIS WAYNE

Jfour of the world’s
leading fashion
designers preview
their spring

lines for playboy

GIORGIO ARMANI

Armani’'s preference for
clean, comfortable lines is
apparent in his textured
cotton slub sports jacket
with lower, wider notched
lapels, about $360, light-
gray-striped cotton dress
shirt, $54, light-gray-
cotton pants with single
inverted pleats, $114,
black-silk twill tie, $38.




opay's best designers
know that «clothes
don’t make the man,

they reveal him. Yves Saint
Laurent, Giorgio Armani,
Willi Smith and Perry
Ellis—the men who make
the clothes—think spring
1985 will be a season of
casual elegance, best exem-
plified by what Armani
calls “clean lines and com-
fortable dressing.” The out-
fits previewed reflect each
designer’s brand of haute
haberdashery. Expect oth-
er designers to follow suit
as the new season unfolds,
but don’t count on seeing
anything to surpass the
gentility on display here.
“The important thing is
taste,” says Saint Laurent.

“It doesn’t make any differ-
ence where the clothes are
made; it is simply whether
or not you like the spirit.”

PERRY ELLIS

Ellis” colorful colledlon for
spring includes a jewel-
tone homespun cotton
pullover sweater with
graphic design, $255,
royal-blue-cotton knit %
sport shirt with crew-neﬂ(,:c”' G
$38, and plum/blatk-' =

“cotton. plﬂad{ ‘pants fea-
* turing double pleats, $145.
© Suede _huck‘s are optional.







L5

YVES SAINT LAURENT

For spirit @ la Saint Lavu-
rent, try this nylon light-
weight “trench,” about
$150, houndstooth safari
jacket with patch pockets
and drawstring waist,
$85, white-cotton sweater
vest, $125, blue-cotton
seersucker short-sleeved
shirt, $55, gray striped
linen pants, $135.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY WILLIAM COUPON
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HAVE A FRIEXD here in Mississippi, a flam-

boyant and intrepid soul in his early 30s,

who was recently devastated because his

girl and his dog ran away in the same
week—separately and, we surmise, from
different motives. Their names were
Christie and Augie. ‘I loved them both!”
he cried out in a grievous agony that
began with the twin disappearances last
spring and continued into the summer.
“The same damned week—and the guilt I
have to wrestle with over missing my dog
more!”” My friend has taken to his heart
the words from Synge’s Dewrdre of the Sor-
rows: “It’s lonesome you’ll be this night
and tomorrow night and long nights
after.” He wanders now barefooted in the
perfumed and spectral Dixie dark. Soon, 1
am sure, he will move away. (And he did,
last Saturday, as I knew he would, to the
Upper West Side of New York City, with
$300 and without a job in sight.)

I honor the women’s revolution and
count a number of its pre-eminent advo-
cates as my friends. How I have argued
and agreed with them in the Eastern
salons, and loved them for their ardor!
“You’'re really with us,” one of them once
whispered to me on the balcony of an
apartment on Central Park West as the
lights of the great city came on. So do [
incite them now when | unabashedly con-
fess that I, like my heartbroken friend, am
a woman-and-dog man? That women and
dogs have been—inseparably—at the core
of my existence? That I comprehend per-
haps more than any other American male
those ineffable qualities that fine women

and fine dogs share: warmth, kindness,
friendship, intelligence, independence,
courage, self-confidence, loyalty, fun, mis-
chief, love® That a man without a woman
and a dog is an incomplete being, shightly
askew and off center? That in this vale of
sadness, ] have been at my happiest when
I have had, at the same time, a distin-
guished woman and a distinguished dog?
That the death of one’s beloved dog is like
the end of one’s romantic love?

We may not like it, but in these times a
man, in truth, lives several lives in the
course of a lifetime. The way we move
about the American earth, dwelling in
one locale for a few years and then setting
down our space modules somewhere else
to tryv again, has something to do with
this; but I also think this ambivalence of
the fixed commitments relates to the tran-
sience of sexual love in our most cata-
strophic epoch. Loving a particular girl in
our generation encompasses its own reali-
ties, moods, feelings, habitudes, people,
landscapes, places; and then—overnight,
it often seems—many of these things are
vanished with her. Over the years, our
anger and hurt give way to tenderness. Yet
our lives become like the shattered frag-
ments of an old and cherished figurine.
One man I know in New England, a fellow
writer who is sometimes too graphic for his
own well-being, calls this peculiar disloca-
tion of the spirit “the muff tax.”

Some years ago, | asked a beaunful girl
to marry me. I loved her very much, per-
haps more than I ever loved a girl. Our
tensions were real, but so, I thought, was

THE
WOMEN
AND
DOGS
IN MY
LIFE

a man just isn’t complete
without companions

memotr B}/ \N"_I_IE MORRIS
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our attachment. We were children of our
day, but I was dizzy in her arms. I
believed our aflection would triumph over
the grave. It was Christmas—an appro-
priate time, [ thought, to try marriage
again. “You can cure human beings of
almost anything except marrying,”
Faulkner said. We were with fine friends
and children. It was snowing on castern
Long Island, and the frozen branches
crackled in the wind. Sinatra’s The Second
Tome Around, as 1 recall, alternated on the
stereo with The Nulcracher. The girl and I
had been together a long while, too, but
she left me the following month for a tele-
vision fellow (not the repairman but a
scriptwriter).

I did not think I would survive. Misery
encompassed me. | could not bear to leave
my house to go to the drugstore. I stopped
reading The New York Times (and never
reacquired the habit, I am proud to say). I
stared, trancelike, out the window. I read
The End of the Affair, by Graham Greene,
and contemplated Catholicism. [ could
not drink bourbon—always an ominous
sign—nor could I sleep at night. I would
get out of bed two dozen times in the inter-
minable dark to fetch a drink of water; 1
had to be doing something. 1 thought my
suffering terminal. When 1 fnally ven-
tured outside, I saw her in feverish mirage
wherever I went. 1 prayed for surcease.
The lines from Léon Bloy taunted me:
“Man has places in his heart which do not
yet exist, and into them enters suflering in
order that they may have existence.”

It was Pete who saw me through.

That was nearly a decade ago, but those
moments returned last vear to stalk me in
horrendous déja vu when Pete, less my dog
than my brother, 14 vears old, died of old
age. He was a splendid black Labrador,
the dog of my middle years. A man and a
dog will become inseparable; one will
spend more time with his dog than with
his wife, children, friends. Pete slept under
my worktable, awakened me every morn-
ing with his cold wet nose, trekked the
woods with me, loved our friends and suf-
fered our fools, traveled with me nmes
without number to New York and back.
Just as she had been my life’s love, he was
my life’s friend. As he lay in our front
room, dying, [ put his head in my lap and
told him I loved him. He opened his eyes
and weakly wagged his tail. Then he got
up and struggled out the door, found a pri-
vate place on the lawn and died. We buried
him in a sullen rainstorm on a hill, not [ar
from L. Q. C. Lamar and the Faulkners,
and recited a few lines from the 1928 Epis-
copal Book of Common Prayer.

Once more, I could not leave the house,
stared out the window, watched the drift-
ing leaves, fetched water in the night
When I finally managed to go outdoors, to
the courthouse square or the lovely groves
of the Ole Miss campus or the woods

130 behind the football stadium or the Sardis

lakes he and | had once wandered, I saw
him coming toward me, cves bright and
tender, wagging his tail in the old familiar
circle. The death of Pete was like the end of
the aflair.

L ]

“I have often thought of the final cause
of dogs" having such short lives,” Sir
Walter Scott wrote, “for il we sufler so
much in losing a dog after an acquaintance
of ten or 12 vears, what would it be if they
were to live double that time?”

Sir Walter must have known much
about women, too, in the context of his
day, despite his rhetorical flourishes (his
old-lace chivalry as arcanc, no doubt, to
the Upper East Side or the summer
Hamptons in 1984 as Woody Allen's Man-
hattan would have been to him and his set
on the time-drenched moors). He must
have had an excruciating regard for them—
their moods, felicitics, securities. The
question he poses is relevant, leading me
to another, most saddening, confession:
that the dogs in my life, taken one on one
in their separate tenures and longevities,
have more or less outlasted the women.

Much of this has surely been of my own
doing, for I am a 20th Century American
man, neither better nor worse than most
men of my day, whether [ write words or
not. I have sometimes had a propensity to
love extremely pretty girls who have loved
me back but not for any inordinate length
of time, a problem I have never had with
dogs. Women, in other words, have loved
me deeply, but dogs have loved me longer.

Still, has this not been a common haz-
ard for many of the dog-loving American
men among my contemporaries, those ol
us in our 30s and 40s who were caught in
the very inception of the sexual revolution?
The structures and inhibitions were swept
away, and this involved not merely the
radical deterioration of marriage (when
was the last time anyone perused the sta-
tistics on divorce among this generation in
America?) but something more subtle and
basic. In other times, not so distant, peo-
ple were locked in by all the social con-
tracts of sexual aflection, and although this
did not make anything any better, incur-
ring the most singular hypocrisies, before
our eves the rhythms and expectations of
love entered a whole uncharted terrain.
In middle age, obsessed with some sparse
hope of continuity in our mortal adven-
ture, I have pondered dogs and women
with a more acute and reminiscent eye.

Perplexed, as always, by the writing
man’s own lonely admissions, cir-
cumlocutions, trepidations  that  his
insights here may be less universal than
frivolous—a paranoiac saddled to a
mastodon?—in a spirit of casual inquiry, |
took these considerations to the generation
just behind mine. One recent evening, 1
gathered a cadre of bright voung Missis-
sippi males, scions of a complex and
inward society not exactly beloved by

some but one that—and we do not need
W. J. Cash to remind us—has always
placed women and dogs on pedestals. We
convened at an all-night cofleehouse near
the Ole Miss campus called The Hoka,
alter a resourceful Chickasaw princess, a
boondocks avant-garde institution pre-
sided over by a Jewish intellectual named
Ron Shapiro and his black dog King Boy.
Disregard, if you will, the fact that the
voung Ole Miss men had just returned
from hunting with their dogs in the Talla-
hatchic swamp bottoms. Here arc some of
their comments:

You can develop the same attach-
ment to both, but most of the dogs
I've known have been more loyal.
Short of Dobermans, how many dogs
have turned on you?

The dogs herc arc interested in loy-
alty and food. The girls are interested
in loyalty and money.

It's really hard these days to com-
bine the aflection of a wonderful
woman and a wonderful dog—one of
them is bound to get jealous.

The best thing is to have a girl who
cares for vour dog. That way, when
she gets mad and threatens to leave—
they leave you quicker and quicker
nowadays—she’ll think twice be-
cause of your dog. If possible, it’s also
not all that bad an idea to get a little
female puppy and name her after
vour girl. She may be suspicious of
boys, but how can she be suspicious
of a little dog who has her name?
She’ll lump the two of you together
and stay longer. But just be damned
sure you love the girl before you get
the puppy.

I just saw Woody Allen on the
cable out of Memphis. Crazy! I have
the hots for the big Hemingway girl.
She was a foor taller than Woody.
Why did he let her go? Didn't he
know he loved her? She was about 17
and he was 42—what’s wrong with
that? I'd watched Diane Keaton in
The Godfather. She’s a doll, but they
all were messed up. All of them kept
quoting their head shrinks. Every-
body was afraid of bugs—mos-
quitoes, mostly. None of them liked
to drive cars. Woody Allen is a funny
little guy. I really like him a lot. But
he probably never had a dog.

When I'm fecling down and out,
Yellow Jane I makes me feel it’s not
so bad after all. She’s sweet and con-
siderate and knows I'm sad. Louise
tells me F'm all screwed up and starts
hanging out with the damned
S.AEs.

I love Deborah Ann more than 1
(continued on page 250)
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“My husband, of course, will want a den.”
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THE JOYS
OF
SUCCESS

getting there may be
half the fun—but being
there isn’t half bad

compiled by JEAN PENN

OK, 50 YOU WORKED late at the office
again last night. Or you feel as
if your entire life is on hold
while you finish your M.B.A.
You’re tired, you’re cranky and
you’re wondering, Why am I
doing this?

For many of us, it’s never been
enough simply to get by. Some-
where in our formative years, we
latched onto the concept of suc-
cess. Whether or not it appealed
to us, we usually accepted the
fact that all the world respects a
success; and besides, it’s the suc-
cessful guy who has the big bank
account, the two (or more) vaca-
tion homes, the fast cars and who
almost always gets the girl. And
that’s the point of success, right?

Well, maybe. The rewards of
success mean different things to
different people at different
stages of life. So with that in
mind, we approached an eclectic
group of people who have
reached the top of their fields and
asked them to tell us what it is
they most emjoy about their suc-
cess. Freedom from worry? Live-
in help? Early retirement? A
spare Porsche to drive when the
Mercedes is in the shop?

Their answers, a wonderful
mix of materialism and philoso-
phy, may surprise you—as well

as make those late nights at the
oﬂ'ice seem more worth while.

TOM BROKAW, 44 (anchor
man, NBC Nightly News): Luxury
makes me uncomfortable. That’s
not to say I haven’t enjoyed the
fruits of success, but I found that
once I could afford everything I
wanted, my tastes still didn’t
change that much. I didn’t want
the ostentatious car or the French

. 1 nll'a in the countryside. My
¥ thenme lhrmnhnce,aﬁerthe
- — : 1 =~iF Demoeuuc Convention in San
mm(mmammzso;
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AMERICAN IN PARIS

can joan bennett, a givl from a small town in the midwest,
find happiness in the city of light? are you kidding?
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Erté. The women are sophisticated, elegant, glamorous, creative. The lines are flowing,

graceful. Our Miss January reflects, *“You have to wonder what kind of man he is to create
something like that. I love to look at women, and his women are special. I'll buy that for my
apartment when I gef an apartment.” There is something about Miss January that reminds
one of Erté’s women. She was raised in Glen Ellyn, a small town in the flatland outside
Chicago. She is tough (I can sing, dance and box. I hate a man who treats women as inferi-
ors, who takes advantage. I'll stand up and rip his lip ofl, just pop "im up the nose”). She is a
street fighter. She entered a bikini contest at Mother’s, a Chicago club, to earn money to put
together a portfolio of photographs. John Casablancas, the head of Elite models, saw her and
offered her a job. The next thing she knew, she was flying to France and Germany, with the
beginning of a career as an international model. And that’s where the comparison to Erté’s
women comes in. It’s as though she belongs in Pans. “Glen Ellyn was always the same. I
thought there should be more to life than traditional sex, going to college, finding a rich hus-
band and ending up in the driver’s seat of a station wagon—waking up to the sounds

' 0AN BENNETT stops in {front of an art gallery in Chicago. In the window are several prints by

We often ask Playmates to supply ideas for thewr picture stories. A surprising number have
suggested that we do the photo session in Paris. We're talking romance. Joan wrote, “I
have great friends there and lots of memories. No other city has so much charm and
beautiful architecture.” Twrn the page for a look at her memories, magic in the making.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY
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“I mever unpack my suilcase,” says Joan.
“Everything is folded and ready to go. Last year,
I traveled all over Europe. It seemed as if every
Sfew weeks I had o deal with a new apartment,
new friends, new language, new money. I lend
to avoid Americans overseas. I try lo speak the
language. I miss having deep conversations, bul
I get by.” Below and right, she asks gendarmes
for directions and shops for souvemr skelches.

of kids playing with their Big Wheels every
morning. I didn’t want to let life go past.”
Less than a year after high school, Joan
found herself locking for work in the cities
of Europe. Every day, the agency would
give her a list of “‘go-sees,” photographers
who were looking for models, and off she
would go. She polished up her high school
French (her mother is a French teacher)
and waded in. “There I was, wearing my
seven-dollar Michael Jackson watch,
showing up for fashion shootings.” She
talks of the isolation, the adventure, the
sudden passions that life overseas can lead
to: “l was in a bus station, looking for
something to read. The only books in
English were by Roald Dahl. He’s fantas-
tic. It was like climbing onto an island of
English. This trip, I discovered George
Orwell. T know that he’s good, that he's
good even in the classroom, but 1 always
rememhber books by where 1 read them.
After the pLavBOY shooting, I took a room
in the Hétel Le Montana, in St.-Germain-
des-Prés, above the Café de Flore. Every
morning, the sun floods through thesc
ceiling-to-floor windows. I would order a
room-service breakfast and read. I could
hear the musicians who played at the
café.” Joan can talk with equal excitememt




Joan and Abigail Wolcott, another model (left), spend the day visiting
photographers. “I love go-sees,” says Joan. “You get to the most inlerest-
wng parts of the city, places tourists never go. It’s a bit of adventure.”

1U's not likely that tourists end up in the offices of French Vogue or al the
chéteau of a marquis. Above, Joan goes over her book with Vogue art
divector Paul Wagner and head booker Daphné de Saint-Marceaux.
Below, she modlels the 1985 haute couture winter collection of designer
Lowts Féraud outside the Chéteau de Monlgeoffroy, in Anjou, France.
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“I grew up tn a small town in
the Midwest—the kind of place
where you spent a week talking
abowt how wild the weekend
was. I like to have something
new lo do every night. I work
oul, see films, thealer, friends. I
like to argue. I like intensity.”

“I'm very independent and rest-
less. I don’t like lo stay in one
place. 1 love to watch people,
but I don’t want lo get to know
them. I like to party with people,
but I don’t want to become ai-
tached to, or dependent on, any-
one or anything. That's all.”

.




about weekends in the country and the
escape after a difficult shooting. She has an
ear for sounds. “I spent a weekend at this
spot that wasn’t even on the map. It was a
real break not to have to put on make-up
every morning, especially when mornings
began with a five-o’clock rooster crowing.
I spent the days lying in the sun, listening
to classical music and mooing cows. It's a
nice combination.” She laughs when she
recalls her early social encounters. *“There
was a guy in Munich whose idea of a first
date was going to a nude beach. I got to
watch him play Frisbee with his dog. Very
funny. The next day, | was sunburned in
places you wouldn’t believe.”” Being on the
move makes romance difficult. “I met a
fairly well-known man, and then an
assignment made me leave in the middle of
my feelings for him. You can’t conduct a







Maybe it was the Paris light. Maybe it was the
model. Contributing Photographer Richard

was enthusiastic about the shooting. *
~ has a range of expression that’s fantastic. She
y has a look that draws you right into the picture.”
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relationship looking at each other’s pictures in maga-
zines.” Not that she will settle down any time soon. “I’ll
be his guest for dinner. He can wash the dishes the next
morning.”” For the time being, Joan is committed to her
career, shuttling between Chicago and Europe. Where
will it end? pLavov Contributing Photographer Richard
Fegley thought that Joan had more potential as an actress
than any Playmate he’s shot in recent years. Alas, Miss
Bennett’s ideas for the future don’t seem to include Holly-
wood, unless they plan on making a Rocky V with a female
lead and filming it in Paris. Joan recalls some of her early
career plans. “*Well, I took up weight lifting when 1 was
17, and everything was up north and firm. It was fun see-
ing results. I read a fascinating book on nutrition by Jane
Brody. Perhaps I'll go to college and study nutrition and
physical education. Maybe I'll go to college in Paris. . . ."”
Notice how Paris keeps coming up in the conversation?
This is one girl who won’t stay down on the farm.

“In high school, I was voted the senior most likely to be
a vLavsoy centerfold. People sawd it coudd be a bad idea,
bt what if I twrned 30 and regretted nol doing
u? That wowld be tragic. So, Glenbard West, class
of 82, youw'll be glad to know I didn’t let you down.”
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PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

There’s a great old Victor Mature movic on the
Late Show.” the girl told her boyiriend. “Shall we
watch ?”

“By all means, baby,” he replied, “but how
about after I've had a pre-Mature ¢jaculation?”

When a foolhardy chap who was found in a
cocktail lounge with a top Mobster's girl was
also found 1o have a packet of condoms in his
pocket, he was dumped into the harbor weighted
down with rubber cement.

Singlcs~har line: *“1 don’t actually have a sail-
boat, but 1 enjoy being blown ashore.™

A proper elderly English couple visiting Aus-
trahia decided to hire a car to take a look at the
outback. “We know it’s rough country, but it’s
safe and decent, isn't it?” the husband inquired
of the rental-agency manager. Upon  being
assured that it was, the couple drove off.

Later that day, they returned, upset and
angry. “You said it was decent country,” the
Englishwoman upbraided the rental agent, “but
we hadn’t driven too far when we saw a man in a
field copulating with a kangaroo!”

“And not wo long alter that.” complained
her husband, “a one-legged aborigine leaning
against a tree by the side of the road grinningly
waved at us with one hand while he brazenly
masturbated himself with the other!

“Guv'nor,”  responded the Aussie, “yer
wouldn’t expect a poor bugger like that, with
only one leg, 10 catch a ‘roo. would you?"

Our Unabashed Dicuionary defimes North Pole
as an Eskimo's erection.

Said a cocksman named Quick with a snigger,
As his pecker grew higger and bhigger:

“Uf I shipped m your siit

Wath my tip on your clit,
I'd describe that as Quick on the trigger!”

My husband never has ume for sex with me,”
the woman complained to the marital counsclor.
*He’s a Nobel Prize winner, and he's away a lot
making trips to some special kind of bank."”

b owas truly a strange medical case. During a
badminton tournament at a nudist camp, the
impact ol a viciously smashed shuttlecock eflec-
tively neutered one of the male players. A publi-
cation devoted o sports medicine published an
article about the freak accident. It was appropri-
atelv titled “Two Stones Killed by One Bird.”

M:lylw vou've heard about the swishy spy whose
mission was to gain the conhdence of certain gay
officials on the other side. He was subsequently
decorated by his government for having given
AIDS and discomiort to his enemy.

The classics have quite a mysthique
For gay Oxford dons like McPeck,
Whase love for a hero
From Athens—young Spiro—
Involves boning up in his Greek.

My mother,” the voung lady told the psychia-
wrist with some hesitation. “is a . . . well . ..
vou know . . . a madam.”

“There 1s no reason for vou to feel ashamed,™
said the shrink, “about her running a mom-and-
pops business.”

A voung couple were engaged in a highly vocal
discussion at onc end of the bar.

“But it’s less filling,” insisted the girl.

*But you must admit it tastes great,” coun-
tered the yvoung man.

“Less illing!™

“Tastes great!”

An older and quicter drinker shook his head at
the bartender. “Can you imagine,” he remarked,
“wewung that excited about the merits ol one of
those light beers?”

“About a beer?” responded the barman, who
had just moved back from the arca of the am-
mated discussion. “What those two are arguing
about 15 oral sex.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Edilor, piawvBov,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
H. 60611, 850 will be pard to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“Winslow, if you can’t stand the heat, stay out of the kitchen!”



FREAKS
AND THE AMERICAN
IDEAL OF MANHOOD

O BE ANDROGYNOUS, Webster’s informs us, is to have both male and
female characteristics. This means that there is a man in every
woman and a woman in every man. Sometimes this is recognized
only when the chips are, brutally, down—when therc is no
longer any way to avoid this recognition. But love between a man
and a woman, or love between any two human beings, would not be possi-
ble did we not have available to us the spiritual resources of both sexes.
To be androgynous does not imply both male and female sexual equip-
ment, which is the state, uncommon, of the hermaphrodite. However, the
existence of the hermaphrodite reveals, in intimidating exaggeration, the
truth concerning every human being—which is why the hermaphrodite is
called a freak. The human being does not, in general, enjoy being intimi-
dated by what he/she finds in the mirror.
The hermaphrodite, therefore, may make his/her living in side shows or
brothels, whereas the merely androgynous are running banks or filling sta-
tions or maternity wards, churches, armies or countries.

ILLUSTRATION BY OENNIS MUKAI




the shortest distance
to sexual identity
wsn'’t always a straight line

essay By JAMES BALDWIN

The last time you had a drink, whether you were alone or with another,
you were having a drink with an androgynous human being; and this is
true for the last time you broke bread or, as I have tried to suggest, the last
time you made love.

There seems to be a vast amount of confusion in the Western world con-
cerning these matters, but love and sexual activity are not synonymous:
Only by becoming inhuman can the human being pretend that they are.
The mare is not obliged to love the stallion, nor is the bull required to love
the cow. They are doing what comes naturally.

But this by no means sums up the state or the possibilities of the human
being in whom the awakening of desire fuels imagination and in whom
imagination fuels desire. In other words, it is not possible for the human
being to be as simple as a stallion or a mare, because the human imagina-
tion is perpetually required to examine, control and redefine reality, of
which we must assume ourselves to be the center and the key. Nature and
revelation are perpetually challenging each (continued on page 192)







20 QUESTIONS: DIANE LANE

the actress we’ve watched grow up onscreen discusses
sex, good advice and the men’s room at the hard rock café

It was easy for America to fall in love with
actress Diane Lane when, at the age of 13,
she made her screen debut opposite Lawrence
Olivier in “A Little Romance.” Both the
mfatuation and Diane have since grown, as
she has filled out more mature teenage roles i
such films as “The Oulsiders,” “Rumble
Fish,” “Six Pack™ and the sartorially memo-
rable “Streets of Fire.” Now she co-stars with
Richard Gere in Francis Coppola’s contro-
versial “The Cotton Club.” Contributing
Editor David Rensin met with Lane in New
York. Says Rensin, “There are 19-year-olds
and there are 19-year-olds. Diane Lane is
definitely both.”

1.

pLavBoy: What did you want to be when
you grew up?

Laxe: When I was eight, I drew a picture of
myself as I aspired to be. I was wearing a
sexy, floor-length gown with a slit and spa-
ghetti straps. I had a great figure, and [
was standing on a pedestal. I had a glass
in my hand and I was making a toast. Peo-
ple were throwing flowers; there were roses
all over the floor. I pictured mysell still
young and good-looking by the time I was
successful. I wanted to think that by the
time I had arrived, I wouldn’t need a face
lift. Of course, when I drew the picture, 1
didn't even have bee stings for breasts. But
I was already asking my mom, “Can vou
see what I’m going to look like when I'm
older?” [ felt like the ugly duckling—who
would one day become the swan.

2.

PLAYBOY: Are you surprised by the way
your looks have changed?

Laxe: I am relieved to look the way I do
now. The flesh does hang well off my
bones. And [ don’t exercise. | haven't vet
reached that point where I'm saving, “If |
could only suck in my thighs, I'd be
happy.” You can suck in your stomach but
not your thighs. But I also know that
pretty soon I'm going to have to earn it
and work on it so that my ass stavs where
it 1s. I don’t want to have it drop when [
hit 22.

3.

pLavBOY: You were on the cover of Time
when you were 14 vears old. How did that
change your life?

Laxne: I didn’t know I was going 1o be on
the cover until the day the issue came out.
I hit the subway that morning and saw my
face. I freaked. The newspaper guy was
having a hoot, though, handing magazines

PHOTOGRAPHY BY E. J. CAMP

over to my mom and me—piles of them.
Actually, being on the cover impressed
me. I wondered, What did I do righe? It
must be in the stars. Thank God it hap-
pened, because no one had ever heard of
me before. I thought they'd use Tatum
O’Neal or Jodie Foster or a montage of
faces. But when [ saw my [ace there, it sort
of brought Time down to my level, I
thought, Gee. Me and President Carter.

4.

rLavBov:  You worked with Laurence
Olivier in A Little Romance, the film that
put you on the Time cover. What did you
learn from the experience?

tane: I knew that I had to keep working.
You don’t just do a film with Olivier and
not follow it up. Besides, everyonec was
saying, “Boy, vou have this amazing
career in front of you. How promising.”
Working with Olivier also did something
for my sell<image. 1I'd seen Hamlet on PBS
late at night when I was 11. My dad said,
“Stay up and watch it. It's very impor-
tant.” And I'm glad I did. So, later, to be
able to sit in a room and have a conversa-
tion with Olivier was unbelievable.

5.

pLaveoy: If you could, what man would
vou like to trade places with for one day?
Laxe: Obviously, the guy [ was involved
with. I'd want to know what he thought of
me. You know, think of making love to
another body from the other perspective.
You could guarantee an orgasm. The
beginning and the end of sex are in your
hands. [Pauses] Hmm. Who would 1 pick?
Not my dad. Not anv actor I’d worked
with. Mavbe Coppola. [Laughs] I'd do it
because I want to kmow all his dark
secrets. He's got such a wide-scope life. He
produces films, finances them, is a great
chef, has a great wife, family and home, a
vineyard. He knows how to do evervthing,
I'd like to know what it feels like to have
had all those achievements.

6.

pLAYBOY: Much was written about the not-
so-behind-the-scenes struggles during the
filming of The Cotton Club, which Coppola
directed. What did the press miss?

LaxE: Suck it out of me with a svringe! OK.
There was a real feeling of alienation for
evervhody, which was surprising. It was
such a rich film that I thoughrt it would
require a similar richness from those
involved. I never got the feeling that I was
connected to what was going on—and it

wasn't just me. Of course, it didn't help
that you didn’t know what was going to
happen in the next five minutes. Neither
did the publicity. It made everyone step
back and lapse into his own perspective
while we were making the film.

In my role, I wanted very much to
be—it sounds strange—momma. | want-
ed to be nurturing to the environment in
any way I could and not leave my charac-
ter [Vera Cicero] behind. I usually don’t
work that way, staying with the character
all day. But I wanted to be nurturing—to
Francis, to Richard [Gere], even to people
in the hallways; to make an effort to give
something, even if it was vulgar humor.
This film was parucularly thick.

7

pLavBOY: You were acting at the age of
seven in classic stage tragedies, whose pro-
tagonists usually have one tragic flaw.
What's vours?

Laxe: Shall I run through a list? A recur-
ring theme—though it's not written in
stone—is that I have such high expecta-
tions of other people that I'm perpetually
disappointed. Also, one day, after I've
lived a full life as an attractive woman,
I'll arrive at a place where I may not be
what I once was in terms of my ability to
attract someone I want—though I hope to
get it all taken care of before I get there. |
guess | consider it tragic that I'm going to
age like everyvone else. There’s something
going on now in my looks that I want to
preserve.

8.

rLaveoy: Do you prefer garter belts or
panty hose?

Laxe: It depends on the person for whom 1
disrobe.

9.

ravsoy: What's the best advice you've
ever gotten about men from a man?

Laxe: My dad has said a lot of things to
me. We're very tight. In fact, I’'ve said a lot
of things to him about women. But I
remember the time I didn’t know how to
break up with my boviriend and I asked
Francis Coppola for advice. He had a
daughter who was going to be my age any
minute, and I figured it would be good
practice for him. Besides, he s very pater-
nal with me, and we talk a lot about real
life. He said, “‘Let him ol the hook. Let
him think that you're a bad person—if
that’s what he (continued on page 276)
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detective mora was taking r&5r in puerto rico—and
it was turning into a goddamn busman’s holiday

firion By ELIMORE LEONARD

1sioro LOVED this guy Teddy. He was Mr. Tourist, every taxi driv-
er’s dream. The kind who not only wants to see evervthing in the
guidebook, he wants the same driver every day, because he trusts
him and believes whatever the driver tells him. Like he wants the
driver to approve of him.

This Teddy bought souvenirs he sent to his mother in New Jer-
sey. He wrote postcards and sent them to a guy in Florida, an
address with a lot of numbers. He sat in the front seat of the taxi,
saying, “What’s that? What's that?”’ His camera ready. Isidro
would tell him, that’s La Perla. Yes, people live down there in
those little houses. . . . That’s San Cristébal, that’s Fortaleza,
Plaza de Colon. . . .

“What’s that? With the bars on the windows?”

“Tha’ was the old jail of the city, call’ La Princesa. But now the
jail 1s in Bayamén.” Isidro had to stop so Teddy could take pic-
tures of the entrance, like it was a historical place.

“That used to be the jail, ’ey?”

He always said that, not “hey”; he said, “’ey.” He was inter-
ested in everything he saw. “The policia drive black-and-whites,
’ey? Most towns in the States, I think our policia drive black-and-
whites, too.”” He took pictures along the narrow streets of Old
San Juan. He took pictures of the Caribe Hilton and pictures of
the liquor store that was in a building down the street. Strange? A
liquor store. He took pictures of the old Normandie Hotel,
nearby, that once looked like a ship but was closed now, decay-
ing. A block from this hotel was the Escambrén public beach. As
soon as the tourist saw it, it became his favorite place in San Juan.

It wasn’t a tourist place. Isidro said, “You want the most beau-
tiful beach, we go to Isla Verde.” No, he liked this one. OK.
Isidro believed it was because of the young girls in their bathing
suits. The tourist would fix a long lens to his camera and pho-
tograph the girls discreetly, without (continued on page 180)

ILLUSTRATION BY JIM BUCKELS



g |\ ==

- » ""7\ A J J e S
=\ "‘7,."';_7;‘? 1&59(“ m:? _

YA B

™
/
7

L1 1.«‘ I‘".‘-.,_ .
\ 11 280 s

\ =

~d// L.
. !‘" “.

=

ruwen s 11 R

, , A —
»“ - — J 1 ,n‘\ X ‘ ‘ Yy
N P ‘ \ L LA ,’v‘::\

h '/




‘-.

PLAYBOY’S
BLOOPERS,
BONERS AND
F K-UPS

look out for
banana peels

|- A
R

Above, 1981 Playmate of the Year Terri Welles knows she's
number one. Miss October 1976, Hope Olson (inset), smiles;
Patti McGuire (November ‘76) tires (below right); ond (be-
low) Gig Gongel (Jonuory ‘80) bites Kym Herrin (Morch “81).

rrerR Warren Beatty, John Derek

and Hel, the rLaveov photogra-

pher is probably the most envied

man alive. He wakes up, kisses
whomever, packs his aluminum suitcase
and heads for the studio, where this
month’s Playmate is busy undressing, fig-
uring out how best to impress him in her
birthday suit. There may be a shortage of
family doctors and bomb defusers, but
we could start an employment agency
with the guys who send letters every
month—sheepish  grins  between  the
lines—saying, “Hey, you wouldn’t hap-
pen to need another shootist, would you?”
We wish we could hire them all, but there
are only so many cameras in America.
That’s why we are presenting the collec-
tion of goofs you see here—to prove the
life of a pLavBov photographer isn’t all
glamor and gratification. Though it is,
we’ll have to admit, almost always fun.




Miss Sweet Tooth (a.k.a. Miss Februory 1973, Cyndi Wood) snatches o
little cotton candy. Above, Januory ‘B2 Ploymote Kimberly McArthur
does the curly shuffle in kneepads—she’ll be posing on her knees.
Below, current Playmate Joon Bennett and o lucky locol window wosher.

Below: The cat with Missy Cleveland (April “79) gove up eight lives for
this. Farther below: Cathy St. George (August ‘B2) and Suzi Schott
(August ‘84) mug for our Jopanese edition, which con’t show pubic hair.




Except for Miss May 1982, Kym
Malin (left), who gat puckish, not
tuckered, the girls will tell you
thot our photographers’ exper-
tise left them all ogope. To the
right—o veiled look from our
December 1981 Playmate,
Patricio Forinelli. Sleepwalking
clockwise from Potti, you'll find
Marlene Jonssen (November ‘82),
Linda Rhys Vaughn (April ‘82),
Kym Herrin, Potricia McCloin
(May ‘76) ond Cathy St. George.
And these are just o few exam-
ples of the excitement that rages
through our photo sessions.




All thase wha can name the lady to our immedi-
ate right without reading farther, repart to aur
affices for yaur lie-detector test. It toak sa long
far us to match that floral pattern to the match-
less Sheila Mullen that now we're the ones
hiding our heads. Laak up the rest af Sheila in
our May 1977 issue—you’ll be omazed that
the woman ever wonted ta caver her upper
half. One of aur mast striking Playmates ever
is the 510" Shannon Tweed (far right). A
graceful, dignified Canadian, “Bass” Tweed
became our Ploymate of the Month in Navem-
ber 1981, then reigned as 1982's Playmate of
the Year, “| really had alwaoys wanted to be
Playmate,” she tald a pLarsor writer at the time.
“Every girl's fontasy is to become the mast
beautiful, desired womon in the warld.”

Phallic Object Department: At the upper left,
we have Miss January 1976, Daina House,
innacently rewing up o condle far an ele-
gant crystal-and-tableclath shot. Funny thing,
thaugh—when she started, it was o birthday
candle. Abave, on exciting but exhausting new
way ta raw your boat gently down the stream,
compliments of Miss February 1975, Laura
Misch. Laura’s was one of our more expensive
Playmate layauts, since she and the crew spent
sao much time going around in circles. The Wan-
ders of Farmula 409 Department: Making a
clean breast aof Cathy Larmauth at the upper
right, Miss January 1968, Cannie Kreski (see
Cathy’s right breast), oand a phato assistant
(see Cathy's left) help Miss June 1981 put up
gaod front (see bath). This is the anly shot in
this whole pictarial that was a setup. In real
life, Cathy’s pristine. All the Playmates are
perfect, in fact, and the evidence is all over
these pages. Not ane has ever suffered fram
fatigue, exhibitianism ar even waxy build-up.




That's Miss May 1984, Patty Duffek, at the upper left, testing for arolein Attack of the Killer Oranges.
Abave, July 1982 Playmate Lynda Wiesmeier keeps a watch on the rind and lets the seeds fali
where they may, while the aforementioned Miss Malin (left) takes advantage of the lift pravided by
her favorite straight-backed chair. We told yau it was cald, Kym. At the lower left, Daina Hause
returns. Playmates seldom use obscene gestures; Daina was probably just pointing out a bird.




With a smirk and gesture & la hubby Jimmy
Connors, Patti McGuire (left) gets Mr. Bubble
started. Below, Miss June 197B, Gail Stanton,
shaws her warm feeling for our photographer,
wha had trouble focusing on the job ot hand.

Even Splash fans know that Daryl Hannah has
nothing on Shannan Tweed (above). Shannon,
that Atlantis-deco set cost olmost as much as
your Porsche. And you spit on it. Still, we can’t

look crasswise at such a pretty face (inset).
Now we've come full circle, from nose-picking
ta eye-crossing, ta meet Ashley Cox, Miss Decem-
ber 1977. You've naticed the sign, of course.
In this pictorial, nothing turned out right.
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ONE FOR HIS
LORDSHIP, AND
ONE FOR
THE ROAD!

his lordship set out to prove that
you can take it with you. and the
locals didn’t like it one bit

fiction By RAY BRADBURY

SOMEONE'S BORN, and it may take the best
part of a day for the news to ferment, per-
colate or otherwise circumnavigate the
Irish meadows to the nearest town and the
dearest pub, which is Heeber Finn's.

But let someone die and a whole sym-
phonic band lifts in the fields and hills.
The grand ta-ta slams across the country
to ricochet off the pub slates and shake the
drinkers to calamitous cries for more.

So it was this hot summer day. The pub
was no sooner opened, aired and mobbed
than Finn, at the door, saw a dust Aurry
up the road.

“That’s Doone,”” muttered Finn.

Doone was the local anthem sprinter,
fast at getting out of cinemas ahead of the
damned national tune and swift at bring-
ing news.

“And the news is bad,” murmured
Finn, “it’s that fast he’s running!”

“Ha!” cried Doone, as he leaped across
the sill. *“It’s done, and he’s dead!”

The mob at the bar turned.

Doone enjoyed his moment of triumph,
making them wait.

“Ah, God, here’s a drink. Maybe that'll
make you talk!”

Finn shoved a glass into Doone’s wait-
ing paw. Doone wet his whistle and
arranged the facts.

“Himself,”” he gasped at last. “Lord
Kilgotten. Dead. And not an hour past!”

“Ah, God,” said one and all quietly.
“Bless the old man. A sweet nature. A
dear chap.”

For Lord Kilgotten had wandered their
fields, pastures, barns and this bar all the
years of their lives. His departure was like
the Normans’ rowing back to France or
the damned Brits’ pulling out of Bombay.

“A fine man,” said Finn, drinking to the
memory, “even though he did spend two
weeks a year in London.”

“How old was he?” asked Brannigan.
“Eighty-five? Eighty-eight? We thought we
might have buried him long since.”

“*Men like that,” said Doone, “God has
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to hit with an ax to scare them ofl the
place. Paris, now; we thought that might
have slain him, years past, but no. Drink;
that should have drowned him, but he
swam for the shore, no, no. It was that
teeny bolt of lightning in the field’s midst,
an hour ago, and him under the tree pick-
ing strawberries with his nineteen-year-old
secretary lady.”

“Jesus,” said Finn. “There’s no straw-
berries this time of year, It was her hit him
with a bolt of fever. Burned to a crisp!”

That fired off a 21-gun salute of laughs
that hushed itself down when they consid-
ered the subject and when more townfolk
arrived to bless Himself.

“1 wonder,” mused Heeber Finn at last,
in a voice that would make the Valhalla
gods sit still at table and not scratch, “I
wonder. What’s to become of all that
wine? The wine, that is, that Lord
Kilgotten has stashed in barrels and bins,
by the quarts and the tuns, by the scores
and precious thousands in his cellars and
attics and, who knows, under his bed.”

“Aye,” said everyone, stunned, sud-
denly remembering. “Aye. Sure. What?"

“It has been left, no doubt, to some
damn Yank drift-about cousin or nephew,
corrupted by Rome, driven mad by Paris,
who'll jet in tomorrow, who'll seize and
drink, grab and run, and Kilcock and us
left beggared and buggered on the road
behind!’ said Doone, all in one breath.

“Aye.” Their voices, like muffled dark
velvet drums, marched toward the night.
IlAye-’,

“There are no relatives!” said Finn. “No
dumb Yank nephews or dim-wit nieces
falling out of gendolas in Venice but swim-
ming this way. I have made it my business
to know.”

Finn waited. It was his moment now.
All stared. All leaned to hear his mighty
proclamation.

“Why not, I been thinking, if Kilgotten,
by God, left all ten thousand bottles of
Burgundy and Bordeaux to the citizens of
the loveliest town in Eire? To us!™

There was an antic uproar of comment
on this, cut across when the front-door
flaps burst wide and Finn's wife, who
rarely visited the sty, stepped in, glared
around and snapped:

“Funeral’s in an hour!”

“An hour?” cried Finn. “Why, he’s only
just cold B

“Noon’s the time,” said the wile, grow-
ing taller the more she looked at this
dreadful tribe. “The doc and the priest
have just come from the Place. Quick
funerals was His Lordship’s will. *Uncivi-
lized!" said Father Kelly, ‘and no hole
dug?’

“ ‘But there is!" said the doc. ‘Hanrahan
was supposed to die yesterday but took on
a fit of mean and survived the night. I
treated and treated him, but the man per-
sists! Meanwhile, there’s his hole, unfilled.

164 Kilgotten can have it, dirt and headstone.’

All’s invited. Move your bums!”

The double-swing doors whiffled shut.
The mystic woman was gone.

“A funeral!” cried Doone, prepared to
sprint.

“No!” Finn beamed. “Get out. Pub’s
closed. A wake!”

L ]

“Even Christ,” gasped Doone, mopping
the sweat from his brow, “wouldn’t climb
down off the cross to walk on a day like
this.”

“The heat,” said Mulligan, “is intolera-
ble.”

Coats off, they trudged up the hill, past
the Kilgotten gatehouse, to encounter the
town priest, Father Padraic Kelly, doing
the same. He had all but his collar off and
was beet-faced in the bargain.

“It’s hell’s own day,” he agreed, ‘“‘none
of us will keep!”’

“Why all the rush?” said Finn, match-
ing fiery stride for stride with the holy
man. “I smell a rat. What’s up?”’

“Aye,” said the priest. “There was a
secret codicil in the will 22

“1 knew it!” said Finn.

“What?” asked the crowd, fermenting
close behind in the sun.

“It would have caused a riot if it got
out” was all Father Kelly would say, his
eyes on the graveyard gates. “You’ll find
out at the penultimate moment.”

“Is that the moment before or the
moment after the end, Father?” asked
Doone innocently.

“Ah, you're so dumb you’re pitiful,”
sighed the priest. “Get your ass through
that gate. Don’t fall in the hole!”

Doone did just that. The others fol-
lowed, their faces assuming a darker tone
as they passed through. The sun, as il to
observe this, moved behind a cloud, and a
sweet breeze came up for some moment of
relief.

“There’s the hole.”” The priest nodded.
“Line up on both sides of the path, for
God’s sake, and fix your ties, if you have
one, and check your flies, above all. Let’s
run 2 nice show for Kilgotten, and here he
comes!”

And here, indeed, came Lord Kilgotten,
in a box carried on the planks of one of his
farm wagons, a simple, good soul, to be
sure, and behind that wagon, a procession
of other wvehicles, cars, trucks that
stretched half down the hill in the now
once-more-piercing light.

“What a procession!” cried Finn.

*I never seen the like! cried Doone.

“Shut up,” said the priest politely.

“My God,” said Finn. “Do you see the
coffin®”

“We see, Finn, we see!” gasped all.

For the coffin, trundling by, was beauti-
fully wrought, finely nailed together with
silver and gold nails; but the special
strange wood of it? Plankings from wine
crates, staves [rom boxes that had sailed
from France only to collide and sink in

Lord Kilgotten’s cellars!

A storm of exhalations swept the men
from Finn’s Pub. They toppled on their
heels. They seized one another’s elbows.

“You know the words, Finn,” whispered
Doone. “Tell us the names!”

Finn eyed the coffin made of vintage
shipping crates and at last exhaled:

“Pull out my tongue and jump on it.
Look! There’s Chateau Lafite-Rothschild,
Nineteen seventy. Chateauneuf-du-Pape,
"Sixty-eight! Upside down, that label, Le
Corton! Downside up: La Lagune! What
style, my God, what class! I wouldn’t so
much mind being buried in burned-stamp-
labeled wood like that myself!”

“I wonder,” mused Doone, “can he read
the labels from inside?”

“Put a sock in it,” muttered the priest,
“here comes the rest!”

If the body in the box was not enough to
pull clouds over the sun, this second
arrival caused an even greater ripple of
uneasiness to oil the sweating men.

“It was as il,”” Doone recalled later,
“someone had slipped, fallen in the grave,
broken an ankle and spoiled the afternoon
for everyone!™

For the last part of the procession was a
series of cars and trucks ramshackle-
loaded with French-vineyard crates and,
finally, a great old brewery wagon [rom
early Guinness days, drawn by a team of
proud white horses draped in black and
sweating with the surprise they drew
behind.

“I will be damned,” said Finn. “Lord
Kilgotten’s brought his own wake with
him!”

“Hurrah!” was the cry. “What a dear
soul!”

“He must’'ve known the day would
ignite a nun or kindle a priest, and our
tongues on our chests!”

“Gangway! Let it pass!”

‘The men stood aside as all the wagons,
carrying strange labels from southern
France and northern Italy, making tidal
sounds of bulked liquids, lumbered into
the churchyard.

“Someday,” whispered Doone, “we
must raise a statue to Kilgotten, a philoso-
pher of friends!”

“Pull up your socks,” said the priest.
“It’s too soon to tell. For here comes some-
thing worse than an undertaker!”

“What could be worse?”

With the last of the wine wagons drawn
up about the grave, a single man strode up
the road, hat on, coat buttoned, cufls prop-
erly shot, shoes polished against all rea-
son, mustache waxed and cool, unmelted,
a prim case like a lady’s purse tucked
under his clenched arm and about him an
air of the icehouse, a thing [resh born from
a snowy vault, with a tongue like an icicle,
a stare like a frozen pond.

“Jesus,” said Finn.

“It’s a lawyer!” said Doone.

(continued on page 262)
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“Now you know why I like my martinis shaken and not stirred.”
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a tribute

noT since Alberto Vargas has an artist so captured the sensuous in lines
so simple as did Patrick Nagel, who died last February at the age of 38.
Every piece he created showed the same love of women. Every image
had an unmistakable edge that took it out of the arena of minor illustra-
tion into the eternal. Nagel influenced a generation of illustrators.
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Pat Nagel was a loyal friend and a valued member of the puavsor family. As one
stoffer recalls, “He was taller and nicer than you had imagined him ta be, a gen-
tle genius. He did what he did because he loved it.” We miss him. We miss his art.







agel's illustrations first appeared
in piavsor in 1974, His drawings of elegant, erotic women originally
graced the pages of Playboy After Hours but soon appeared in The Playboy
Advisor, The Playboy Forum and as accompaniments to major pieces of fic-
tion and nonfiction as well. He created a look for the Eighties, one that com-
bined the free-and-easy openness of West Coast design with the classical
style of art deco. The images were oddly cropped, as in some Japanese
prints. The figures were sophisticoted, simple, stark and ultimately seductive.
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ublic reaction to Nagel's work
was immediate. His career was in the ascendant. He was fast becoming a
superstar. His work had been exhibited in galleries from coast to coast.
Prints hung in The Louvre, the White House and the Smithsonian. He had
done work for other magazines (Harper's, Architectural Digest, Palm Springs
Life). He had done portraits of such famous women as Joan Collins. Shortly
before he died, we asked him to create a special portfolio of erotic-fantasy
images. We present them here as a final gift to our readers. Thanks, Pat.
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WHERE THE

GIRLS ARE TODAY

ever wished you had a “cliff notes” to women’s colleges? now, thanks to playboy, you do

compiled by SETH RACHLIN and GEORGE VAN HOOMISSEN

N THE old days (you know, the late Fifties), hardly a

man graduated from college without having made

at least one road trip. Back then, there were more

than 200 girls’ schools around the country, and col-
lege men used their precious weekends to visit them all—to
chart unknown courses, visit new locales and return
relaxed, invigorated and full of stories.

Then something happened. Men got lazy or distracted.
Girls’ schools became “women’s institutions.” Road trips,
once a way of life, became a rarity. Many of you, we’ll
wager, have never been to a girls’ school. God knows what
you’re doing instead.

But you're not the only one who has suffered from the
decline of road tripping. Girls’ schools have felt it as well.
Many have closed or gone coed. Where they still exist, their
students wistfully recall the days when men showed up in
packs for the weekend. They miss the time when a
Saturday-night fire drill would find scores of men outside a
dorm wearing nothing but boxer shorts and sheepish looks.

It’s not too late, though. Sure, things have changed. All
the road tripping in the world won’t get rid of the guys now
at Skidmore. But you can do your part to make the women at

those schools happier just by paying them a visit.

There’s a girls’ school out there for everybody. We know—
we visited most of them (purely for research, of course)
when we wrote our book Where the Girls Are Today. We are
happy to report that we met such a diversity of women that
we’re sure any red-blooded male can find a girl who meets
his fancy. Whether you’re looking for a prodigy who speaks
12 languages or for a future horse trainer, you’ll find her.
And whatever you're looking for, remember the one thing
all the women at these schools have in common: They want
to meet men. That’s where you come in.

The accompanying chart will make road tripping as easy
as getting into the car and paying the tolls. At pLavBOY’S
request, we rated schools across the country on everything
from locale and visiting hours to the girls’ friendliness and
your competition. Then, at the bottom of each column, we
gave the school an over-all score. This single digit repre-
sents many man-hours of devoted and selfless research: A 4
is a place we’d like to roll up to late some Friday night; 3
holds promise; 2’s, well, company; and a 1 means take
books along. Of course, your luck may vary. But whatever
happens, we know you'll give it the old college try.

ILLUSTRATIONS BY DAVE CALVER
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ALVERNO
COLLEGE
Milwaukee,
Wisconsin
BOO students

COLLEGE OF
SAINT
CATHERINE
St. Paul,
Minnesota
2300 students

COLLEGE OF
SAINT MARY
Omaha,
Nebraska
1000 students

LAKE ERIE
COLLEGE
Painesvilie,
Ohio

400 students

To attend what
can rightly be
called “the
Stanford of all
women's col-

Careers in nurs-
ing, physical
therapy, busi-
ness and law

A career in
nursing, man-
agement and
sundry other

To prepare for a
Christian life in
a modern world

They're out for
what their bro-
chure calls “a
thousand differ-
ent experiences
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equestrian
studies
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cation, Califor- | tempered by ey (o InE ihe Popss mothers and stable
nia style strict parents real world dicta and.... management
OP shorts, Often looks " Ponytail and Riding attire,
Vuamets, behind her to The nurse's uni- | oY "‘:d’ b W | freckies—the with a saddle
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parties are an occasional e we'oﬂee- vate parties in e ey monthly on-
quite frequent. lame mixer at houew b upper-class campus action. campus band
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Fridays.
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S CHOOLS from coast to coast, your best bets for continuing education

BRENAU CONVERSE MIDWAY MISSISSIPPI SWEET BRIAR
COLLEGE COLLEGE HOLLINS COLLEGE UNIVERSITY COLLEGE
Gainesville, Spartanburg, OOI._I.EGE_ . Midway, FOR WOMEN Sweet Briar,
Georgia South Carolina Hollins, Virginia | Kentucky Columbus, Virginia
800 students 800 students 870 students 330 students Mississippi 700 students
1331 students

To learn some- To study liberal To get the ben- To develop

f - To get a good To pursue nurs- S in a manner
g A have. aetn mtlucalion education, ing or equine efits of a state befitting the

a good time

or music be-

school—with-

while doing it tween parties Southern style studies quintessential

& “ SuLmen Southern belle
Georgians Extremely
whose laid- Southern girls A mix of South- newrhonue social Southern

K atti 3 Kentucky The cream
back attitude who would erners, foreign o ageE women, many e ihoon
belies the ster- rather drink students, even t:p & of whom were : "; ar
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Check out
Friday nights at
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Informal par-
ties are held in
the parking lot
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in the gym once
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happy hour Fri-
day nights
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welcome here.
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COLLEGE COLLEGE COLLEGE COLLEGE VERNON COLLEGE
Bryn Mawr, Allentown, Towson, Tarrytown, COLLEGE Rosemont,
Pennsylvania Pennsylvania Maryland New York Washington, D.C. | Pennsylvania
1164 students 1132 students 540 students 850 students 500 students 600 students

To learn in an
atmosphere
that’s uncor-
rupted by men

Career-oriented
programs that
are a “prep-
aration for
success"”

To live well,
take it easy
and get good
grades

To receive a
hard-core
prebusiness
education

Social pres-
tige—what does
anyhbody go to
college for?

To study art
history in a
pleasant,
relaxed atmos-
phere

Hard-core intel-
lectuals who
study hard and

Highly moti-
vated women,
each planning

Suburban prin-
cesses who get

Catholic girls
who have

Daughters of a
wide variety of

Catholic girls
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individualists” Merrill Lynch
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5 20 £ L perfume each weekend 3 =
soirees i e in winter
Pay with an Pretend you're Discreetly men- i
Visit near. Offecherd AmEx Gold a law or busi- tion the multi. | Drive through
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BOSILON: not fat. counselor. your dad runs. B oW
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colleges ern state with Rosemont.
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It's there. But The 21-year-old ::o:::‘:nca.:\ge Carousers A:‘:O:Q:"S_ Not “legal,” but
getting drunk is | drinking law is atford the well accommo- gu; t‘;‘e ) b ore than a few
for kids. usually ignored. R dated =7 SO0 c::: casrls around
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SCHOOLS from coast to coast, your best bets for continuing education

VELLS
'OLLEGE
\urora,

lew York

i30 students

‘o study his-
ory, literature
ind languages

Vell-bred East-
wners. Lots of
wep school
reterans

They take their
ield-hockey
iticks to after-
100n tea.

rhese girls
lon't just want
rou to visit,
hey want you
o come back.

‘airly frequent

the student
:enter. Also try
iome Cornell
rats.

Jemonstrate
nanners and
iuperior breed-
ng at teas.

‘Have you read
trica Jong?"

-ots of guys
wer from the
3ig Red

Nells has rules,
»ut nobody
ieems to know
what they are.

spacious
iorms offer a
viche to all.

30-cent drafts
at parties,
wvailable to ali

Jutside nearby
thaca, try a
»ar called the
North Forty.

MOUNT
HOLYOKE
South Hadley,
Massachusetts
1B50 students

PINE MANOR
COLLEGE
Chestnut Hill,
Massachusetts
530 students

SMITH
COLLEGE
Northampton,
Massachusetts
2600 students

WELLESLEY
COLLEGE
Wellesley,
Massachusetts
2200 students

WHEATON
COLLEGE
Norton,
Massachusetts
1200 students

To get a very
broad liberal-
arts education
that bends over
backward to be
traditional

It's a nice
place, and it’s
real close to
Boston.

To learn to
make as many
allusions to
Bertolt Brecht
as possible in
one sentence

To get the best
education a
women’s col-
lege can offer

A liberal-arts
program that
leaves time for
the more impor-
tant things in
one's life

Girls who really
would rather

Wealthy, East-
ern types from

Smart women
from all over
the country; a

Dynamic, intel-
ligent women

A potpourri of
wealthy New
England prep.
In the words of

have gone to cross section the brochure,
Smith e SiL G of interests and froen i cer these are
lifestyles “Women at
Their Best.”

Her day pack is Look for a mix- The diversity of Well dressed, Sitting under a

ture of by-the- outgoing, car- +
permanently bacK sfenor the student e e of tree, smoking
attached to her | 2000 PIeRRr body here P‘;"::uin il and reading A
shoulder. York urbanity. makes it hard. . SR Separate Peace
Most of the Lots of femi- They rarely use

area’s men are
at Smith. Lucky

They don't call
it Pine Mattress

nists and les-
bians. But it’s

the blue panic
buttons that

Haven't met a
disappointed

§ § o for nothing. mighty cold in call campus visitor yet
¢ '.' CITALE December. security.
N |
# || Student center Student-center
'L has frequent T!"‘":Sd.a’m Bounteous parties Thurs- Weekend par-
concerts. :3_‘::;1‘;:“'5 dorm parties days and Sa;ur- ties in the din-
Always a dorm : every weekend days, elsewhere | ing hall
¥ offcampus ¥ Frida'ys 9

party

\ Low key. Recall 5 Pretend you're
the Smith say- Look like an :'t:l';_::t?lll:::d a Harvard law Wear some-
44 ing “Holyoke to investment e i'o': Fe student. 1t'll thing with your
\ bed; Smith to banker. Party give you an family crest.
A wed.” minutes. edge.
|
A W
*“1s it true, what “Come to Bos- “rI'd offer to :::I‘;b:h:owu e
they say about ton for a frat play Frisbee “l don't go to s o
Holyoke at party ... and instead, but | MIT, honest.” ‘Wo‘:':en e
Smith?” breakfast. forgot mine. Their Best.’ »
b " Guys from HEST R
It's the women Babson College b Every male col- between
themselves A " With other men : Boston and
are rich, quick lege student in L
who do the and have a for the shower Boston. Not a Providence,
competing mean back- in the morning big deal. Wheaton
here. hand doesn’'t get too
a many visitors.
= v Women need The gate guard Parties with )
_qi roommate is testy, but no guest lists may Men must be “Sell-imposed.”
/ approval for rules once require some escorted in and In olhgr words,
A men to stay you're creative bluff- out of dorms. nonexistent
over. oncampus. ing.

Coed bath-

Modern quad

First-class sin-

Beautiful com-

Lots of people
leave on week-
ends, so there's
usually room.

rooms. 50/50 dorms are quite gles; double mon rooms
singles/suites comfortable. occupancy

Beer with proof Take an L.D. Loosely Flows freely on
of age (you that says enforced drink- weekends; se-
have to be 20) you're 20. ing age of 20 rious partiers

Strict on 1.D.
{20 years) at
parties

Mount Holyoke,

Pine Manor is in

Fitzwillie's and

The coffee

Wheaton, the

founded in The Preppy shop in the stu- ultimate New

1837, claims to Handbook, so Pacl(:lrds Are dent center is England cam-

be the oldest you know :op;.lhar o open 24 hours a pus, has a

women's it's got to be grshampta day for late- beautiful lake

college. cool. bars. night road trips. and footbridge.
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“For a workaholic, you seem to be having a good time.”
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THAT WAS THE YEAR THAT WAS

Michael’s tour made quite a stir,
But something deep inside us
Balked at making wealthier

A guy who's rich as Midas.

Mondale named a running mate,
His chances to enhance.
Chauvinists just looked at Fritz
And said, “Who wears the pants?”’

When Burford sought the comeback trail

Opponents cried, “No chance!”
So back to pasture Annie went
(She'll share it with Bert Lance).

Though Johnny Carson’s marriage woes
May leave his wallet flat,

The monologs he’s gained from them
Work out as tit for tat.

=)

For shouting “U.S.A.!”
We'll do as well in "88
If Ivan stays away.

Was Caroline's creation.
It seems a princess can repeal
The laws that rule gestation.

ILLUSTRATIONS BY BILL UTTERBACK

The L.A. games were really great

Six months from wedding day to birth

humor BY 'TOM KOCH

A nation staggered from the blows—
No pity or relief

As Clara bombed us senseless with
Her bellow, “Where's the beef?”

The jury for De Lorean

Reviewed his choice of fates.

And ruled that he'd be better making
Cars than license plates.

Star Trek III: The Search for Spock
Shook up the Milky Way.

Now they're making Star Trek IV:
The Search for Kirk's Toupee.

John McEnroe toned down his act
As tennis brat unbearable.

Now Lendl reigns as king of boors.
All hail Ivan the Terrible!



tongue-in-cheek remembrances of sundry personalities and events that made news in 1984

The dollar boomed, while overseas,

Most money values sank.

The pound was light, the mark grew faint,
But mostly shrank the franc.

With Farrakhan in Jackson’s camp,
One wondered who was boss.

Was Louis Jesse's new guru

Or just his albatross?

The ratings made a new taboo
Of blood and severed bones,
But kids were still addicted to
Their Indiana Jones.

Our sex lives we forsook.
But now it seems Joan Rivers has
Become a babbling brook.

For half a mil did Nixon give
His life a second look,
Concluding, as he had before,
That he is not a crook.

Attention must be paid, we know,
To Hoffman's Salesman's death,
But we kept seeing Dustin

In a long red-thequined dreth.

Ms. Bombeck wrote that raising kids
Can surely be the pits.

Still, motherhood’s the mother lode
As Erm lives by her wits.

McCartney. nabbed for smuggling pot,
Drew just a yawn or two.

It seemed to most that Paul should face
A charge of déja vu.

In '84, we rolled the dice Or’ Ron, that card, he made us laugh

And learned our rights, to boot: About his nuclear joke.
The rights to life and liberty Perhaps he'll give the button, too,
And Trivial Pursuit. A playful little poke.

Fuzzy wasn’t fussy, was he?
Fuzzy’d drink awhile.
Fuzzy, buzzy, gulped and won the
Open by a smile.

Grace Jones and Annie Lennox led There she was, our beauty queen.
A wave of rhythm blenders What cad could e’er demean her?
Who zoomed to fame primarily The guy who sold the photos of

As benders of their genders. Her Junior Miss demeanor. 179
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@@ﬁ@g (continued from page 154)

“He wanted to offer Teddy the pleasure of a woman
without presenting it as a business transaction.”

calling attention to himself. Isidro loved
this guy.

He kept his money—listen to this,
Isidro told his wife—in a money belt made
of blue cloth beneath his shirt. He would
take money out of it only in the taxi, next
to me, Isidro said. He goes into a shop and
buys something for his mother, he returns
to the taxi before he puts the change in his
money belt. He trusts me, Isidro said.
Isidro had lived in New York City nine
years in a basement and was relieved to be
back. His wife, who had never left Puerto
Rico, didn’t say anything.

The third day at the beach, the tourist

went swimming. It was easy to find him in
the ocean, the sun reflecting on the dark
glasses he always wore. He splashed out
there, cupping his hands and hitting the
water. Man, he was white—holding his
arms as though to protect himself or trying
to hide his body as he came out of the
water in his red trunks. It was interesting
to see a body this white, 1o see veins
clearly and the shape of bones. Isidro,
originally from Loiza, where they made
West African masks, was Negro and showed
no trace of Taino or Hispanic blood.

“It was when he came for his towel,”
Isidro told his wife, *‘I saw the name on his
arm, here.”” He touched the curve of his
arm below his right shoulder. “You know
what name is on there? MR. macic. It’s
black, black letters with a faint outline that
I think was red at one time but now is pink
and almost not there. My Mr. Magic.”

His wife said, “‘Be careful of him.”

Isidro said, “He’s my prize. Look what
he gives me,” and showed his wife several
$20 bills.

He didn’t tell her everything; it was dif-
ficult to talk with the washing machine
and the television in the same room, and
she didn’t seem interested. But that night,
his wife said again, “Be careful of him.”

[ ]

There were whores on Calle de la Tanca
in Old San Juan, different places for any-
one to notice. In Condado, the whores
stood in front of La Concha, another
empty hotel that had closed. But none had
approached Teddy, because Isidro was
with him, taking care of him, and the
whores knew Isidro in his black Chevrolet
taxi. He believed, from the way Teddy
looked at the whores displaying them-
selves, that his tourist desired one but was
timid about saying it. So Isidro didn’t roll
his eyes and ask, “How would you like
some of that, 'ey?”’ He wanted to offer him
the pleasure of 2 woman without present-
ing it as a business transaction. He cared

for his tourist.

On that third day at the beach, he
began to see a way he might do it.

With his tourist wandering about taking
pictures, Isidro had ume to look at the
girls and study them. They seemed to him
girls who were lazy and yet restless, mov-
ing idly even as they moved to the music of
their radios. They seemed to be looking
not for something to do but for something
to happen, to entertain them.

One in particular he believed he recog-
nized and he searched his mind for a
name. A girl who had come out of the
Caribe Hilton late one night, tired, going
home to Calle del Parque. She had given
him her name and telephone number, say-
ing, “But only men who stay at the Hilton,
the Condado Beach, the DuPont Plaza and
the Holiday Inn.”

Light-brown hair with that dark-gold
skin, and what a body. It was her hair that
helped him recognize her, the way it hung
down and nearly covered one of her eyes.
She held the hair back with the tips of her
fingers, like peeking out of a curtain, when
she looked at somebody closely. As she did
talking to the man with the cane.

Iris Ruiz.

That was her name. He had phoned sev-
eral times with customers but never
reached her. Iris Ruiz.

Talking to the man with the cane.

He remembered now she had been with
him yesterday and the day before. The
man in the same aluminum chair, reading
a book, the cane hooked to the back of the
chair. The girl, Iris, kneeling in the sand to
talk to him, earnest in what she was say-
ing. The man looking up from his book to
nod, to say something, a few words,
though most of the time he seemed to read
his book as he listened.

His skin was dark from the sun. His hair
and his beard, not cared for, though not
unattractive, were dark enough for him to
be Puerto Rican. An artist, perhaps, an
actor, someone from the Institute of Cul-
ture, 2 member of the party for independ-
ence. But this was only his look, his type.
Isidro knew, without having to hear him
speak, the man was from the States.

The man pushed up on the arms of his
chair to rise. He was slender, a lean body
in tan trousers that had been cut off to
make shorts. No, he wasn’t Puerto Rican.
The girl, Iris, took his arm, to be close
rather than to support him. He limped
somewhat, using the cane, favoring his
right leg, but seemed near the end of his
injury, whatever it was. He wasn’t a crip-
ple. Something in the hip, Isidro believed.

Sure, he was OK; he played with the cane
more than he used it. He liked that cane.
They approached a vendor who was sell-
ing pineapples.

Isidro waited a few moments, enjoying
the sight of the girl’s buttocks as they
walked past him, before following them to
the cart, where the vendor was trimming a
pineapple with quick strokes, handing
them slices. Isidro saw the girl’s eyes as
she glanced at him and away, indifferent,
without a sign of recognition. He heard the
man—who wasn’t Puerto Rican, it was
proved now—say quietly:

“People up there, you know what they
do?”

The girl, Iris, said, “Here we go again.”

“They work their ass off all year.”” The
guy with the beard ate pineapple as he
spoke, in no hurry. “Save their money so
they can come down here for a week, take
their clothes off. Now they have to hurry to
get tan, so they can go back home and look
healthy for a few days.”

Iris said, “Vincent, I was born with a
tan, I got a tan wherever I go. Wha's thar?
I want to be where people are, where they
doing things, not where they go to for a
week.” They were walking away, Iris say-
ing, ““Miami Beach is OK, tha’s where you
work. I think I like Miami Beach fine.”

Isidro followed them to the edge of the
sand.

“But you never tell me nothing, what
you think. Listen, I got an offer right now,
Vincent. A man I know owns a hotel, two
hotels, wants me to go to the States and
work for him. Wear nice clothes, be with
people in business 2

“Doing what?

“Oh, now you want to know things.”

The tourist was coming back with his
camera. Isidro walked over to the taxi to
wait, ready to smile.

Before returning to the DuPont Plaza,
they stopped at the Fast Foto place on
Ashford Avenue—perfect—where  the
tourist left his rolls of film overnight. Per-
fect, because now they drove past La
Concha, where a couple of afternoon
whores who could be college girls in shiny
pants, blonde hair like gringas, stood by
the street.

“Oh, my,” Isidro said. “Is OK to look
at them, but if 2 man wish to have a
woman, he has to be careful. Know the
ones are safe so you can avoid disease.”

The tourist said, “I imagine you know
some, 'ey? Being a cabdriver.”

“All kinds,” Isidro said.

“l don’t go for hookers,” the tourist
said. “I don’t want any part of em.”

“No, of course not. These girls you pay
and then you do it. There are other girls,
you don’t pay them, but you leave a gift.”

“What kind of gift?”

“Well, you could leave money, is OK."”

“Then what’s the difference?”’

“One is payment,” Isidro said. “The

(continued on page 269)
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a roundup of the past delightful dozen

IF You ARE onc of those connoisseurs who recall
cach year of centerfolds as a vintner recalls his vin-
tages, we think you will agree that this was a very
good year. If you've forgotten just how good it was,
this roundup of the 1984 Playmates will remind
you. Not only does it have bite and edge, it has, in
the jargon of winetasters, both body and depth.
We recommend that you sip—ah, read—slowly.







Miss April

Lesa Ann Pedriana
(left) has started her
own firm of make-up
artists and bought a
new car since appear-
ing in pLavsoy last April.
She has also purchased
two ferrets, named Fink
and Taxi, and plans to
train them for the mov-
ies. How many casting
calls are there for fer-
rets, Lesa? ‘“Not many,
but when one comes
up, I'll definitely have
the best-trained fer-
rets in Hollywood.”’

Miss November

You may have seen Ro-
berta Vasquez (right) on
the TV series People Do
the Craziest Things,
walking up to strangers
in the men’s-underwear
section of a department
store and requesting
that they try on a pair of
shorts she had suppos-
edly bought for her
“boyfriend.” Not sur-
prisingly, not a single
man refused to comply.
Never underestimate the
power of a Playmate.

Miss February

Since her centerfold
appearance last year,
Justine Greiner (left)
has visited Hawaii,
where she tried scuba
diving for the first time.
“It was kind of scary
getting the hang of the
breathing techniques,”
she reported. Justine
still works at a large
retail store in Beverly
Hills (sorry, we can't
tell you which one) and
hopes to become a
buyer in a few years.




Miss August

Suzi Schott tells us she has been “busier than ever in my life”
making promotional appearances for pLavsov. She has also posed
for a retailer of exercise equipment (making the equipment
look very good, by the way). She’s taking acting classes and,
says the ex-secretary, she's “‘never going back” to a typewriter.




Miss September

Since Kim Evenson posed for rLavBoY's September issue, she's had
a role in the third Porky’s movie, Porky's Revenge. (She plays a
Swedish exchange student who drives Pee Wee crazy.) She has also
started body building: ““I've lost a few pounds and my body’s
getting better and better.”” Stretches the imagination, doesn't it?




Miss October

When we caught up
with fast-moving Debi
Johnson (right), she
had just returned from
a week-long trip to Cal-
gary and was on her way
to Houston, where she
and Miss January 1982,
Kimberly McArthur,
were scheduled to be
judgesinthe Great Amer-
ican Strip-Off. Says Debi,
‘“Being a Playmate
is more fun than |
expected, and my expec-
tations were sky-high.”

Miss March

Dona Speir (left) spent
last summer in Europe,
but now she’s back in
the States, taking a
course in floral design
(she wants to open her
own flower shop). She
appeared in last Octo-
ber's Cosmopolitan and
had a part in a Matt
Houston TV-series epi-
sode. She also bought
herself a new Porsche
but confesses that
roller skates are still
her favorite wheels.

Miss June

Tricia Lange (right) has
appeared in segments
of TV's Mike Hammer
and Blue Thunder. She
also has a part in a new
movie, Johnny Danger-
ously, starring Michael
Keaton. She's the
poster girl for Bohemia
Beer (“l get all the free
beer | want") and, as if
that weren't enough
success, she has a
new boyfriend, Carlos
Cavazo, guitarist for
the band Quiet Riot.







Miss December

At the time we reached Karen Velez (above), she had just been
released from the hospital after an emergency appendectomy but
expected to be up and around soon, Before that, she had been busy
making promotional appearances for pLavgoy in Canada and Con-
necticut—*l love Hartford.” We're sure Hartford loves Karen.




Miss July

Liz Stewart (above) has a new West Hollywood apartment, which
doubles as her photo studio. She assisted (and interpreted for)
pLAYBOY Associate Staff Photographer Kerry Morris on assignment to
photograph our Mexican edition’s first native-born Playmate,
Elizabeth Aguilar. As you'll recall, Liz speaks fluent Spanish.
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Miss January

Our 30th Anniversary
sweetheart, Penny Bak-
er (left), has moved to
California, is studying
acting and has already
appeared in an episode
of TV's Benson. She
guested on Family Feud
and has appeared in
commercials for Honda
and Ford, too. She’s
also enrolled at UCLA,
where she's takmg
classes in government
and philosophy. Her
life’s a Plato cherries.

Miss May

Patty Duffek (right)
still—believe it or not—
fills in part time at Pio-
neer Chicken Take-Out
in Phoenix, where she
was working when we
discovered her. “Cus-
tomers come in and
say, ‘Are you really
that Playmate?’” she
reports, which explains
why business is boom-
ing. Patty plans to re-
turn to college next fall
to get a degree in bus-
iness administration.
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FREAKS (continued from page 151)

“The American ideal, then, of sexuality appears to be
rooted in the American ideal of masculinity.”

other; this relentless tension is one of the
keys to human history and to what is
known as the human condition.

Now, I can speak only of the Western
world and must rely on my own experi-
ence, but the simple truth of this universal
duality, this perpetual possibility of com-
munion and completion, seems so alarm-
ing that I have watched it lead to addiction,
despair, death and madness. Nowhere
have I seen this panic more vividly than in
my country and in my generation.

The American idea of sexuality appears
to be rooted in the American idea of mas-
culinity. Idea may not be the precise word,
for the idea of one’s sexuality can only with
great violence be divorced or distanced
from the idea of the sell. Yet something
resembling this rupture has certainly
occurred (and is occurring) in American
life, and violence has been the American
daily bread since we have heard of Amer-
ica. This violence, furthermore, is not
merely literal and actual but appears to be
admired and lusted after, and the key to
the American imagination.

All countries or groups make of their tri-
als a legend or, as in the case of Europe, a
dubious romance called “history.” But no
other country has ever made so successful
and glamorous a romance out of genocide
and slavery; therefore, perhaps the word |
am searching for is not idea but ideal.

The American ideal, then, of sexuality
appears to be rooted in the American ideal
of masculinity. This ideal has created cow-
boys and Indians, good guys and bad
guys, punks and studs, tough guys and
softies, butch and faggot, black and white.
Itis an ideal so paralytically infantile that
it is virtually forbidden—as an unpatriotic
act—that the American boy evolve into
the complexity of manhood.

The exigencies created by the triumph
of the Industrial Revolution—or, in other
terms, the rise of Europe to global
dominance—had, among many mighty
eflects, that of commercializing the roles of
men and women. Men became the propa-
gators, or perpetrators, of property, and
women became the means by which that
property was protected and handed down.
Onc¢ may say that this was nothing more
than the ancient and universal division of
labor—women nurtured the tribe, men
battled for it—but the concept of property
had undergone a change. This change was
vast and deep and sinister.

For the first time in human history, a
man was reduced not merely to a thing but
to a thing the value of which was deter-

mined, absolutely, by that thing’s com-
mercial value. That this pragmatic
principle dictated the slaughter of the
native American, the enslavement of the
black and the monumental rape of
Africa—to say nothing of creating the
wealth of the Western world—no one, 1
suppose, will now attempt to deny.

But this principle also raped and
starved Ireland, for example, as well as
Latin America, and it controlled the pens
of the men who signed the Declaration of
Independence—a document more clearly
commercial than moral. This is how, and
why, the American Constitution was able
to define the slave as three fifths of a man,
from which legal and commercial defini-
tion it legally followed that a black man
“had no rights a white man was bound to
respect.”

Ancient maps of the world—when the
world was fat—inform us, concerning
that void where America was waiting to be
discovered, HERE BE DRaGONs. Dragons may
not have been here then, but they are cer-
tainly herc now, breathing fire, belching
smoke; or, to be less literary and Biblical
about it, attempting to intimidate the
mores, morals and morality of this particu-
lar and peculiar time and place. Nor, since
this country is the issue of the entire globe
and is also the most powerful nation cur-
rently to be found on it, are we speaking
only of this time and place. And it can be
said that the monumental struggles being
waged in our time and not only in this
place resemble, in awesome ways, the
ancient struggle between those who
insisted that the world was flat and those
who apprchended that it was round.

Of course, 1 cannot possibly imagine
what it can be like to have both male and
female sexual equipment. That’s a load of
family jewels to be hauling about, and 1t
scems to me that it must make choice
incessant or impossible—or, in terms
unavailable to me, unnccessary. Yet, not to
be frivolous concerning what I know 1
cannot—or, more probably, dare not—
imagine, I hazard that the physically
androgynous state must create an all-but-
intolerable loncliness, since we all exist,
after all, and crucially, in the eye of the
beholder. We all react to and, to whatever
extent, become what that eye sees. This
judgment begins in the eyes of one’s par-
ents (the crucial, the definitive, the all-
but-everlasting judgment), and so we
move, in the vast and claustrophobic gal-
lery of Others, on up or down the line, to

the eye of one’s enemy or one’s friend or
one’s lover.

It is virtually impossible to trust one’s
human value without the collaboration or
corroboration of that eye—which is to say
that no one can live without it. One can, of
course, instruct that eye as to what to see,
burt this effort, which is nothing less than
ruthless intimidation, is wounding and
exhausting: While it can keep humiliation
at bay, it confirms the fact that humilia-
tion is the central danger of one’s life. And
since one cannot risk love without risking
humiliation, love becomes impossible.

.

I hit the streets when I was about six or
seven, like most black kids of my genera-
tion, running errands, doing odd jobs.
This was in the black world—my turf—
which means that I felt protected. 1 think
that I really was, though poverty is pov-
erty and we were, if 1 may say so, among
the truly needy, in spite of the tins of
corned beel we got from home relief every
week, along with prunes. (Catsup had not
yet become a vegetable; indeed, 1 don’t
think we had ever heard of it.) My mother
fried corned beef, she boiled it, she baked
it, she put potatoes in it, she put rice in it,
she disguised it in corn bread, she boiled it
in soup(!), she wrapped it in cloth, she
beat it with a hammer, she banged it
against the wall, she threw it onto the ceil-
ing. Finally, she gave up, for nothing could
make us cat it anymore, and the tins
reproachfully piled up on the shelf above
the bathtub—along with thc prunes,
which we also couldn’t eat anymore.
While 1 won’t speak for my brothers and
sisters, | can’t bear corned-beefl hash or
prunes cven today.

Poverty. | remember one afternoon
when someone dropped a dime in front of
the subway station at 125th Street and
Lenox Avenue and I and a man of about
40 both scrambled for it. The man won,
giving me a cheerful goodbye as he saun-
tered down the subway steps. I was bit-
terly disappointed, a dime being a dime,
but I laughed, too.

The truly needy. Once, my father gave
me a dime—the last dime in the house,
though I didn’t know that—to go to the
store for kerosene for the stove, and 1 fell
on the icy streets and dropped the dime
and lost it. My father beat me with an iron
cord from the kitchen to the back room
and back again, untl I lay, half-conscious,
on my belly on the fioor.

Yet—strange though it is to realize this,
looking back—I never felt threatened in
those years, when 1 was growing up in
Harlem, my home town. I think this may
be because it was familiar; the white peo-
ple who lived there then were as poor as
we, and there was no TV sctting our