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Athabasca Falls.
A rugged place for a smooth whisky to start.

S ALBERTA, CANADA—QOut
= here, nature’s the boss.
And you don't ever forget it.

I guess I expected sort
of a picture-postcard
waterfall. This one roars
by like a freight train.

The water is so cold it
almost hurts to drink.

It's water like this, from
the glacier fields, that helps
make Windsor Canada’s
smoothest whisky.

They also use rye grown
in the rich, black earth
around Calgary. And the
air helps, too. Windsor is
aged in the cleanest, crisp-
est air I ever breathed.

Out here, nature’s the
boss. And Windsor is
Canada’s smoothest
whisky because nature
makes it that way.

WINDSOR
CANADIAN

"_j(;aw).v < |

WINDSOR

CANADA'S SMOOTHEST WHISKY.

CANADIAN WHISKY — A BLEND = 80 PROOF - IMPORTED AND BOTTLED BY THE WINDSOR DISTILLERY COMPANY, NEW YORK_ NY © 1985 NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CD



Taking
Vitamins

If you think the vitamins you
are now taking are doing you
any good, wait until you hear
the latest news on why they
may not.

By Joseph Sugarman
This may come as a shock. But according
to the latest research, those vitamins that you
take every day may be doing you absolutely
no good. For example.

FACT: Vitamins should be taken after a
meal—never before. The body must first have
protein, fats, or carbohydrates in the digestive
tract to properly break down the vitamins for
proper absorption.

FACT: Your body has a need for a natural
vitamin balance. Too much of one vitamin
may cause another vitamin to be less effec-
tive. For example, vitamin A should be taken
with Vitamin E but excessive iron should not.

FACT: If you take too much calcium, you
may deplete the magnesium in your systermn.
And you need magnesium to convert food in-
to energy.

FACT: Some vitamins are best taken in
the morning and others at night. For exam-
ple, the trace element chromium helps break
down the sugar in your food which in turn
creates energy—perfect to start the day. But
at night you should take Calcium which has
a relaxing effect—perfect for the evening.

FACT: Athletes or people who exercise
a great deal need vitamins more than peo-
ple who don't exercise. Vitamins are depleted
at amuch faster rate during exercise than dur-
ing any other period of time.

But there was a series of other facts that
surprised me too. For example, despite
everything I've just mentioned on the care in
taking vitamins, there are those people who
absolutely need vitamins because of the men-
tal or physical activity that they undergo. Peo-
ple on a diet, under stress, those who smoke,
women who take contraceptives and even
those who take medication—all rob their
bodies of some of the essential vitamins and
minerals that they need to help combat the
various habits or conditions they are under.

And with proper vitamins in the proper
balance and at the proper times, you will have
more energy and vitality. Little changes may
take place. Your nails may become stronger,
your hair may become thicker and your skin
may be more elastic which will keep you
younger-looking longer.

DOCTORS HAD IDEA

About two years ago a group of doctors
had an idea. They realized that many peo-
ple were taking vitamins and not really notic-
ing any difference in their health. They also
realized that, based on the latest nutritional
findings, the vitamins people were taking may
not have been doing them any good. So they
formed a group of advisors consisting of nutri-
tionists, dieticians, dermatologists, bio-

—---

Stop taking that innocent looking vitamin pill
until you read this report.
chemists and physicians, and they worked on
the development of a vitamin program that
incorporated all of the latest information on
vitamins, minerals, nutrition, food pro-
cessing—even stress research. They realiz-
ed that vitamins were a two-edged sword.
They could either help you or hurt you.
They then took all this information and
developed the most eftective combination of
vitamins and minerals, formulated four
tablets—one for the morning and one for the
evening—and one for men and one for
women and then started a test program that
lasted over two years. The results speak for
themselves.

it was perfect for weight loss programs
and it was perfect for people under stress.
It helped many increase their energy levels.
Smokers benefited. Some under medication
benefited. And before long the company that
had developed the program became the
fastest growing vitamin company in the
United States. And no wonder.

SEVERAL BENEFITS

With the proper vitamin and mineral
balance, taken in the right quantity in the right
combination and at the right time, several ob-
vious benefits occur. First, you may develop
a better mental outlook because you've got
the energy and the zest to accomplish more.
As a result of the trace elements copper, zinc
and manganese, your body is helped to
make its natural anti-aging enzymes that keep
you fit. Improvements in your vitality translate
into everything from better job performance
to a more fulfiling sex life.

JS&A has been selected by the vitamin
company to introduce their medically for-
mulated vitamin program. Every two months
we send you a two month's supply of 120
fitness tablets—one to be taken after breakfast
and one after dinner.

During the first two months, you will have
ample opportunity to notice the difterence in
your energy level, your mental attitude and
your overall stamina. You should notice little
things too, like the strength of your fingernails,
your thicker hair. Your complexion may even
take on a glow. Some of you may notice all
of these changes and others may notice just
a few. But you should notice a change.

IF YOU NOTICE
If for any reason, you do not notice the

change. no problem. Just pick up your
phone, and tell us not to send you any more

vitamins. You won't have to mail the empty
bottle back to us, fill out a long survey or
waste another penny. Just pick up the phone
and we'll give you a full refund for the entire
bottle without ever getting the bottle back
from you. However, if you indeed do notice
a difference (which we are confident you will),
you'll automatically receive a two-month's
supply every eight weeks.

Not only is this offer risk-free, but we're
going to give you one more incentive just to
let me prove to you how powerful this pro-
gram really is. | will send you a bonus gift of
a fitness bag with your first order. This
beautiful bag will hold all your fitness gear and
it's great too for short vacation trips. It's a $25
value but it's yours free for just trying the
vitamins. Even if you decide not to continue,
you keep the fitness bag and the vitamins.
| am just so absolutely convinced that you will
feel and see a difference when you take these
vitamins, | am willing to bet on it with this
unusual offer.

Vitamins indeed are important. And with
today's research and new nutrition tech-
nology, you have a greater chance to achieve
the fitness and health levels that may have
eluded you with the typical store vitamins or
the often poor advice we may get in health
tood stores or from friends or relatives. Here
is a safe, risk-free way to get one of the best
vitamin programs in the country, formulated
by a physician, with the right combination of
vitamins, minerals and trace elements, in a
convenient program that assures you of
delivery every two months. | personally take
them and have for the past several months
and highly recommend them. Order your trial
quantity, today.

To order, credit card holders call toll free
and ask for product number (shown in paren-
theses) or send a check and include $2.00
for delivery.

Men’s Fitness Tabs (60 Day)

(OOG5K) S e . $24
Women's Fitness Tabs (60 Day)
{00SBK) . - . . . B W e b $24
o) PRODUCTS
o) THAT
= NTHINK
One JS&A Plaza

Northbrook, lllinois 60062
CALL TOLL FREE 800 228-5000

IL residents add 7% sales tax. ©JS&A Group, Inc 1986



THE SUPRA DYNASTY BEGINS:
PERFORMANCE
WITHOUT COMPROMISE.

Toyota joins the high performance club.

The new Supra is pure sports car—a sleek, STANDING START
powerful, sophisticated driving machine. B0 Liia.. ... ). B2 sec

Supra’s flowing lines are elegantly “60.............733sec.
aggressive. It is unmistakably shaped for Vamie ......... 1560 sec.
speed. With a 3.0 liter twin cam 24-valve PURSATX N 6
engine that produces 200 hp at 6000 rpm, G001 0 ol 315 sec.

Supra has world-class sportscar | 12273 f.
acceleration and top speed figures. | [ EEEEEEEe 1048 sec.
Supra rides on a race inspired, double LATERAL ACCELERATIDN
wishbone, fully independent suspension. | R R Tmuaue 1/

Specially developed Goodyear Eagle GT
tires, unique to Supra, mount on uni-direc-
tional 16" wheels. Exceptionally quick brak-
ing is via ventilated discs on all four wheels.

The Supra dynasty is here. If total
performance is your goal, make no
compromises. Supra doesn't.

*Data from independent testing.

£1986 Toyota Meter Sales, U.S.A., Inc.
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DRIVER COCKPIT

This is where you perform,
accompanied by an advanced
technology concert sound
system. Optional glove- soft
leather is the ultimate touch.

Sy ——

AERODYNAMICS
Large front air dam. Steeply raked
windshield. Flush-mounted door
handles and retractable headlights.
Reduced frontal area. Coefficient
of drag: .33.

Get More From Life...Buckle Up!

CDULéNAl-lSC’K TOYOTA

FOR ANYTHING
MORE!
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= surprlsmgly smooth. 16 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette
Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide.




PLAYBILL

Wi HAVE A FRIEND whose business card reads, 1 MANAGE. By that he
means that he gets by, and each month, he somehow pays the
mortgage. Obviously, he makes money the old-fashioned way.
But managing is something else to the bearer of an M.B.A. from
Harvard Business School, which is considered the citadel of
American vocational training—mainly because its graduates
come out of it carning nearly as much per hour as a topflight
plumber. Anyhow, in What They Don’t Teach You About Harvard
Business School, lourence Shames tells vou what a Harvard
M_.B.A. has that you don't—credit for a cutthroat course called
Administrative Practices, or Ad Prac, or Machiavelli for Begin-
ners. Roughly speaking, if G. Gordon Liddy were an academic, :
this is the course he would teach. Ad Prac is great for M.B.As, SHAMES
but, according to Shames, it’s not so great for the rest of us.

You may have heard that we have a new Contributing Editor.
His name is Ron Reagan. He's a fine writer and has interesting
friends in high places. At present, he is the son of the leader of the
free world. In this month’s issue, Ron follows his dad 10 Geneva
to snoop behind the scenes at last fall’s Reagan-Gorbachev summit
mecting. In the process, our Reagan sometimes found that he
was the biggest story of the day and had to fend off news crews 1n
his hotel lobby. We read about it back home in Time, Newsueek
and The New York Times. Meanwhile, he hooked up with ABC-
TV’s Sam Donaldson for some durable high-jinks, described in
Reagan's report: While the Summat Slept (illustrated by Blair
Drawson). We all think someone should save us from the nukes.
Some people think m have to save us from ourselves. Hence,
whenever we try to indulge in such comforting petty vices as rock
*n’ roll, pornography and smeking, legions of social reformers try
to stop us. In Viewpoini: Little Pleasures, Robert Billings tells the
reformers to butt out.

Now for some new chapters on the facts of life. A Today Kind of
Marriage, by David Seeley (illustrated by Vivienne Flesher), pro-
files a couple of nouveau hipsters who, when they discovered she
was pregnant. decided to do the right thing—honeymoon at
Graceland, of course. And just for fun, Larry Tritten has produced
The Notebooks of Gatling Wessex, the private writings of someone
we'd never heard of unul Tritten showed us his manuscript,
claiming that Wessex was an “important but little-known por-
nographer.” Gosh, Tritten. we may have been born at night, but
it wasn't last night. Our prize-winning Fiction Department
checks in this month with John Morressy's fantasy adventure
Laugh Clone Laugh (illustrated by Daniel Pelavin) and Midnight
al the Oasis, Tom MeNeal's sexy look at the dangers of working out.
David Rensin, a veteran interlocutor, chats up hot young actress
Kim Basinger in 20) Questions, while David Sheff sits down for the
Interview with our glamorous cover model, Hollywood star Kath-
leen Turner. You'll also find Turner cited in our annual salute to
celluloid, The Year in Movies, along with her Priza’s Honor co-
star Jack Nicholson and a gaggle of one-man war machines, from
Stallone to Schwarzenegger, plus Contributing Editor Bruce Wil-
liamsen’s “hit list”’ of cinema’s best and worst of 1985.

We're the first to admit that an element of magic always exists
in our nude pictorials, But, no kidding, this time we've got a
project that's all mysteryv—It's Magic. Our now-ya-see-'em mas- MCNEAL
terpiece is the work of photographer R, Scott Hooper and photo
stylist/assistant Theresa Holmes, who have tcamed up for us in the
past to explore varied lifestyles of the weird and sexy, including a
visit to Plato’s Retreat in its heyday. Don’t miss our fire fighter of
the month, Janet Hightower, who poses for us in and out of uni-
form, as well as our carth-shaking May Playmate, Christine
Richters, and more from cartoonist B, Kliban's latest book, The Big-
gest Tongue in Tunisia.

But, wait, there's something new—The Playboy Gallery, a tear-
out, foldout monthly bonus that features a print by Pat Nagel on
one side and still another view of Kathleen Turner in a sizzling
photo on the other. As they say, there are two sides to every _
story. But, admit it, they're not usually both this good. RENSIN HOOPER, HOLMES

REAGAN DRAWSON

SEELEY

MORRESSY
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IND-CLASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHGO , ILL . B AT ADDL MALING OFFICES SUBS. 1N THE US 324 FOR 12 ISSUES POSTMASTER SEND FORM 3378 TO PLAYBOY, P.O 80K 35230, BOULDER. €O BO3Z3-5230
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If you think you've
tasted them all, you're
ready for a light, refresh-
ing Jim Beam and tonic.
1Y2 0z. Jim Beam, fill
glass with tonic,
add a wedge of
lime and enjoy
. the sur%ise of
=1  your life.

RENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY, 80 PROOF. DISTILLED
AND BOTTLED BY IAMES B, BEAM GTILLING 0, CLERMONT, BEAM, KY.
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When she met Art Director Tom Staebler and famed photographer Francesco
Scavullo for our cover shooting, Playboy Inferviewee Kathleen Turner said,
“I'm much more comfortable working in front of a movie camera than a still
camera.” She could have fooled us. Her wardrobe was specially designed
for her by Cerruti 1881, because she deserves the best. You do, too. That's
whywe're giving you your very own poster of her. Check out The Playboy Gallery.
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" YOUR BROTHER
LOWERS THE COST
_ OF EDUCATION.

brother ~-10
Daisy Wheel Electronic Typewnriter

Tuition 1s up. Room and board are up. Books are up. Every cost is
going up and keeps going up, except one...
...this new AX-10 Brother Electronic Typewriter.

It offers you all the features you'd expect to find in the most
expensive models, but at a price that's considerably less!

It has unlimited capabilities. It’s fast, versatile and with a host
of worksaving conveniences. It features a 40-character lift-off
correction memory, dual pica and elite pitch, a full size 12"
carriage, exclusive cassette daisy wheel, cassette ribbon. relocation
key and a repeat key for all characters and functions.

The Brother AX-10...it’s one educational cost that has actually.
come down.

Brother offers the largest selection of electronic typewriters
: with features and
4 values that are
as varied as
. your needs.
¢

Innovative high-tech products for home and office
Brother International Corp. m 8 Corporate Place, Piscataway, NJ 08854
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Every morning youre up at
dawn.You put your bootson, and
haul yourself to the job site.

Inch by mch the building
goes up. And our country grows
stronger because of it.

For over100 years, weve been
making work boots for guys like
you. Our Work-Lites are strong
enough to take the toughest work,

you Who bu11t
this country;

on your feet. No matter how many
hours you put .

[f you don't own a pair of
Work-Lite boots, all we @
can say 1s this. Why &8
make this Job . .-t
any tougher
on yourself than
it has to be?

WOLVERINE 33 WORK- LITES-

yet llght enough tobe comfortable A lighter, tougher boot for men who work

©1986 Wolverine World Wide, Inc., Rocklord, MI 49351
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It all begins the first time you press  traditional pullback bars or low-profile drag bars.

the starter button. Wire spoke wheels or optional mag-type wheels.
The rumble of the exhaust. The power of  Deep maroon or midnight black

the liquid-cooled V-twin engine. The way you lacquer finish.

seem to fit into the machine. And once it's just the way you
It's the one bike that's customized exactly ~ want it, youre ready for the streets.

the way you want it. Because you customized it. Now. Go out and start something.
It’s up to you whether it comes with MAN AND MACHINE

WORK LIKE A SINGLE MOVING PART. SUZUKI

Be safe. Always wear a helmet, eve protection and protective riding apparel. For riding conrses. call the Motorevele Satety Foundation al 18004474700
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AIDS AID
The Viewpomt by Arthur Kretchmer
(Can Sex Survive Auls?, vr.aveov, February)
certainly contains everything the public
needs to know about AIDS, without the
biased remarks and criticisms of homosex-
vals that I've [ound m many other recent
articles. The Viewpoint is informauve and
to the point. Thank you, Mr. Kretchmer.
Jasmine R, Shores
Poteau, Oklahoma

I was almost amused by Kretchmer’s
advice to heterosexual males who wish to
avoid AIDS. I envision him at a singles
bar, turning to the auracuve lady in the
red miniskirt and ever so casually saying,
“Excuse me, but [ find vou attractive, and
I was wondering if vou were a Libra and il
vou happened to fuck men who fuck other
men?” Of course, she will freely and hon-
estly discuss the most intimate details of
her sexual history and be able to confirm
that none of her former parmers could
possibly have been bisexual.

Kretchmer wisely advocates the use of
condoms in cases of uncertainty, but why
is he afraid to acknowledge that the time
has come to be less casual about sexual
encounters?

Dave Dworkin
Minneapolis, Minnesota

Theve are several things wrong wnth your
wision. Kretchmer doesn't go to singles bars.
His wife and kids won’t let him. He's not into
astrology. He hasw't iked miniskirts since
1964, and he didw't Like them much then. We
think he acknowledged the need to enow your
partner before having sex. Also, theve's a dif-
Jerence between being less casual about sex
and being unreasonadly tevvified of if.

Kretchmer's Viewpoind is one of the
most important and intelligent articles
written on AIDS to date. The diseasc itsell
is not the epidemic; ignorance is.

The AIDS hysteria has not only threat-
ened the freedoms and comlorts of our
heterosexual and gay communities, it has
also threatened our national blood supply.

According to the American Red Cross,
blood donations are down seriously from
one vear ago. This can be directly related
to the public’s fear ol needles and AIDS,
even though all blood-collection agencies
use a new, sterilized needle for each donor.
The Red Cross says that blood is a medi-
cine; unless people accept the fact that
they cannot contract AIDS from donating
blood, we may be threatening the blood
supply that combats the disease.

As a result, Playgirl sponsored a blood
dnive in February in Los Angeles. Now,
this is a positive step that the media
should publicize instead of the sensational
and panic-inducing aspects of AIDS.

Thomasime E. Lewis, Editor
Playgirl Magazine
Santa Monica, California

Thank you for your letter. viaveov has

conducted a yearly company-wide blood drive

Sor the past frve years, and we've well aware

of the problem. We hope that as the public
acquires more accurale mformation about the
safety of donating blood, a long-term blood
shortage can be averted.

WHAT READERS TALK ABOUT WHEN
THEY TALK ABOUT WOMEN TALKING
ABOUT MEN

I am one ol the thousands of women
who enjov your magazine regularly—
arlicles, interviews and, ves, even the pic-
tures. However, 1'd like to comment on
What Women Tall About When They Talk
About Men, by Susan Squire (PLAYBOY,
I'chruary).

In defense of men everywhere, 1 must
say that Squire should learn to communi-
cate, and that would end her complaints.
Men's egos aren’t as brittle as she'd like 1o
think. You can express your feelings o a
man (even about his sexual performance)
without lorever crippling him into impo-
tence. It's all a matter of how, where and
when. Il you're dissatsfied after a love-
making session, vou just don't roll over
and say, “Is that it?” Use some tact, and
use it at the right time. Believe me, he’ll
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respond—and the sex (and the whole rela-
tonship) will get better.
Eileen Murphy

Grand Rapids, Michigan

[ just finished reading What Women Talk
About When They Talk Abowt Men, and to
be perfectly honest, I'm sorry 1 read it
['m 20 vears old, and by no means have [
had a lot of experience with women; but
for a long time, I've had my suspicions
about what they talked about when there
were no men present. This article confirms
my suspicions. The women interviewed by
Squire truly dissected their male friends
and lovers—dissected and mutilated. [ ac-
tually felt hurt after reading it. After this,
I'm a littde afraid of getting experience.

J. Romano
Concord, California

Take hearl. Not all women are vicious.

Read the following letter.

I'm a reader of rraveoy who also hap-
pens to be a woman. 1 think it’s safc to say
that, unlike most ol rLwsoY's readers, |
really do like it for the articles. But 1 was
offended by What Women Talk About When

They Talk About Men. Do the editors of

PLAYBOY know what repercussions such an
arucle could have?

Are these women for real? If they are,
they deserve every loser they date. C'mon.
rravsov! Let’s have some arucles concern-
ing women who are normal and their feel-
ings and desires! You're giving male
readers a one-sided mmpression. [ hope
they realize that Squire’s tervicwees
don't represent the tvpical woman. We're
not all deceitdul creatures, yvou know.
Golly, gee! Some of us live without the sole
aim of using and abusing men.

Jenny Rawlings
Casper, Wyoming

What Women Talk About When They Talk
About Men says it all. Once again, women
boldly proclaim that nothing short of God
Himself is adequate for them. If vou're
going o have women talking about men,
then let’s hear the other side, oo, PLAYBOY.

John Deitrich
Tallahassee, Florida

An article called “What Men Talk About
When They Talk About Women,”" maybe?
Afier all the controversy caused by Squire,
that might not be a bad idea. That way, we
can offend cverybody—democracy in action,

RAPE REVERBERATIONS

Ransom Satchell’s memoir, Another Side
of Rape (mavsoy, February), really hit
home. | was sentenced to 20 vyears
prison for murdering the man who raped
my girlfriend. | hope more will be done for
the families and loved ones of rape victims.
I can say alter seven years in prison that
revenge is not worth it. I was only 18 when
I killed the rapist and will be 28 when
released in 1988. I would challenge men
never to allow their love for and relation-
ship with the victim to disintegrate. The
most satisfying revenge against the rapist

is to not allow the relationship to become
his victim, too!
John McCullough

Centralia, [Hlinois

Another Stde of Rape 1s well written. The
man who went through that agonizing

ordeal did the nght thing; and because of

his actions, he 1s still alive and his girl-
friend 1s, too. I sull think about the article
every dav. “What would I do?" I ask
myself. Most likely the same thing.

Kirby Crook

St. Louis, Missouri

ONE SMALL-TOWN BOY TO ANOTHER
Alter reading John Mellencamp, Daddy’s
Boy, by E. Jean Carroll (rravsoy, Febru-
ary), I say cheers to John Cougar Mellen-
camp, one of the last American heroes.
This kid’s got class.
Steven Caldwell
Terre Haute, Indiana

PARTY-MIX TRICKS

Bravo! Charles M. Young's piece Scien-
tific Principles of the Party Tape (pravsov,
February) is so very true.

As a veteran partyologist in both New
York and Washington, D.C, I took great
satisfaction in reading about the basic
techniques that have guided me since my
first ““music master”’ engagement at Cath-
olic University in 1980. I supervised more
than 50 parties while in college and, need-
less to sav, my Maxells have gone through
more beer and chicken-wing dip. . . .

Fun is, indeed. the name of the game.

Tom Waits said it best: “Where's the funaf

they can’t dance to 1t?”
A. G. Marasco
Somers, New York

A CHIP OFF THE OLD CLEFT
I thoroughly enjoved the Michael
Douglas Playboy Interview (February): He
comes across not as a conceited Holly-
wood celebrity but as a regular guy, just
like & member of my lamily, so to speak.
As a matter of fact, I've been telling people
for years that Kirk Douglas is my relative,
that his real name 1s Demsky (same as my
grandmother’s), that his lather was my [a-
ther's first cousin and that the clefis in the
chins in the dusty, tattered family albums
were not created by faulty photography.
Nobody believed me until now; it took
PLAYBOY to confirm my roots. Thank you.
Philip M. White
Flushing, New York

JOIE DE JULIE

I have been a fan of February Playmate

Julie McCullough since her February 1985

cover and her appearance in Girls of Texas.
What a delightful way to start 1986.
Mark Jackson
Searcy, Arkansas

CHERIE AMOUR
Your cover photo of Cherie Witter in the
February issue is one of the most sensuous

photos 1 have scen in pLAYBOY in years.
Congratulations!
Bob Brown
Kingsville, Texas

COLD COUNTRY, HOT TICKETS
Your Women of Alaska
(rraveoy, February) is, o say the least, fof.

Show me more!

lavout on

Robert Bach Green
Soldotna, Alaska

Thank you for the pictorial on Women
of Alaska. Most particularly, thank you,
thank you, thank you for the most lovely
camerawork on the wonderful Julie Ann
Peterson.

Please, please? More of that wonderful
bustline?

Billy Mitchell Brigham
San Carlos, California

So many of you guys asked to see various
women of Alaska agamn that to satisfy you,
we'd have to rerun the enfire pictorial. How-
ever, since Julie Ann Petevson was high on a
lot of request lists, you get your wish. Now,

Please, please stop groveling. Alaskan women
don’t respect men who beg too much.

OOPS!

On page 115 in the February issue, part
of the third paragraph of The American
Way of Revenge, bv Jim Harrison, reads,
“shot the voung Navy man, Stethem, to
death on the civilian American Airlines
fight. . . . According 1o all the reports I
read about the incident, it was a T'WA jet.
Do you guys know something nobody else
in the media knows, or was that a boner?

W. Lewis
Chicago, linois

What Harrison actually wrote was “the
civilian Amervican airline flight,” but some-
where in our editing process, airline was caf-
ttalized by mistake. We apologize (o Harrison
and to American Airlines for having incor-
rectly identified the air carrier.

¥



—
B

VSOP COGNAC
By Mumm

THE FINEST NAME IN FRENCH CHAMPAGNE Is Now THE FINEST NAME IN COGNAC




SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoaking
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight. \

16 mg. “1ar", 1.2 mg. nicoting
av. per cigarette by FTC method.



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

BETTER LIVING THROUGH CHEMISTRY

Emory University
uncovered a new use for the nitroglycerin
skin patches worn to reduce heart pain. A

rescarchers  have

Georgia man with heart disease noted that
il he wore the patches on his chest, the
drug gave him a headache. Even so, the
man, in an adventuresome mood, rubbed
a used patch on his penis. Within five min-
utes, the vasodilating elfect of the drug
produced an erection, and he had sex with
later,”” the
researchers reported in the November
1985 Annals of Internal Medicine, “‘she
wondered why she had the worst headache

his wife. “*Several minutes

she ever had in her life.”” Both the wife and

the rescarchers expressed doubt that fur-

ther research would be done 1n this area.
.

The Dallas  Observer personal  ads
recently included this gem of concision:
“Minimalist secks woman.™

L]

A West German firm that specializes in
arranging “‘group sex with broad-minded
partners™ is now oflering its clients sex in a
Cessna hight aircraft for $120 an hour. Par-
ticipants can choose the itnerary and are
alterward awarded a certihcate indicating
which skies they made friendhier. This
firm, by the way, is the same one that
organizes weckend “orgies lor adults,”
with Fridays ecspecially designated for
beginners and Sundays for the
expernienced.

L]

During the celebration party for the
Buckley,
Jr’s. Firmg Line, balloons were adorned
with some words the host uses often. They

20th anniversary of Wilham F.

included: encephalophonic (of or pertain-
ing to an apparatus that is used to diag-
nose abnormal brain function); stochastic
(conjectural); meiotic (relating to a repre-
sentation of a thing so as to causce it to be
taken as less than it really is); hebdomadal
(a  weckly
mephitic (ofle

wspaper  or - magazine);
ve to the sense of smell,

noxious); enstic (a person devoted to logi-

more

cal disputation):; antonomasia (the substi-
tution of a designation, official title or
proper name for a common name, position
or class); tergiversation (desertion of a par-

ty, cause or religious faith); psephology (the

scientific study of elections); energumen
(a person possessed by an evil spirit); epi-
gone (an imitative follower); irenic (con-
ducive to pecace, moderation, harmony
and conciliation, as in irenic measures);
maieutic (of or relating to the dialectic
method practiced by Socrates in order
to elicit and clarify the ideas of others). As
il you didn’t know that already.

OH, CHUTE! Il

Autentive readers will remember an
item in the January Playboy After Hours
about an airborne drug smuggler who was
killed when his parachute failed to open.
Investigators had been searching for his 88
pounds of cocaine (worth a purported
£22,000,000) and came upon a dulfel bag,
40 packages of cocaine that had been

ripped open and the remains of a

150-pound bear. Gary Garner of the Geor-
gia Bureau of Investigation summed up
the evidence this way: “The bear got to 1t
belore we could, and he tore the dufiel bag
open, got him some cocaine and O.D."d."

THE SOUND OF ONE BRA SNATCHING

Who 15 the loudest woman in Japan?
Sachiko Sakai won the fAfth annual Hall's
Year-end Shouting Contest in Tokvo with
a screech of 109.3 decibels—with
no amplification. (Eat your heart out,
Stevie Nicks.) Sakar didn’t need a micro-
phone, because she understood motiva-
tion. What she screamed was, “Thief!
Give me back my underwear!™

®

This headline ran in the Kingston, New

York, Freeman: “WOMAN INHERITS ANTIQUE

LUST FROM MOTHER-IN-LAW SHE NEVER MET.
We guess it means you really can marry a
woman who cooks just ike Mom.
°

You can sign this kid up for therapy or
vou can turn the page. A baby born last
November at Illinois
Hospital
Nguyen.

DuPage County

was named Rambo Chow

BUZZ WORDS
Good Vibes Gazette, the [ree house organ
of San I'rancisco’s Good Vibratons vibra-
tor boutique, is, as far as we know, the
only newsletter in America devoted to
high-voltage lovemaking paraphernalia.

You get four pages ol wit and wisdom

from the countrv’s foremost advocate ol

electric ecstasy—Joani Blank, a writer of
sex-education books, the owner of Down
There Press, a registered marriage coun-
selor and a sometime sex therapist. Just
ask her. Coming issues will feature a
Q.-and-A. column.

In volume one, number one, you can
read about Blank's antique-vibrator col-
lection. She also introduces two new wand
massagers that will knock the socks oft you

or that special someone and announces

15



16

* Disco music makes mice homosexual.
= Ronald Reagan once said sex was best

“in the afterncon, after coming out of °

the shower.™

» Sigmund Freud had a railway phobia.
He said 1t was because at the age of two,
he had shared a railway carriage with
his mother and had seen her naked.

» Kissing can cause cavities.

*» The Swahili word lor venereal disease
is kissinono.

*In a survey of primitive societies
throughout the world, the overwhelm-
ing majority preferred plump women,

* The world’s record for the heaviest
breasts is 52 pounds.

* There is a form of billiards in Scandi-
navia in which women sit on the floor,
skirts lifted, legs spread, and men
attempt 10 flick marbles into their vaginas.
*» The world’s largest recorded piece of
ass was from Africa: Each buttock meas-
ured threc feet across.

* Isaac Newton suffered from insomma,
some believe, because he never had sex.
= According to rabbinical tradition, one
of the four hateful types of men is “one
who holds his virile member when
making water.”

» The late King Ibn Saud of Arabia
never saw the faces of his 400 brides.

» Sodomy in ancient China was known
as “‘sharing the peach.”

* Catherine the Great of Russia
employed people to tickle her feet and
slap her bottom. ;

» The great sexologist Havelock Ellis
indulged in urolagnia—erotic pleasure
from drinking urine.

» King Herod slept for seven years next
to his dead wife, Marianne.

* Women are least likely to be raped in
December.

* Kinsey reported six types of male
orgasm.

* Cleopatra was known as Merichane
(““the Gaper™) because she once had
oral sex with 100 Roman noblemen in
one night.

= Of all classes, the white-collar worker
masturbates the most.

* Men in their 60s gencrally have one
wet dream every two weeks.

* Unable to consummate his marriage
as a result of his revulsion to his wife's
pubic hair, famed critic John Ruskin
fell in love with a ten-year-old girl.

* Kinsey claimed that college graduates
were less likely than high school gradu-

THINGS YOU NEVER KNEW ABOUT

ates to have homosexual experiences.
» Ancient Egyptians sodomized their
slain cnemies so that they would nat be
pursued by ghosts.
* Human sperm can live up to three
and a half weeks.
* In general, marriages improve after
the husband has a heart attack.
* According to a contemporary report
of the Flagellant movement during the
Black Death in 1349, hordes of “gigan-
tic women from Hungary came into
Germany, tore ofl their clothes and
beat themselves with rods.”
* In a recent Los Angeles paternity suit
filed by a young woman against scven
Catholic priests, accompanying papers
stated that the archdiocese **may not be
held liable for a priest’s acts of a sexual
nature, because such conduct is not
within the scope of his duties.”
= In Britain, babies conceived through
artificial insemination with semen from
a donor other than the mother’s hus-
band are considered illegitimate.
« In 1671 London, a spanker known as
Whipping Tom would lurtk in dark
alleys, grab a passing wench, toss up
her petticoats and spank her enthusias-
tically until she cried for help.
» According to Kinsey, the most eflec-
tive aphrodisiacs are “good health, suf-
ficient exercise and plenty of sleep.”
= Dr. William Masters presented his
first scientific paper in 1959 at the Con-
ference of the Vagina.
* An Islamic expression claims, “The
pilgrimage to Mecca is not perfected
save by copulation with the camel.™
* Freud found American women partic-
ularly erotic.
* There is a medical case involving a
girl so allergic to sperm that her first
sexual experience caused a rash on her
lips and eyelids; her tongue and throat
became swollen; she had an asthmauc
attack and violent pains in her pelvis
and finally lost consciousness.
» Kinsey reported that college gradu-
ates had the highest incidence of wet
dreams.
» According to Nasamonian custom, all
male wedding guests are supposed to
make love with the bride.
* A surrogate mother in Britain was
quoted as saying she would use the
$8000 fee she received to purchase new
carpets.

—COMPILED BY CHRISTOPHER FRYER

a discount on that most reliable of movers
and shakers—the Prelude 3.

There is controversy, too. For example,
the inscrutable ben-wa-ball debate. She
considers the balls bunk; but it seems that
reliable unnamed sources swear by, not at,
them. A future issue will carry the results
of her eight-question reader survev.

For the Good Vibes Gazelle, write to
Good Vibrations, 3416 22nd Street, San
Francisco, Califorma 94110,

ROCK STAR

Rock-climbers are slaves to terrain. But
now they can commission duplicates of
their favorite rock formations—complete
with mantels, overhangs, chimneys and
dihedrals—to practice on in their back
yards. Brec Heflner (no relation whatso-
ever), of Don Goldstone Pools in Southern
California, builds imitations out of fiber-
glass and concrete. While he spends most
of his time building natural-looking water-
falls, ponds and zoo exhibits, he can repro-
duce a climber’s favorite chifl face without
defacing or even disturbing the original.
He says—somewhat philosophically, we
think—**All we do to the environment is
take our impressions.” Give him a call at
213-475-0722.

FREE!

Nothing qualifies the following for
inclusion in Playboy After Hours
except the fact that it was sent by a
loyal reader who flattered us by say- .
ing that we're consistently a source
of information hard to find else-
where and that she wished to test
our limits. Indeed, this item itself
was transmitted by wire merely to
test the functioning of some equip-
ment that had just been installed in
her office. Publishing it 1s, admit-
tedly, quite a modest service but
one that we hope will satisfy the cu-
riosity of those who have always
wondered what time is worth at dif-
ferent salary levels but are too
lazy—strike that—too busy to figure
it out with an ordinary pocket calcu-
lator. These hgures arc based on a
40-hour week and a 50-week year.
Remember, you saw it here first.

IF EVERY EVERY
EMPLOYLEE MINUTE HOUR
EARNS IS WORTH 15 WORTH
$ 8000 $ .06 $ 4
12,000 10 6
16,000 13 8
20,000 16 10
30,000 25 15
40,000 33 20
50,000 41 95
75,000 62 37.50
100,000 83 50
250,000  2.08 125
500,000  4.16 250
1,000,000 833 500
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Dear Laureline,

Well, you know silly me. There I was
on the first day of April, feeling like
such a fool because I'd just remem-
bered thai April is National Home
Improvement Month.

And me without a fresh nail in my
whole house. What would I do when
friends started hammering on my
door, ready to celebrate?

It’s times like that when I wonder if I
don't try to do too much during the holi-
days. But, once I get into the season,
start hearing those wonderful April
songs, it doesn’t take long for that holi-
day spirit to take hold. Besides, who
wants to miss any of the fun?

Not me, that's for sure.

Anyway, I stopped by the hardware
store for party supplies. And I bumped
into him.

Of course I did it on purpose.

You would too if you'd seen a hunk
like this one out on his own. He was
pawing through the dog leashes, get-
ting ready for his Pets Are Wonderful
Month celebration.

Well, I could write volumes about
this one. But all I need to say is just
one word . .. his shoulders were so
broad, it looked like he was wearing
football pads.

He was Rikkard.

Our hungry eyes met, so I immedi-

ately invited him for Danish to cele-
brate Hans Christian Andersen’s
Birthday. Naturally, that gave me the
perfect excuse to run over to Emperor
Fashions for a new outfit.

“Most revealing,” Rikkard said
later.

You know how mysterious men have
always fascinated me. And Rikkard
certainly was mysterious, Like when
we were celebrating the establishment
of the United States Mint. I looked at
the happy crowd and said, “This just
proves money can't buy happiness.”

“To coin a phrase,” Rikkard said,
looking at me in that mysterious way.

Then, to celebrate Washington Irv-
ing’s Birthday, Rikkard wanted to go
horseback riding. I told him in no
uncertain terms what I think of that
kind of stuff. And he left mad, saying
he felt like the headless horseman.

He called to invite me to the Mule
Day. But I was stubborn.

Laureline, if I showed you a picture
of this guy, you'd know why we solved
our problems in time for the Mathe-
matics Education Week party. [ used
to have only a fractional interest in
math, but my enthusiasm multiplied as
Rikkard and I danced to every number.

Now don't get the idea that every-
thing in my life was totally wonderful. I
still had a date with Wilhelm for Linus

Yale’s Birthday celebration.
That’s when he told me he felt like
he'd been locked out of my heart and I
had to tell him that he just didn’t have
the right combination.

Finally, at the Joseph Lister Birth-
day party, Wilhelm and I cleanly sev-
ered our relationship. It was quite an
operation.

And that meant I didn’t feel a bit
guilty about traveling to the Lowell
Thomas Birthday celebration with
Rikkard. I was having a great time,
then Rikkard told everybody, “So long
until tomorrow.”

Again, that mysteriousness. We
wouldn’t see most of those people again
until the Commodore Perry Day party.

We left the Thomas celebration
early because Rikkard wanted to save
something for the celebration of the
United States’ First Credit Union Law.
At that party, he seemed to withdraw.
And, when he took me home, he sim-
ply deposited me on my doorstep.

Laureline, I don’t mind telling you
that I was hoping for a lot more
interest.

By the way, at the invitational lunch
for Alfred Packer Day (you wouldn't
believe the menu), I ran into Dottie.
You remember Dottie. .. she’s the one
who always buys hats two sizes too
small so she can show off her enor-



mous eyes. Anyway, Dottie was run-
ning around in circles. Max had gone to
the Southwest Kansas Square Dance
Festival. And he’d never called.

Rikkard decided that we should go
play some kind of intellectual games
back in the stacks to celebrate
National Library Week. He knew the
rules, so he kept score using the
Dewey Decimal System. I think we
both won.

And I was ready to turn somer-
saults, when Rikkard invited me to see
the man on the flying trapeze to cele-
brate W. C. Fields’ Birthday. When [
told him I didn’t know the circus was in
town, Rikkard disappeared. He said it
would be Barbershop Quartet Day
before he’d be back in tune.

Well, you know me. So you know I
wasn't about to let that keep me from
going to the Joseph Pulitzer Birthday
celebration. . . especially when I heard
about the prizes. -

When Rikkard got back, he had only
one thing on his mind ... you know
how those intellectuals think. So I gave
in and we went to the Halley's Comet
Closest to Earth Night celebration. It
didn’t look very close to me, but Rik-
kard got excited.

Then, at the Man In Space Anniver-

sary, Rikkard gave me a big com-
pliment. He said I was a real

% COOLER.
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space cadet.

Sometimes, Laureline, evenin a
month as festive as April, duty calls.
And mymodeling career started to heat
up. | got an assignment working with a

crusty old guy in a display at the Retail
Bakers of rica Convention. It was
hard work, but I kneaded the dough.

I decided to celebrate my new
wealth by riding over to the Bike
Safety Week celebration. It was some-
thing I’ll never forget. Especially
because that’s where I met Ghil. He's
Canadian, you know, so I did my part
for the Canada-United States Goodwill
Week celebration.

Yes, I can hear you asking, “What
happened to Rikkard?” Well, I knew
there was a problem on Thomas Jeffer-
son’s Birthday when he was declaring
something about his independence.
Then, on Wilbur Wright’s Birthday,
Rikkard just flew away.

Well, naturally, I was unhappy. But,
on San Jacinto Day, I won the battle by
suhljj]rendering to my feelings about

With Ghil,
April’s cele-
brations
became }
even g - \
more : A 3
magical.

(ADVERTISEMENT)
I was sure he was the one.

On Brazil Discovery Day, Ghil said I
was Amazon. | guess he was
impressed by how my National YWCA
Week workouts had filled me out.

Then, during the Guglielmo Mar-
coni Birthday celebration, Ghil tele-
graphed an unmistakable message.
Even I could figure out the code. So we
set several records after we left the
National Disc Jockey Day celebration.

Then, my world was shaken at the
Richter Scale Day party. That’s when I
met Jak. And while we were celebrat-
ing Daylight Savings Day, things
seemed to spring forward.

Well, enough about me, Laureline.
How about you and Filip? Did you take
him back to our town’s Thornton Wil-

der Birthday celebration?

Your friend,

Dawne

PSI lif ? Tjust figured out th
sn't life great? [ just figured out that

May is coming up. That’s Touring The-

ater Month, so Jak and I'll put our own
show on the road. And on Robert’s
Rules Day, we’ll make sure we do
everything in order. Then, I want to
focus on our plans for the National
Photo Week celebration.




PLAYRBOY

SP

Charles Bronson,
actor and motor-
cyclist.“Every week-
end we can, the kids
R and I pack our motor-
cycles in the pickup
cmd heczd for the Caldomza halls. We
enjoy the excitement and challenge of
off-road riding. But were also aware
of our responsibilities—to the land

and whoever else might be using it.

We stick to off-road parks and approved
trails, use the right mufflers and vide

safely That way, %

everyone can have
RIDE AWARE. SHOW YOU CARE.

a great weekend.”
MOTORCYCLE INOUSTRY COUNCIL, INC. [wc)



My first time?

“Sure, I remember when [ first saw
Playboy. It was more than a magazine.
It was part of growing up. Playboy was
sophisticated. It had style. Best of all it
was fun.

You could say that reading Playboy
every month was a way of hf(” Jor me and
SJor my friends. As the times changed,
Playboy changed with them. In facl, it
usually led everyone else.

Now, Playboy's onc step ahead again,
with The Playboy Channel nn cable TV.
Seven nighls of fun each week . with
the same special touch that makes
Playboy magazine so different from all
the rest. I guess that's wh [v I enjoy The
Playboy Channel so much

And I think you will, fgo. "’

AYBOY

Call your Iocal cable operator

. for details. It's all you ever
T Ay— thought it would be..
and more!
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Introducing Pierges |
Dashingly Suave, Wy
Yet Disarmingly Chafming® ¢ /&
Cuervo Gold Margaritag,
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uervo

Mix with Cuervo tequila.

It's important to handle even the basic necessities with
style. The margarita, for instance. Pierce Brosnan makes

his with 1'/2-0z. Cuervo Gold tequila, 1-oz. Triple Sec, 1-o0z.
fresh lime juice, and shaved (never crudely crushed) ice.
Shake vigorously, but not so vigorously as to rumple your
shirt. And always use Cuervo Gold, for the uniquely smooth

aste of th mium tequila. . .
aste ot Bepremium 164" Rethink yourdrink.




MOVIES

By BRUCE WILLIAMSON

TWO FREE-SPIRITED, passionate young people
on an lwalian holiday with their elders
start to strain against the ties that bind
them to strait-laced Edwardian England
in A Room with a View (Cinecom). Based on
a classic novel written in 1908 by E. M.
Forster, this impeccable adaptation by
Ruth Prawer Jhabvala fits more snugly
onto film than Forster's complex and
sprawling A Passage to India, which carried
ofl many of the top movie awards for 1984.
Similarly starchy on the surface, Room is
a sunny, stylish and delectable comic
romance—about as close to perfection as
such a literary bonbon can ever hope to
be. As the distraught Miss Honeychurch,
torn between the impulsive young swain
(Julian Sands) who pursues her in Flor-
ence and the twit (Daniel Day Lewis) to
whom she becomes engaged back home in
Surrey, Helena Bonham Carter is a dimin-
utive dream girl, revealing a startling lack
of inhibition when she sits down to play
Beethoven. Matchless Maggic Smith sets
the tone as the heroine’s skittish chaper-
one, and Denholm Elliott offers his usual
brilliant counterpoint as the hero’s gently
eccentric father,

Quaint, bookish titles link some epi-
sodes of the film (“Lying to George™ and
“Lying to Cecil™ are chapter heads lifted
straight from Forster), but that risky
device cleverly embellishes the humor
here. Producer Ismail Merchant and
director James Ivory, a team long associ-
ated with elegant period picces, have sel-
dom turned their talents to one as airy and
zestful. Enhanced by exquisite photog-
raphy, plus such fillips as a funny, exu-
berant swimming-pond sequence with
enough male nudity to make a proper
maiden blush, Room with a View seems to
get everything placed—and paced—just
right, ¥Y¥¥¥

°

An ahtogether different breed of British
comedy, and already a runaway hit in
Blighty, My Beautiful Laundrette (Orion
Classics) compounds interest as a show-
casc for the versatility of Daniel Day
Lewis. An upper-U nerd in A Room with
a View, he's scarcely recognizable as
Johnny, a homosexual London punk with
two-tone hair, a fair for trendy interior
design and a passing resemblance to
Montgomery Clift. ‘Together with a Paki-
stani school chum named Omar (Gordon
Warnecke), whose uncle has made him
manager of a coin-wash dump in the
slums, Johnny transforms the failing busi-
ness into a neon-lit neighborhood land-
mark, The lads sdll take in laundry but
call the joint Powders. Their gay romanc-
ing is wrcated prety matter-of-factly by
director Stephen Frears and screenplay
author Hanif Kureishi, a London-born

Sands, Carter enjoying the View.

More—and better—
filmed Forster; Bryan
and Brian hot in F/X.

writer of Pakistani descent. Much of the
comedy dwells on the Anglicization of
Omar, his uncle, aunts, cousins, his father,
who clings to Old World ways, and his
uncle’s English mistress (Shirley Anne
Field), who suffers the ill effects of some
alien mumbo jumbo conjured up for con-
cubines. Laundreite is diffuse, more a pas-
tiche than a coherent narrative, but
inspired by a unique and generous sen-
sibility. It’s a scrawly, funny wvalen-
tine to inner-city life, edged with exotic
filigree. ¥¥¥
3

Every movie scason needs a nice electric
shock before things really scem to get roll-
ing. Last year, we had Wilness. So far this
year, FIX (Orion) 1s the knock-your-socks-
off thriller the competition will have to
beat. In moviemakers’ jargon, F/X means
special effects, and director Robert Man-
del drops a load of cunning filmlore
between the witty, wiseass lines of a
screenplay by Robert T, Megginson and
Gregory  Fleeman.  Australian  Bryan
Brown, with a breakthrough role to back
his previous bids for stardom in Breaker
Morant and TV’s The Thorn Burds, plays
Rollie Tyler, a special-eflects wizard
recruited by some Justice Department
plotters (CLff DeYoung and Mason
Adams) who want him to fake the public
assassination of a Mafa chieftain (Jerry
Orbach) about to turn state’s witness. For
a while, Rollie wants none of it; he's hay-
ing too good a ume dreaming up mon-
strous moments for such box-office epics as

Vermin from Venus and I Dismember Mama.
But he takes the job and soon finds himself
so ensnared that he may be a murderer, in
fact, and knows damned well he's at the
top of somebody's hit list. To match
Brown’s gritty performance as a resource-
ful but inexperienced rigger of illusions
suddenly thrust into a world where peo-
ple shoot real bullets, there is Brian
Dennehy—in top form, as always—
playing the rule-bending New York detec-
tive who can smell a rat a mile away.
Secing how a crackerjack suspense drama
1s put together by movie magic and getting
an adrenaline rush at the same time more
than compensate for a few muddled or
loosely wired twists in the screenplay. F/X
delivers high-gear excitement from start to
fimish. ¥¥¥%
®

Try to overlook the soap-opera sudsi-
ness of Just Between Friends (Orion), by
writer-director Allan Burns, a cocreator of
TV’s Mary Tyler Moore Show. Burns obvi-
ously knows that one crucial step in
launching an emotionally supercharged
“woman’s picture” is to hire the right
women. Mary Tyler Moore and Christine
Lahti fill the bill and then some, respec-
tively cast as a contented California home-
maker and an ambitious TV newscaster.
The women, who meet at exercise class,
discover that they have far too much in
common: The happy matron’s husband
{Ted Danson) is also the career woman's
lover. The philanderer’s untimely death
and the intervention of a fond murtual
friend (Sam Waterston) are among the
plot contrivances that force a confronta-
tion as incvitable as the fight scenes in
Rocky IV. The civilized female combatants
of Friends eschew violence, of course,
though Moore’s nervous vulnerability and
Lahti’s easygoing warmth evolve mto a
love-hate match worth close attention.
Danson and Waterston, along with
assorted kids and bystanders, perform
admirably on the side lines. But the
women walk away with this one, boosting
their stock on the star charts. ¥¥¥

®

Australian-born cinematographer John
(Witness) Scale provides an eye-filling
backdrop of Sierra Club scenery for The
Hitcher (Tri-Star), all about a murderous
psychopath who chooses an innocent
young California motorist as his execu-
tioner. “'l want you to stop me,” growls
Rutger Hauer in a tour de force of leering
evil that just about cinches his claim to
the title of moviedom’s nastiest villain.
C. Thomas Howell plays the hapless
driver who picks up the hitchhiker and
lives to regret it. While the body count
rises. Hauer commandeers a series of
expendable cars, vans and trucks, at one
point lashing a roadhouse waitress { Jenni-
fer Jason Leigh) between two vehicles to

be torn limb from limb. Need I add that

17
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The Hitcher is not a pretty picture, though
the shouting-and-stomping devotees of
mindless violence are more than likely to
lap it up? Director Robert Harmon and
writer Eric Red scem to have studied
Steven Spielberg’s classic TV movie of
Richard Matheson’s suspenseful pLavBOY
story Duel—they can simulate havoc on
the highway, cranking up maximum ten-
sion with minimal explicit gore. Unfor-
tunately, they pay little heed to the
fundamental rules of logic or motivation,
so what results is a repellent but skillful
little shocker squandering top-drawer tal-
ent on dirt-cheap thrills. ¥¥%
L ]

Italy’s movie maestro Federico Fellini
calls his Ginger and Fred (MGM/UA) “an
affectionate critique” rather than an
attack on the television age. He probably
means what he says, for there is an abun-
dance of underlying tenderness in his rau-
cous but trenchant ode to lost innocence,
focused on a once-famous team of old
music-hall hoofers who borrowed their
professional names from Rogers and
Astaire. After decades apart, they meet
again to take part in a Christmas TV spec-
tacular. In the interim, she has been pre-
occupied with a family business and he
has become a mental wreck. But when
Giulietta Masina (Signora Fellini) and
Marcello Mastroianni  finally take the
floor to up-tap through tinkling-piano
tributes to Top Hat and The Continental,
it’s clear Fellini bears no ill will. The TV
world he depicts is a typical Felliniesque
Roman circus with freakish attractions,
among them movie-star look-alikes, a
troupe of dancing midgets, a convicted
mafioso, a feeble retired admiral and a
medium who records voices from the
beyond. The wvulgarity of contemporary
mass culture is heavily italicized at
times—a style summed up in one striking
image of a billboard proclaiming rravian
eLEGANCE directly behind a minimountain
of gleaming-plastic garbage bags. With
virtuoso talents like Masina and
Mastroianni to deliver it, this Fellini greet-
ing to the good old days has heart, soul
and wistful humor. ¥¥¥

°

The five women who take stage center in
Stripper (Fox) are foxy when they're down
to their G strings but generally sad when
they face the camera, one by one, to talk
about loneliness, their unhappy child-
hoods or their bad times with men. It
seems almost mockery, afterward, to
watch them swivel to the tune of Girls fust
Want to Have Fun. Siill, producer Jerome
Gary, one of the creators of the body-
building documentary Pumping Iron, also
emphasizes the resilience, humor and
instinct for survival that often smack of
heroism. Ostensibly an account of what
happens to some top contenders preparing
to enter the First Annual Strippers Con-
vention at the Sahara Hotel in Las Vegas

Ginger (Giulietta) and Fred (Marcello).

A toe-tapping tribute,
a haunted Jaguar and a
mindlessly macho Eagle.

in 1983, Stripper has the phony ring of a
nonevent. Still, the will to win is unmis-
takably real in this sympathetic group por-
trait of uninhibited ecdysiasts. ¥¥¥

[ ]

Award a few points for sheer pluck and
originality to Dark of the Night (Castle
Hill), an OK thriller from New Zealand in
which the key character is a haunted vin-
tage Jaguar 2.4. The original owner was
murdered; the new owner 1s an earnest
young career girl (Heather Bolton) whose
long, spooky drives by night along
deserted highways are unnerving, to say
the least. Producer-director Gayvlene Pres-
ton often plays unfair tricks on the audi-
ence in order to sustain suspense. Yet all,
or nearly all, is forgiven when things start

Jumping in the Jag. ¥¥

[ ]

It would be futile to spell out the pre-
posterous details of the postpubescent
macho fantasy lron Eagle (Tri-Star). Young
moviegoers  imbued  with  demolition
dreams a la Rambo have alreadv made
Eagle a highflier at the box office. In brief,
a precocious Air Force brat (Jason Ged-
rick) joins forces with an ace senior pilot
(Louis Gossett, Jr.) to steal two F-16 fight-
ers and rescue the boy’s dad from one of
those troublesome Middle Eastern coun-
tries, which they effectively destroy. The
dialog includes sncering references to for-
mer President Carter as that “peanut,” a
shell of a man compared with the current
Oval Office occupant, whose name is
proudly pronounced *“Ray-gun.” The pop-
ularity of such jingoist give-"em-hell
movies ought to make intelligent adults
worry. ¥

MOVIE SCORE CARD

capsule close-ups of curvent films
by bruce williamson

The Best of Times Mild amateur football
fun, with Robin Williams and Kurt
Russell scoring. ¥y
Brazil Future shock on a grand scale,
according to Terry Gilliam. Yyyy
The Clan of the Cave Bear Early man and
a woman named Daryl. ¥y
The Color Purple Whoopi Goldberg is
fine, though Spielberg has sugared the
soul of Alice Walker's novel. ¥y
Dark of the Night (See review) The case
of the haunted Jag. Eerie. ¥y
Desert Hearts On the road to Reno, girl
meets girl. ¥y
Down and Out in Beverly Hills Dreviuss,
Nolte and Midler good for laughs. ¥¥¥
Dream Lover Zzzz7z. ¥
Fool for Love Shepard and Basinger siz-
zle as hot-and-bothered siblings. ¥¥¥'2
FIX (See review) Hypnotic thriller en-
hanced by 100l movie tricks. ¥,
Ginger and Fred (See review) “TV or not
TV?"” is Fellini's impish question. ¥¥¥
Honnoh and Her Sisters Love, mar-
riage and Woody in a make-mine-
Manhattan comedy, probably Allen’s
best. ¥y
The Hitcher (See review) Nasty as sin but
deftly done—with Rutger Hauer. ¥¥'%%
Iron Eagle (Sce review) Shades of
Rambo, for junior birdmen. ¥
Just Between Friends (See review) Wife
us. mistress over one dead body.  ¥¥¥
Lady Jone Tudor England’s young
queen loses her heart, head and
crown. y¥y
My Beautiful Loundrette (See review) All
washed up and, oh, so gay in down-at-

the-heels London. ¥y
92 Weeks Basinger again, with Mickey
Rourke on an erotic odyssey. ¥y

The Official Story Argentine political
drama, movingly played by Norma
Aleandro, a must-see actress. ¥YYY
Out of Africa Mostly Meryl, ably abet-
ted by Klaus Maria Brandauer, while
Redford shows off safan garb. ¥y
Pretty in Pink The great prom crisis and
how it grew. Whew! ¥
Ran King Lear out of Kurosawa. Y¥¥¥
A Room with a View (Sce review) Clas-
sic romantic comedy—as elegant and
English as high tea. yYyy
Runaway Train Jon Voight, Eric Roberts
in a mile-a-minute escape drama. ¥¥¥
Stripper (See review) Women in G

strings show and tell in Vegas. ¥y
Turtle Diary Glenda Jackson, Ben Kings-
ley plot to save the reptiles. ¥y

Wildcats On and off the gridiron, solid
Goldie. ¥¥,

¥¥¥¥ Don’t miss
¥¥Y¥ Good show

¥¥ Worth a look
¥ Forget it
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Over the years, Pioneer has built a
reputation for building quality car stereos. So
what does it take to make the Sparkomatic
SR-315 car stereo as good as Pioneer’s top-of-
the-line, KE-A880?

First, you have to cut Sparkomatic’s
power from 30 watts down to Pioneer’s 20
watts* And in the process cut Sparkomatic’s
full, rich sound by one-third.

Then, you have to remove our highly
intelligent brain. This microprocessor does a
lot of the work you used to do. So you can

keep your mind where it belongs. On the road.
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Next, remove our Tape Scan and
Blank Skip. Two features that let you spend
less time playing with your car stereo and
more time listening to your music.

Unfortunately, Repeat also has to
be eliminated. That's the feature that lets you
listen to any selection you want for as long
as you want. -

You'll also take out our Dolby C and
our Dynamic Noise Reduction System. Those
two systems help eliminate unwanted noise.
So all you're left with is what you really want.
Clean, clear music.
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Finally, you'll have to drop our 3-
band equalizer that lets you hear the music the
way it was meant to be heard. With all the
highs and lows.

The choice is yours. Pay more* for
Pioneer’s top-of-the-line car stereo and get
many of the features you'd like.

Or pay less for Sparkomatic’s SR-315
and get all of them.

For a free brochure and the name of THE MOST MUSIC YOU CAN FIT IN A CAR™
your nearest Sparkomatic dealer, write to
Sparkomatic Corporation, Milford, PA 18337 *Pioneer is a registered trademark. Ad hoc power ralings are through 2 speakers into 4
Or call 1-800-233-8837 (in PA, 1-800-592-8891). i i et e i et K
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roseRT LupLUM addicts, the fix is in. Jason
Bourne is back in The Bourne Supremacy
{Random House), and the assassin is
pulled into service to stop nothing less
than the destruction of the Far East. Those
of you who read Ludlum (are there any of
vou out there who don’t?) will know we'’re
not exaggerating. This time out, Bourne
{ak.a. David Webb) is yanked from his
academic duties at a Maine college and is
recruited to find and kill the high-ranking
Chinese official who is really the son of a
Hong Kong gangster and who sceks to
return China to its dynastic glorv. But the
real fun of any Ludlum book is the cast of
characters and the practical information
you absorb along the way. For instance,
here we learn all the things a $500,000
bribe will buy in Hong Kong and what it’s
like wandering around Beijing without pa-
pers, and we take an extended swim in the
murky waters where diplomacy and espio-
nage spill into each other. Junior assassins
will pick up some keen techniques (be sure
to get that windpipe il you want throat
slicing to be soundless) and fun axioms
(*“Rest is a weapon”). Supremacy is better
than any TV miniseries; it has fewer com-
mercials and is the sort of story yvou can't
wait to get back to.
.

It was 1960, and Jack Goeken and some
fricnds in the Illinois town of Joliet had
just acquired the General Electric fran-
chise lor two-way radios in Springficld, the
state capital. They could sell the radios to
truckers moving between Chicago and St.
Louis and, by building a few microwave
towers along the route, they could also
extend the range of communication,
AT&T came down on this notion like a ton
of bricks. For more than 20 years, it fought
Jack and his company—he called it MCI,
for Microwave Communications, Inc.—
with all the cunning onc might expect
from the world’s biggest monopoly. On the
Line {Warner), by Larry Kahaner, is the
story of the decline and defeat of AT&T
and the corresponding rise and victory of
MCI. An American business saga that
leaves no dragon-slayer cliché untried, the
book tells the story through MCI eyes.

.

In William F. Buckley, Jr.s, newest
Blackford Oakes novel, High Jinx (Double-
day), the time is 1954, There’s a power
struggle in the Kremlin (Lavrenti Beria,
the head of the K.G.B., is threatening to
turn the temperature up on the Cold
War); an attempted coup of liberation in
Albania is co-opted; there’s a spy in
England who's supplying Russia with
uncoded [ree-world secret communiqués.
Clearly a job for Blacklord Oakes. But this
time around, Buckley’s hero seems a little
too pat, a little tired: Even his larger-than-
legend credulity is a little strained. High

Ludlum’s Jason Bourne is at it again.

Ludlum goes to the Far East,
Buckley goes to Russia and Pete
Dexter goes West.

Jinx will satisly only Buckley fanatics; it
will merely suffice for the rest of us.
.

More has been done to discourage read-
ers ol long narrative poems than we have
time to waste reiterating. Those of us who
have suffered through Edmund Spenser
know. However, Vikram Seth's The Golden
Gote (Random House) is an unqualified
delight—surprising in that it’s 307 pages
of feminine-rhymed tetrameter. The sub-
ject is contemporary Cahforma lile and
lust, told with wit, restraint and ntelli-
gence. Ask to sec this poctic license.

.

In 1984, rravsoy published Lawrence
Block’s short story By the Dawn’s Early
Light, featuring Block’s boozy ex-cop hero
Matthew Scudder. It won an Edgar award
from the Mystery Writers of America. Do
voursell” a favor and read the full-length
When the Sacred Ginmill Closes (Arbor
House). Block intertwines plots about bar-
room robberies, infidelity, murder and
revenge in a style that rates with the best.

L ]

It may take place on the outskirts of civ-
ilization, in the Dakota Territories of the
late 1800s, and it may be teeming with
gunslingers and outlaws and scoundrels
and boomtown whores, but Pete Dexter's
fine new novel, Deadweod (Random
House), is a Western in roughly the same
way that Meby Dick is a fishing story. Sure,
the cast of characters includes such
authentic [rontier legends as Wild Bill
Hickok and Calamity Jane; and, sure, the

“large events™ ol the story are real (as the
author declares in a prelatory note); but
from there, Dexter makes a breath-taking
leap of imagination straight past the dry
grit of history. This tale, as he spins it,
puts you inside the raw, bloody world of
Deadwood during the gold rush, right up
close to the people who made the West
wild. This is the kind of writing, no matter
when and where the story’s set, thar makes
reading a thrll.
.

Dick Francis novels are a lot like the
horse races he describes—different horses
going around the same track. In Breok In
(Putnam), jockey Kit Fielding does some
sleuthing to discover who is harassing his
sister and brother-in-law and, in the proc-
ess, uncovers much deeper evils. There's
not terribly much new here in the way of
plot, but no matter, for—as alwavs—the
ride on which Francis takes us is thrilling.

.

We've liked reading Larry L. King's
stufl for a long time, in our own pages and
wherever else we find it. His tome The Old
Man and Lesser Mortals should be on your
must-read list. His latest book, None but a
Blockhead: On Being o Writer (Viking), is
going to entertain you. It's about the peril-
ous life of a free-lancer who does some
teaching on the side. The results are funny
and smart. Go get it.

.

Jake Gulliver is a soldier who becomes a
speed-freak spook, working for the CIA as
a contract hit man in Vietnam. They call
him Sandman, the one who comes at
night, and his talent with knife and gun is
chillingly depicted in Embassy House (Ban-
tam), by former Vietnam correspondent
Nicholas Proffitt. Our old friends sex and
violence mingle with history and politics
in a ycasty brew to produce one of the
bleakest and strongest ol all Vietnam nov-
els, with a gallery of truly nasty swine—
some of them too lifelike for comfort.

BOOK BAG

Travel Heolthy (Avon), bv Harold Silver-
man: This guide for the traveling
hypochondriac includes everything he/she
should know about sunburn, lrosthite,
insect  bites, motion sickness, jet lag,
plague, cholera and athlete's foot, plus a
guide to foreign names for U.S. drugs.

Woody Allen: His Films and Career (Clita-
del), by Douglas Brode: Full of photos.
Brode's coltee-table volume casts new light
on Woody's ideas and movies. We recom-
mend it

Whites (Knopf), by Norman Rush: If
you want to know about the people behind
the politics in one of the hottest sections ol
the world, read this collection of six stor-
ies. Rush lived in Botswana for five years
and knows whereol he writes.
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RECORD PRODUCTION is a science, an art
form or hackwork, depending on who 1s
doing the producing. Prince created an ag-
gressive fusion of rock and funk that has
been influencing pop music for several
years. But on his new album, Parade (Pais-
ley Park), producer Prince abandons that
sound. In its place is a melodic R&B style
on several songs (Girls and Boys, Kiss, U
Need Another Lover), the collages of
Around the World in a Day (Christopher
Tracy's Parade, Do U Lie?) and some plain
old piano ballads (Sometimes It Snows in
April and the instrumental Venus De Milo).
Perhaps because many of the songs were
conceived for the sound track of Prince’s
directorial debut, Under a Cherry Moon,
this album, despite the differing styles, has
a remarkable coherence. Rock fans may be
disappointed (there is nary a guitar solo to
be heard), but those attracted to Prince’s
adventurousness should be very pleased.

Jermaine Jackson’s mostly Michael
Omartian—produced  Precicus  Moments
(Arista) sulfers from tasteless overproduc-
tion. Every acre of this record’s
soundscape is flooded with unnecessary
noise, drowning Jermaine’s light tenor in
the deluge. This record is a classic case of
producer insensitivity to singer and song.
But for Janet Jackson, her Jimmy Jam
Terry Lewis—produced album, Control
(A&M), is, well, a victory. No more Miss
Sweet Thing for Janet. On Control, Nasty
and the superb dance track What Have You
Done for Me Lately?, Janet is sexy and
assertive. It may not sell as many copies as
Thriller, but Jam and Lewis have created
one ultracommercial record.

Meli’'sa Morgan’s Do Me Baby (Capitol)
is produced primarily by Morgan and her
songwriting partner, Lessette Wilson,
making it one of the rare albums over
which women have been given great cre-
ative control. But the strongest song here is
a remake of Prince’s Do Me Baby, pro-
duced by Paul Laurence, the man who
wrote Freddie Jackson's Rock Me Tonight.

CHARLES M. YOUNG

Combining the defiance of Muammar
el-Qaddafi with the personal charm of
Phyllis Schlafly, John Lydon is probably
the most irritating musician on a major
label. He can also be rewarding, particu-
larly on the rare occasions when he has
made an effort to be accessible. With the
aid of producer Bill Laswell and some fine
studio musicians, he has made the eflort
with Pil’s Album Cassette (Elcktra)—on
cassette—which is his ost accessible
work since the Sex Pistols. Typically, he
seems embarrassed, distancing  himself
with generic packaging, but there is much
here that should be pleasing to any ear

Charming R&B.

What have the
Jacksons done for
you lately?

attached to an open mind: identifiable
riffs, haunting synthesizers, two or three
terrific guitar solos, ace percussion (the
unretired Ginger Baker and Tony Wil-
liams) and 1maginative arrangements.
Lydon’s voice and lyrics remain strictly
take it or leave it. A moralist when con-
demning friends he feels have betrayed
him, a nihilist when condemning the rest
of the world, he seems to sing in a slightly
higher register as he ages, giving his voice
a whiny edge, as if he had second-degree
sunburn and someone were whacking him
on the back. God, is it irritating and
believable when he tells you, “Better days
will never be.”

When I'm in the mood to think that bet-
ter days just have to be, I listen to the Del-
Lords, who sing about joy, love, griel,
hope, not succumbing to poverty, ideals,
rock 'n’ roll and other stufl that, when you
get down to it, matters. By enlisting pro-
ducer Neil Geraldo (husband/guitarist of
Pat Benatar), the D.-L.s have made it mat-
ter even more on Johnny Comes Marching
Home (EMI America), with some heavy-
weight punch in the plastic, sorely missing
on their first album. Their sound is as tra-
ditional as their values—two chiming
guitars over bass and drums—Dbut Scott
Kempner's songwriting and the rest of the
band’s execution are out there on the cut-
ting edge of quality. Unless you're some
kind of geek nihilist, like John Lydon, I
guarantee this album will make you
happy. especially the three songs with
Love in the title and Heaven, the greatest

paean to positive thinking since Norman
Vincent Peale. Johnny is—no irony—my
favorite album of the year so far.

ROBERT CHRISTGAU

No album since the Sex Pistols’ debut
has been as wildly hailed in England as
the Jesus and Mary Chain's Psychocandy
(Warner), and big deal. If we're lucky, vou
figure, we'll get a Culture Club or a Joy
Division; if not, a Smiths or a Duran
Duran. Well, we were lucky times four,
because what we got was the good parts
and only the good parts of Culture Club
and Joy Division in one package. Without
a hint of moony servility or doomy bull-
shit, this album is lyrical and powerful all
at once. These 14 songs—all great tunes
and rough edges, murmured superhooks
and jet-propelled feedback—are what
countless neopsychedelic bands have been
hearing in their subconscious and are too
addled or nostalgic to make real. If we're
really lucky, the radio czars will nouce
how catchy Just Like Honey is and play the
hell out of it. Another Sex Pistols flop
America doesn’t need.

The problem with guitar virtuosos 1s
that most of them wouldn’t know a good
musical concept if they tripped over it,
which happens just often enough to keep
everyone confused. The exception who
proves not a damn thing is Jimi Hendrix,
the finest guitarist in any idiom ever.
Although he comes close sometimes, Texas
roadhouse master Stevie Ray Vaughan
ain’t Hendrix, and the great album he has
in him, fimi Boogies, keeps getting ruined
by installments of Stevie Ray Shows Off.
The second side of Soul to Soul {Epic) boog-
ies along just finc until Vaughan elects to
close with a soulful slow one that gets
going only with a Hendrix coda. Its prede-
cessor, Couldn’t Stand the Weather, moves
more consistently; but it might serve the
guitarist right if instead you picked up on
Lonnie Mack’s Strike Like Lightning (Alliga-
tor). Vaughan produced it and plays all
over it, and Mack needs the royalties more
than /e does.

DAVE MARSH

Since the early Seventies, L.A. has
seemed one of the least interesting pop-
music centers on the planet, a citadel of
big, bland acts from the Eagles and Linda
Ronstadt to Toto and Stevie Nicks, All the
action has been on the aty's fringe-rock
scene, where singers and memorable melo-
dies were as rare as platinum, in obvious
reaction to the big stars.

Now the fringes and the mainstream are
beginning to converge. The latest good
example is the Bangles’ Different Light
{Columbia), the second album by an all-



FAST TRACKS

FIRST WE'LL AID THEM, THEN WE'LL EAT THEM DEPARTMENT: First there was Band Aid, then Live
Aid, then Farm Aid, the upcoming Indian Aid and now—are you ready?—Oyster Aid. Yup,
the oyster harvesters and shuckers in the Florida Panhandle are in trouble. Local radio
stations have been playing a song about the damage done to the oyster industry by humcanes
Elena and Kate, and local musicians put on a benefit concert. Aid on the half shell.

SIGNS OF CREEPING MIDDLE AGE: Night Rang-
er's manager, Bruce Cohn, put together
an invitational golf classic to publicize
hits Northern California winery. Rock-
ers from Night Ranger, Starship, Journey
and Huey Lewis' News showed up. Even
though they swung for charity, it’s stll
golf.

REELING AND ROCKING: Sound-track
mania will not slow down this year.
Half a dozen sound-track albums went
gold or platmum in 1985, and nearly
two dozen have already been an-
nounced for this vear. Among them:
Prince’s Parade: Under the Cherry Moon,
Talking Heads’ True Stories, Laurie Ander-
son’s Stale of the Union, Sly Stallone's
Ouver the Top, Billy Crystal's Running
Scared and David Bowie's and Sade’s
music for Absolute Beginners. We sec
this trend as just beginning to hit its
stride. . . . Stevie Ray Vaughan wrote
some music lor the next Ron Howard
movie, Gung Ho.

NEWSBREAKS: Accordimg to Midge Ure,
Band Aid will emphasize sports this
vear, organizing an international sport-
ing competition similar to the Qlym-
pics bur without the nationalism. Ure
says, “There’s got to be an element of
entertainment rather than one country
battling against another.” He thinks
there are a lot of people who aren't
interested in music who would watch a
live sporting event and make a dona-
tion. . . . Look next fall for the home
video Women in Rock, which will include
interviews and footage of the likes of
Janis Joplin, Maric McKee, Jackie DeShan-
non and Kim Comes. . . . The big July
Fourth concert in New York to mark
the closing of the Statue of Liberty cen-
tennial observance will feature Ole Blue
Eyes, with Lionel Richie, Kenny Rogers and
Willie Nelson. . . . Morown is going to
try 1o vevive Smokey Robinson's varicty
show of last summer as a syndicated

weekly series. . . . Now that Charlie
Daniels has had a role in a PBS movie,
can Hollywood be far behind? .

When the Chinese canceled a nation-
wide TV broadcast of Live Aid, they
decided to offer the masses a “more
flawless program.” What was it? An
hourlong documentary on China's
industrialization. . . . Organizers David
Wheeler and Beb George are raising
money for what they hope will be a
rock-"n’-roll version of the Library of
Congress. Noting that there is now no
place to which a record collector can
will his music library, they launched a
tund drive with a benefit in New York.
They envision the archive as a resource
for both scholars and fans. . . . In spite
ol personal problems, 1985 was a very
good year for The Grateful Dead. The
band was the fourth-biggest concert
attraction, behind Bruce Springsteen,
Prince and Phil Cellins. Trying to explain
the Dead’s staying power, drummer Bill
Kreutzmann says, “We just came up
with something and played it real loud
for long periods of tme.” . . . Randy
Meisner and Bernie Leadon have teamed
up with Billy Swen and Bread's Jimmy
Griffin. They are calling themselves
Black Tie and arc working on an album.
We wonder il this will be the kiss of
death o any possible Eogles reunion
this year. . . . Jan Hammer wrote and
performed the score lor the ABC movie
Charley Hannah, but he'd really like to
move on to the big screen. :
Quincy Jones is collaborating with direc-
tor Mike Nichols on a Broadway musical.
No details yet. . . . Helen Reddy is work-
ing on a sclf-defense video. . . . Michael
Jackson will have carned back his
$47,000,000 investment in the A T.V.
music catalog in ten vears, even if he
doesn’t merchandise it. He gets paid
every time one of the songs is used, and
251 of the songs were written by the
Beatles. —BARBARA NELLIS

female quartet that is to the Go-Go's what
the Byrds were to Paul Revere and the
Raiders: a serious improvement. Their
harmonics are sometimes as Aufly as the
Mamas and Papas’, but their best num-
bers are pretty but tough. The opener,
Manic Monday, is the perfect sequel to Fri-
day on My Mind, two decades late,

Like the Bangles, the Rave-Ups have
started their career on an independent
label but probably won't remain there for
long. Town and Country (Fun Stufl, P.O.
Box 814, Beverly Hills, California 90213)
is far too good lor that. Radio, Positively
Lost Me and Class Tramp do what cow-
punk acts such as the Long Ryders only
dream about, combining country precision
with hard-rock energy. This may be the
best independent debut since Jason and
the Scorchers’, two years back.

On the fringe itself, the action has long
been in San Pedro, with the Minutemen.
Whether or not this minimalist/socialist
trio can continue in the wake of the death
of guitarist/singer . Boon is another
question. But if it’s a finale, 3 Way Tie for
Last (SST, P.O. Box One, Lawndale, Cali-
fornia 90260) 1s a shinming one. Anything
but commercial or melodic and with har-
monies that are rarely harmonic, the mu-
sic here is nonetheless stunning and
powerful, particularly The Price of Para-
dise, the sternest Vietnam-veteran song
anvone has written, and Just Another Sol-
dier, which expresses many of the same
sentiments about casualties in Grenada
and Betrut. The Minutemen prove their
roots—and fealty—with a cover of John
Fogerty's Have You Ever Seen the Ran?
that makes that song’s apocalyptic vision
even clearer than the original. And none of
them will have a guest shot on Miami Vice.

VIC GARBARINI

Charlie Sexton (MCA): Heard Bowie.
Heard Bruce. Plaved with Keith, Seven-
teen. Shows promise,

Sweet Dreams/sound track (MCA):
Ak.a. Patsy Cline’s greatest hits. Makes
you wish Linda Ronstadt had taken up the
fallen standard here where she knew the
territory.

James Newton / The Music of Duke Ellington
& Billy Strayhorn (Blue Note): Flautist New-
ton, a jazz ncoclassicist, successfully
evokes the warmth and elegance ol the
masters.

Beat Rodeo/ Staying out Late with Beat
Rodeo (1.R.5.): A cut above vour garden-
variety LA, psycho-billies but leaves no
lasting impression.

Baltimora / Tarzan Boy (EMI): Silly but
mvigorating U.K./Euro-pop secms almost
life affirming compared with the usual
English droog-"n’-despair rock.

Sonny Rollins/The Solo Album (Mile-
stone): Long-awaited live solo eflort by sax
giant doesn’t exactly disappoint but is still
one dimension removed from being there.
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PITCHER
AWARD -

Consort Grooming Gear gives men's hair the control it needs to look
its best. The Consort Control Pitcher Award will be awarded to the
National and American League starting pitchers who are rated as
having the best control in their pitching performances throughout the
season. The highest-rated pitcher in each league at season-end wins
the Consort Control Pitcher Award.

THE CONSORT CONTROL RATING SYSTEM
The Consort Control Rating System is the result of a unique formula
developed by The Sporting News ' in conjunction with the baseball
falés at Consort. It takes into account:
e Strike-outs per inning ® Walks per inning
e Hits allowed perinning  ® Earmmed Run Average
Statlstlcsmeach ofﬁuesefwrcategoneswnl]bearveragedtlrough
out the season for all starting pitchers in their respective leagues,
resulting in overall league standards. Individual pitchers’ statistics
will be compared against these league standards to compute their
Consort Control Rating.*

CHICAGO CUB DENNIS ECKERSLEY—A GOOD EXAMPLE
Toillustrate how the Consort Control rating system works, let’s take
alook at the statistics of Chicago Cubs pitcher Dennis Ed-:ersley and
how they rated against the National League in the 1985 season.

1985 Averages for % Abcw:
National League Dennis Category
Category Starting Pitchers** Edwrsley‘ Stama:d" Rating**
Strike-outs/inning 0.610 0.692 ~+ 13 113
Walks/inning 0.316 0.112 + 182 282
Hits allowed/inning 0.916 087 + .7 W9
Earned Run Average 3.24 3.08 + 5 105

CONSORT CONTROL RATING: 152
By averaging Dennis’ four category ratings, we determine his
Consort Control Rating— an impressive 152. A Consort Control
Rating of 100 is equal to the league standard for startingpitchers;
120 would be 20% above average; 80 would be 20% below average,
etc. League standards and individual Consort Control Ratings will
be calculated throughout the season.

“T‘Ltchem must have pitched a minimum of 162 innings at season-end to qualify for award.

led figures.
1chlltcn:d trademark of THE SPORTING NEWS Publishing Co.

WIIIA‘I‘!TI"I’O'I‘II!I’“II.I.-S‘I‘ARGMI!.

Send in the entry form below and you and a friend could find your-

selves at the All-Star game in Houston, Texas on July 15, 1986.

Over 100 other prizes to be awarded!

® Second prize (1). Commodore® SX64 Home Computer, approx-
imate retail value $1,035.

 Third prize (1). RCA® VCR, approximate retail value $750.

® Fourth prize (6). “The Sporting News First Hundred Years” Sports
Books, approximate retail value $25.

¢ Fifth %e (100). Consort® Grooming Gear Kits, approximate

SWEEPSTAKES

ENTRY BLANK

Fillin and send
by May 31, 1986:

Name R Imo— - . - / I
e~ b e A o = 2 |

Sy . olate Zip

Send fo: Consort Control Pitcher Sweepstakes
PO. Box 1487
Melrose Park. IL 60160

SWEEPSTAKES RULES
M0 PURCHASE MECESSART,
Send i completed enbry Toem, of manl & E;S card with ypour name, address and np code fo
6[

- GROOMING GEAR
FOR REAL GUYS. |

rFand trip 1 Houslee, Tewss




SPORTS

A s one who has been unable to decide
between the investment firms of
Arnold Palmer and Tom Watson on televi-
sion, | was understandably excited when a
big professional goll tournament came to
my country club. I dashed right out to the
club, of course. not only to pick up some
portfolio advice but to see the famous golfers
in their own flesh and checkered cottons.

The hirst shock came when I was forced
to park on a plavground five miles away,
ride a shuttle bus and then buy a badge
Just o get into my own country club. The
badge cost $5500. but the money was for
charity, somebody said.

The club certainly looked diflerent. A
lot of huge trucks and mobile homes were
sitting around, circus tents had been put
up and a good many wives of members [
know were wearing the same bonnets,
vests and polka-dot skirts and were jump-
ing in and out of white Pontiacs.

“Hi, Mildred.” I said to one of the
wives. “Where's Fred?”

“I can’t talk now.” she said, panting. 1
have to take Mark Wiebe to the dentist,
and Don Pooley wants to stop by a dis-
count store.”

She sped away in the courtesy car.

My next shock came when | entered the
clubhouse and a security guard refused to
admit me to my own locker room.

“I wish you wouldn’t push me in the
chest,” I said, trying to smile.

“Players and officials only,"* he said.

“I'm a member.”

“Move along, please. Can’t you see this
hallway’s gewing crowded?”

“I want to use the bathroom,™ 1 said.

The guard spoke into a walkie-talkic.

“Ralph, I've got a code three in the
locker area. Want to send some help 1o get
the asshole outa here? Over.™

I got the point and went downstairs 1o
the Men’s Grill o grab a bite to eat. There
was another guard at the door.

“Wrong badge.” he said, stopping me.

“This is supposed to be good lor the
clubhouse,” 1 explained, fondling the
badge pinned 1o my shirt.

“You're not a Patron,™ he said.

“I just want to go in the Men’s Grill.”

‘Pawrons only. Sorry.”

“How do vou get 1o be a Pauon?” |
asked.

“You buy a badge for ten thousand
dollars.”

I thought I might tind a snack in the
Mixed Foursome Room. but, alas, there
was another security guard on the door.

By DAN JENKINS

THE P.G.A.
PLAYS THROUGH

He shoved me backward.

“My wife and I play bridge in this
room,”’ I argued.

“You're not a Saint.”

“A whai?"

“This room is for Saints only,” said the
guard.

“What does it cost to be a Saint?”

“Twenty thousand dollars.”

The next place I looked for food was the
teenage recreation parlor, which our club
calls the Peppermint Lounge.

It was reserved for the media. Yet an-
other security guard was standing watch.

I pecked inside the room and noticed
several men and women with cockrails in
their hands. Others were loading up their
plates at a sumptuous buffet spread.

“I gather those people are covering the
tournament,” I said cynically.

“Press only.” the guard said. *“You can’t
stand here.”

“The tournament’s outside,” I said.

“They bring the leaders in here. Clar-
ence Rose ts on the way. Clear the door-
way, please.”

It turned out that the only place for a
clubhouse-badge holder to eat was in the
lobby. with 4000 ather people. I stood in a
line for two hours and finally got a fat-
roast-beefl sandwich and a warm Coke.

“I’ll just sign for this,” I said when [
reached the cashier.

“You need scrip,” the cashier said.

“Members can’t sign this week. You have
to buy scrip.”’

“Buy what?”

“A book of tickets. You can buyv a
wweniyv-dollar book for a hundred dollars
or a forty-dollar book for five hundred.”

Only 3000 people were in the scrip line.

Giving up on food, I went outdoors to
watch the tournament. [ wandered down
to the ninth green and stood behind
10,000 people. Eventually, I squeczed into
the crowd and managed to catch a glimpse
of the action. Three golfers were on their
hands and knees, evidently staring at insects.

“Which one’s Nicklaus?™ 1 asked a fel-
low spectator.

“Nicklaus doesn’t play in this tourna-
ment,” the man said.

Moments later, another group came to
the green and mostly walked in circles.

“Is this Watson?" I asked.

“Watson never plays here.”

“He doesn’t?”

“Neither does Trevino or Crenshaw.
Palmer always plays here, though.”

“When’s Arnic coming up?”

“He's not here this year.™

g

I asked which players were here.

“That's Wayne Grady in the bunker,”
the spectator said. “David Ogrin’s the guy
in the water. Bob Lohr’s waiting for a rul-
ing about the tree trunk.”

The player I really wanted to watch was
Severiano Ballesteros of Spain. 1'd heard
he was the greatest player in the world.
Some people told me they thought Balle-
steros ought to be on the back nine.

I walked out to the 14th hole, the far-
thest point from the clubhouse. There
were about a dozen fans watching three
players who were identified to me as Tim
Simpson, Ronnie Black and Larry Mize.

“I guess the Spaniard will be coming
along soon,”” I said to a man who had
brought his lunch and sat under a tree.

“You may have quite a wait,” he said.
“Ballesteros 1s barred from the tour.”

“He's not here?” I whimpered.

“Our pros won't let him play this coun-
try anymore.”

“That’s outrageous,” I said, exhausted,
hungry, thirsty. “Why am [ at a goll tour-
nament 1f there’s nobady here ['ve ever
heard of 2

“Beats me,” the man said. *“1'm just sit-
ting here Gl the thing’s over. The god-
damn committee closed the strect in front
of my house, and | don’t have the
right badge to get back home.™ ﬂ
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“They say It's the number one
olnin America.

e | ey say It tastes
g excitingly different.

= = They say its the only gin

“They also say you should
drink it with someone
you know very well.”

Everything they say...is true.
SEAGRAM'S. AMERICAS NUMBER ONE GIN.
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MEN

I he wimp bill.”" it was called, “the

quiche bill.”” Last vear, Elijah Cum-
mings offered a bill in Marvland's House
ol Delegates that would ereate a commis-
study the problems of con-
temporary men; his proposal was met with
derision.

Cummings did not give up. “Our men
are m trouble.” said the Baltimore Demo-
crat. “Don’t kid vourselves; they are in
trouble.” He reported that after the initial
reaction last year, some legislators ap-
proached him and admitted he had a good
idea.

This year, along with delegate Anne 5.
Perkins, Cummings is ollering another
resolution that calls for the creation of a
Maryland Task lorce on  Manhood,
Fatherhood and Familv.

Personally. 1 hope the resolution passes.
We men can use all the help we can ger.
and il governmental agencies want to
advise us, so be it. But I hope the task
lorce focuses on something the legislators

sion o

can do something about; i.c.. the status ol

men under the law. For 20 yvears, the pub-
lic debate has centered on feninise issues,
and we've heard a great deal about women
and njustice. This would be a good ume
for a group of legislators o take a look at
the laws that govern men and to ask what
kinds of legal protection men need in this
culture.

Nothing brings out the cternally
smoldering war between the sexes faster
than a discussion of legal matters. Our
conflicting interests become more glaring
when we are trying to decide who gets the
kids, who goes to war, who pays the piper.
Women seem much more ready than men
to face these questions and lobby for their
nterest.  Feminists are  tough-mindedly
staking out their positions on the law, cam-
paigning for them, articulating them. Men
are mostly silent. Why? For one thing,
women arc paying women to do this work.
Femmist organizations are also financial
organizations with budgets and programs.
You'll be hard pressed to find equivalent
male orgamizations, because men hnd it
hard to believe they are threatened.

Again, why? It’s simple: The idea that
male and female interests truly clash is dis-
comfliting to most men. It takes away the
solt focus, the romantic tradition, the wor-
ship of women, and turns the world on its
head. “You mean,” the male hesitates to
ask, “that women are actually out to get
the berter of me? How can that be? They
look so beautiful and feel so good and [

By ASA BABER

LAWS MEN
SHOULD MAKE

need them so much. No, 'l just go on
with my job and pretend 1 don't see the
legal writing on the wall.™

Sooner or later. men will wake up to the
fact that they have specilic needs and
interests under the law, too. What follows
are examples of laws 1 think should be
passed. 1 submit them to the Marvland
Task Force.

Velevans' Full Employment Act: Don't
talk to me about deficits while your veter-
ans go back to the ghetto. If a man serves
his country. then his country can turn
around and make sure he's got a job.

Joint Child Custody: What a reliet it will

be when men are no longer locked out of

their homes and barred from seeing their
children and are included in the child-
raising process during and after the di-
vorce: child-support payments will be
more forthcoming if the Gather leels he's
part of the lives of his children, not just a
conduit for support and alimony.

Family Violence Relief: The feminist per-
spective seems to be that men are brural,
women are victims, and all that’s needed
in cases of lamily violence is for the male 1o
be punished: yet studies reported in the
book Men Freeing Men show that women
engage in virtually as much physical ag-
gression as men in domestic quarrels, and
until this law. which will hring the entire
family inmto a  counseling  situation, s
passed, the male will continue to receive

total blame for a pathology that is complex
and many-faceted.

Equality of the Sexes Drafi: Men and
women will be dralted in equal propor-
tions, should the dralt return; the excellent
record of women in the military services
will be enhanced, and the sexes will share
the risk and reward ol national defense.

Longewity Studies Act: More attention
will be paid to the shorter male life span,

its causes and cures; male paterns of

behavior and upbringing will be more
thoroughly examined, as will male medi-
cal problems.

Those are just a few of the things that a
male-oriented task lorce could take into
consideration. If my list is a bit too serious
for you, here are some modest proposals
for laws | would like 1o see on the books by
LOMOITOw.

National Male Appreciation Day: OK,
it’s been a long couple of decades, and we
men have absorbed a lot of lecturing and
criticism from the feminist front. 1 propose
a national hohiday for men—make 1t _June
19, my birthday—and the following rules
apply: (1) All women must salute us when
they see us; (2) while saluting, they must
say, I am glad you exist as a male and 1
thank you for making my life more inter-
esting”’; {3) all men will be served break-
fast in bed on that morning by the person
of their choice; (4} I get hrst choice.

Emergency Massage Act: Men arc subject
to great stress in their hives and jobs, and
they are also very physical creatures with a
tremendous need for comfort, stroking and
reassurance: under the powers of this act,
i a man lies down in a public place and
vells, “Oly oly ocean free,” the woman
nearest him must, I repeat, must give him
an hour’s warm-oil massage (materials to
be delivered by paramedics if that woman
was so shortsighted as to forget her oil and
towels that day).

Fantasy Sports Hero Law: This will be
accomplished by lottery. At the beginning
ol every televised sporting event, one man
[rom the crowd will be chosen to be Sports
Hero of the day; he'll be taken into the
locker room, dressed in the proper equip-
ment and led onto the field, and all par-
tucipants will allow him 10 score that
touchdown, strike out that hitter, pump
that basket, score that goal; yes, he knows
it’s a setup, and so does the madly cheer-
ing audience, but who cares?

*“There ought to be a law,” feminists fre-
quently say.

Yep. There ought to be a lotof them. ﬂ
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WOMEN

C leo,” I said, *“you're popular; you
have a lot of boyfriends. Do vou ever
play games?”

““Games?” Cleo locked at me as if I were
speaking  Serbo-Croatian. “Charades?
Hide the salami? Trivial Pursuit?”

“No, no, no. Like ‘having a guy call vou
when another guy is there to make the first
guy jealous’ or ‘dousing vour pillow with
after-shave’ or “pretending vou have an-
other date.” Those games. Jealousy games.”

“You mean before or after I reached vot-
ing age?” Cleo asked.

“Quick!” velled Rita from another aisle.
“Yellow shoes!”

A bunch of us were working our way
down Madison Avenue during the drastic-
sale season, the only time we could afford
it. We converged on Rita, who, always
very tall, was suddenly 6’4", parading
around in towering yellow heels.

“T'll buy "em,” said Rita.

“l wouldn’t, darling,”” said Lucy.
“You're already an inch taller than yvour
boyfriend; with those on, yvou'll look like
Gulliver wraveling. Wear flats.”

“Fuck flats!” said Rita roundly.

“Is that what you mean by a game?”
asked Cleo. “Not being taller than they
arc? Nat wearing heels?”

“Well, ves,” [ said. “Well, no. Well,
mavbe. But more than that, I mean those
cold-bloodedly, consciously calculated and
complicated games. The kind where you
sit around and think of things that vou
hope will make a man go mental.”

“I remember those.” said Lucy fondly.
“Wasn't it great being a teenager? Talking
all night on the phone, concocting elabo-
rate schemes to show how little we cared
about fum. Pretending to have another
date to the junior prom. Parading past his
house with vour brother’s friend from the
wrestling team. It was all so gloriously
cruel. 1'd like a pair of pink shoes. Shall |
try these on?”

“Some grown-up women are still alleg-
edly doing this stufl;” I said darkly. “I've
heard rumors that such tactics in man
snaring are still being employed. I find
them extremely hard te believe. Who
would do stuff like that?™

“I already have seven pairs of pink
shoes,” pondered Lucy. “Would eight
pairs be excessive?”

“The type of games you play,” Rita
said, “or whether you play games at all,
scems to me o have to do with maturity.
Some people can be 42 and have teenaged
souls. For them, it’s still all about the

By CYNTHIA HEIMEL

TRICKS OF
THE TRADE?

chase, about who wins, about egos.”

“They forget the part about having to
live with a sucker after they've reeled him
in,” said Cleo. “This was my major prob-
lem with my ex-hushand. Let’s blow this
pop stand.”

In the next shop, we watched Rita prance
around in an orange-paisley jump suit.

“1t’s ghastly,” I said. “You're a red-
head, but that does not mean you must
wear orange. Try green.”

“‘Herb likes orange,” Rita said, “and he
says jump suits drive him wild.”

“You're a weird woman, Rita,” I said as
Cleo came sashaying along in a black-silk
dress that fit her like a sausage casing.

“Do I look sexy?” she asked.

“Naturally,” said Lucy, “in a slutnsh
sort of way.”

“Oh, goody,” said Cleo. “*Now 1 will
hinish that story about my ex-husband. It
is my theory that vou can have the most
ornery, impossible man on ecarth if you
want him. If vou work at it slowly and
surely, he will be yours. My ex-husband
was the worst. Very ‘Hey, baby, I'm a
traveling man; don’t fence me in.’ But |
worked at it and worked at it, and in the
end, I married him. What a mistake.”

Why?

“Because I didn’t really want him. |
just got caught up in the machinations. I
mean, the sex wasn’t even that good. He
was cold. He was boring. He talked about

old rock 'n” roll and how cveryone was
fucking him over. What do you think with
this dress? Black-lace stockings?”

“Might be gilding the lily.” said Lucy.
“So what you're saying is, with the right
man, you don't have to play games.”

“Ha-ha-ha,” said Rita. “Remember
Juanita? She met Richard when she was 15
and he was 25. She finally married him 15
years later, seven vears after she'd had his
kid. I remember when Richard was in
New York and she was in Boston. they had
allegedly broken up. Yet every time she got
wind that Richard might be involved with
another girl, she would show up in New
York, wearing an engagement ring. That
girl got engaged three times during their
relationship, and she always got them to
give her rings. Finally, she and Richard
had a big Catholic wedding in Santa Fe.
That girl knew what she wanted.”

“So whar you're saying,” said Lucy, “is
that it's OK to play games, as long as
you're sure you've got the right guy.”

“I've got to try to do something about
my hips,”” I called from the dressing room
as | tried gamely to push them into stretch
pants. “Also, I think game playing is
infantile. It’s just a question of not being
pushy. Not enveloping a fellow. Nobody
likes it when you're immediately in his
pocket. You give him too much power. |
mean, | hate it when people get all moony-
eyed over me in a second and glue them-
selves to me every chance they get.”

*Yeah,” said Cleo, “that means they
could fall for the avatollah or anybody.
Charles Manson. You don't feel special .

“But we don’t like premeditated
games,” said Lucy, “the kind that hurt
people. I mean. I'm always delighted
when | come home with a fellow and there
are several messages from other fellows on
my answering machine. But I would never
set that up. That's hideous.”

“And it’s also prone 1o backfire,” said
Rita. “If that happened to me, I'd be so
discouraged I'd go away.”™

“Whatever happened to truth. to hon-
esty?”’ [ asked.

“Oh. that’s all much too Seventies,’ said
Lucy. “People told each other everything
in the first minute of mecting. Truth and
honesty should be a very slow process.”

“Which is why 1 have been known to
wear Conuwol Top panty hose,” 1 said,
emerging from the dressing room.

“Which is why I suspect 1 like clothes
better than men,” said Lucy. “So
much more fascinating.™ ﬂ
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AGAINST THE WIND

I t was two [ull days before | heard the
first space-shuttle joke. and it was a
strange  reliel. Two days seemed an
unnaturally long pause between disaster
and the rough humor that always bubbles
up in its wake from nobody knows where.
This particular joke, which 1 can’t tell
here because it has a brand name in i,
came to me over the phone [rom a woman
friend. I laughed harder and more sponta-
neously than | wanted to. Then | had a
moment of emotional whiplash while the
small parts of me that are still reverent
came up, saying, “What the hell’s wrong
with you, anyway? Seven people are dead.
We threw them up there like fireworks.™

I saw the video tape for the first time
maybe 20 or 30 minutes alter it happened.
I was alone, standing up, spellbound.
knowing it was coming but not believing it
vet, then being hit by the unbearable
beauty of the explosions and left finally
with those ghostly quiet pillars of smoke,
stll not believing it. 1 watched it again
and again over the next five hours. After a
while, I turned off the sound and put on
some blues, because all words were jabber
once you'd seen it for yoursell. The music
helped: but by then, other, closer sad-
nesses had been wiggered by the whole
thing, and there was nothing to do but ride
the depression wherever it was going.

Then the President spoke and, though 1
don't trust this man, he moved me deep-
ly. Or perhaps | should say, what
speechwriter Pegey Noonan wrote moved
me; but Reagan delivered 1t beautifully
and, when I turned off the television, 1 was
gratelul to him lor having closed the first
dreadful paragraph of the story.

His speech turned out to be just the first
move in the shameless packaging that the
Administration and the networks were
busy designing. That night, ABC’s Night-
hine wotted out a handful of terrible shills,
including Chuck Yeager and Ray Brad-
bury, who began pounding the red-white-
and-blue drum in a way that is usually
saved for those times when we're going off
to war. My [riends had already begun to
talk conspiracy and cover-up. and while I
listened, T could feel my natural cynicism
coming awake, laying a more comfortable
distance between me and what I'd seen.

For the next couple of days. [ waited lor
the next step—the joke. T knew it was on
its way. The only surprise was how long it
took. | passed it on to my circle, which
passed it to other circles: then it doubled

By CRAIG VETTER

GRAVE
LAUGHTER

back, and I heard mysell being given
credit for having made it up. It turned out
that 1t had been handed all the wav along
the line with my name atached. When
people started asking me about it, I said
no, I wasn’t the author; I'd just laughed at
it and passed it along. the way they had. A
couple of them looked at me as if I were
lying.

When 1 asked my [riend where she'd
heard the joke, she said her source was a
guy who had made her swear not 1o men-
tion his name if she repeated it. He told
her he had gotten it from somebody in his
karate dojo, and that’s where the trail dove
INLo anonymity.

If I'd been a cop, that would have been
the point at which I ordered a roundup of
the usual suspects, because most of the
sick and grisly jokes I hear seem to skulk
up out of the same general territory: voung
men in groups who work the risky edge ol
things in one way or another. A marual-
arts class fits that deseription, as do the
pits at the Chicago commodities
exchanges, which manufacture grim
punch lines with such speed that some of
them have reached me belore news of the
tragedy they spring from. And out in the
boom oil hields of Wyoming, where the rig
casualty rate was rumored to be some-
thing like three out of five, death and may-
hem never passed without some ugly

gallows comedy from someone.

The most grucsome clowning 1 ever
heard or saw, though. was in the climbers’
camp in Yosemite last summer. 1 was talk-
ing with several of the best rock-climbers
in the valley when they spotted the resi-
dent ghoul rummaging through the back
of his van. He was a scrully-looking char-
acter, and one ol the chmbers called him
by his animal nickname. *You got those
pictures?” he velled over. He had them, all
right, and a minute later he was among us,
holding a perfectly clean sweat sock knot-
ted at the top and full of 35mm slides. He
was smiling, and as he started the story
that went with the photos, I knew I was in
for it. This was one of the valley body
pickers—a guy who spends his summers
on call for the mopping up of fallen climb-
ers and hikers.

“These are way Genghis,” said the
climber who had taken the sock. Then he
looked at the first picture, recoiled and
passed it to me. [t was so horrible that for
the first few seconds, my mind didn’t even
register what I was looking at. Then 1
began to  recognize shattered human
forms, and I winced. Murder/suicide, said
the ghoul—a man who stabbed a woman,
threw her over the 2000-foot edge of Gla-
cier Point, then jumped after her. He told
the story of the cleanup with manic
energy, and he filled it with awful details
including a slapstick description of him
and his partner being tangled in remains
that were kicked into the air by helicopter
blades. He referred to the dead as
“bloats,” then laughed. and when | asked
him, “What do vou think of out there,
doing this work?” he said, “Filteen-hity an
hour. and get the
langhed some more.

It was all a bit much for me, and 1 lelt
the valley trying to make sense of it, trving
to see the man with the animal nickname
as one of the gravediggers from Hamlel, as
a necessary player in any death scene. |
couldn’t quite do it

But I thought of him again when 1
laughed at the first shuttle joke, and it
helped me let go of some ol the revulsion
and anger I'd felt that day in Yosemite.
Like it or not. there is something about
death that cannot be touched by prayers
and Howers alone: something in us that
needs to strike a laugh over the epitaph.
I’s the kind of blasphemy that be-
trays how much we believe in life. E]

shovels.” Then he
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

O\.-(-r the past year or so, ['ve noticed in
your magazine several references to a style
of fellatio that for wane of a better name
could be called the goodbye kiss. In Susan
Squire’s article on oral sex (Who's in
Charge Here?, riavsoy, July 1985) and
in Bruce Jay Friedman’s humor picce
The Buwlogical Need for Boys' Night Out
(rLavsoy, December 1983), it is suggested
that some women perform oral sex just as
their boyfriends are leaving the house. The
notion is that this will drain them of desire
and give them something to think about.
Does this really work? If I go down on my
bovfriend when he goes to work, will 1t
keep him from fooling around?—Miss D.
5., New York. New York.,

Yes. You have our word on il. You might
also try performig oral sex when he leaves
the room or the diming-room table. Do you
believe us? Oh, well, it was worth a try. As
near as we can lell, an entive generalion of
women grew up with that bil of advice. The
message is not being passed along. It gives us
pause: Is it possible thal the best oral sex of the
cenlury s already a thing of the pasi? We've
gollen a lot of letters in the past year that sug-
gest oral sex 15 déclassé or, worse, run of the
mill. What do you think about 11? We'd like to
hear from our readers. Drop us a note: What
oral sex means to me. We'll publish the best
lelters.

I‘ve noticed that the instructions on boxes
of video tape make a big deal about keep-
ing vour hands off the tape. Just what
effect does dirt (fingerprints, cat hairs,
etc.} have on my VCR?—]. R., Chicago,
Ilinois.

Dirt can cause dropoul—ihose annoying
little blips when the head loses contacl with
the tape and the image on the screen is split by
a quick white zap. 1l takes a distance of only
032 mils (thousandths of an inch) between
the head and the lape to cause the video drop-
oul. A mere fingerprinl causes .62 mils’ sepa-
ration; a human hair, three mils; the residue
Sfrom an after-dinner drink carelessly spilled,
1.3 nuls. We're not aboul lo put our VCR in
a vacuum chamber, installing tlapes with
robol hands and forang everybody to breathe
through colton masks—but it’s a thought.
Cleanliness counts. The next lime your cal
starts rubbing up against your collection of
“Debbie Does Dallas™ outtakes, give it flying
lessons.

Hnw does a guy let a girl know he 1s
imterested in a one-night stand without
committing a faux pas if she is not mter-
ested? It scems inordinately unfair that a
female can send out one-night-stand sig-
nals such as a sexual touch or even come
right out and say what 1s on her mind, but
il a male does the same thing, he is setting
himself up for trouble. I find it frustrating
to have to wait for the female to send the

signal. I'm sure there are a lot of missed
opportunities because women are too shy
to make the first move.—D. P., Toronto,
Ontario.

Sorry, but we don’t agree with your theory
that women have it easier than men when il
comes lo imitiating sex. If you've knoun a
woman for a while and have a friendship
going with her, one of the highest compli-
menis you can pay her is thal of telling her
you find her physically and sexually attrac-
tive. Even if she's not inderested in going to
bed with you, chances are she will be more
flatteved than offended. With strangers, how-
cver, making a proposition is a chance you
take. If you've worried about a dirty look or
an angry rejection, maybe you shouldn't be
plaving the scene in the first place. People
who gamble on lotal sexual acceptance or
total rejection shortly afier they meet should be
aware of the risks that go wnth the territory.

I really dug the list of the best of every-
thing in the March pLaveoy, and I applaud
the choice of California’s Route One as
America’s best driving route. But I live on
the other Coast, and my Porsche needs a
workout. Got any more ideas?—B. G.,
New York, New York.

Normally, we don’t like to throw readers
any curves, but for you we'll make an excep-
tion. Start with two fairly well-knoum high-
ways: Route 100 in Vermont and the Blue
Ridge Parkway in North Carolina and Vir-
ginia. Route 100 runs north-south practi-
cally the length of the state, and it’s snuggled
upr against the gorgeous Green Mountains,
tighter than a tube shirt. This road can get
Jearsomely crowded during fall-foliage sea-
son; but in early summer, il's pure bliss. The
Blue Ridge runs for 470 miles along a spine
of mountains, and the 85 miles or so from

Asheville lo Cherokee is a roller-coaster ride
through some serious wilderness. Yow'll feel
like Daniel Boone driving along here, but
with lots more horsepower. A bt closer lo
home, you might try picking up Route 23 at
Beaver Lake, New [ersey, heading novihwest,
then, at Port Jervis, New York, picking up
Route 97, which runs along the Delaware
River. Youw’ll hit Route Ten al Deposit, New
York, and it will keep you entertained all the
way to the Adwondacks.

ncccm]y. my wife and [ attended a
weckend conference at a Chicago-area
resort. To pass some of the free time
between meetings and dinners, we had
some meetings of our own in our room.
One time, in particular, we pleased our-
selves by performing oral sex on ecach
other. However, when we returned to our
room after dinner, we were surprised to
find two chocolate nmints resting atop the
pillows on our unmade bed. Neither my
wife nor 1 had put the mints there. We
checked throughout the suite to see if any
maids had stopped by with [resh towels or
to straighten things up, but there was no
indication of this. My question is, Could
we have been watched during our private
lovemaking?

After looking around the room, |
noticed two knotholes in the wooden
beams above the double beds. There was
also a large mirror on the ceiling. Do
resorts install cameras in their rooms to
protect against theft, and can emplovees
watch the monitored rooms? Am 1 being
paranoid, or have you heard of similar
spying incidents in hotels and motels? As
much as I enjoy sex, | fear that this mys-
terious incident will keep me from pleasing
mysell and my wife sexually when we go
on [uture vacations and business trips.

L. 5., Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

Yes—you're being pavanoid. Unless you're
paying for the kinky stuff, vou generally don’t
gel it or even have to worry aboul it. At better
hotels, it is customary for the maid to turn
down the bed and leave mints or chocolaies.
Haven't you ever awakened lo find a gooey
chocolate mess in your car and wondered how
i got theve? And as for the mirror on the ceil-
g, i allows you to shave in bed.

As a sports-car enthusiast and an audio-
phile, I've always been inclined to buy a
new car sans stereo and then to arrange for
the installation of the top-flight auto sound
components | select. In my recent shop-
ping for a new sports coupe, however, ['ve
noticed that some of the sound systems fit-
ted as standard equipment sound mighty
good—at least in the showroom. Should I
consider the one that comes with the car as
an alternative to rolling my own?—G. S,
Sherman, Connecticut.

As little as three years ago, the answer
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would have been a firm no. In those antedilu

wman days, a factory-installed stereo system
genevally sounded abowt as good as a boom
box stashed under the seat. Something has
happened to the car business in the past cou-
Ple of years, however: The auto makers of
Detroil, Hamamatsu and Stutigari all re-
alized more or less simultaneously that selling
well-thought-out sound systems was a way to
sell more cars.

Of course, a factory-engineered sound sys-
tem (not to be confused with a “stereo jobber”
system mstalled at a dealer by an independent
oulfit; these can be as well or as badly
malched lo Your car as any other after-mearket
rig) has a lot of other virtues as well. It was
designed both mechanically and acoustically
to work with the car m question; ils installa-
tion is assured of being compatible with the
car’s inlevior appearance and electrical wir-
ing, loo. The sound system is warvanted by the
Jolks who perform yowr other service and
maintenance. And a growing number of con-
temporary aulomobiles incorporate  conlrol
Sformats and an installation approach that
would be hard for an after-market system to
duplicate. For all these reasons, our curvent
answer lo Hus question. parvaphrases a Sixties
motto: “Tf it sounds good, do 1t."

Wr would like your comments on the
Frishec test—if there 5 such a thing. Let

me explain. While we were skinning it
P g

around the house, looking for something
creative to do, 1 picked up a Frisbee and
tossed 11 to my partner across the room.
She retaliated, but the space was too con-
fining for a continuation, so I playtully
hooked the edge of the Frisbee on her gen-
crous nipple. It balanced for a split second
and then slipped off. The idea intrigued
us, so 1t was worth trving again, This time,
however. alter some manual stimulation. it
worked like a charm! If there was a record
to be set, she set 1it! The Frisbee hung in
place until we went horizontal. Is this a
first? Do vou suppose the Frisbee test
could symbolize the end of foreplay and
the start of something big?—R. G., Santa
Monica, California.

Or you conuld play quoits with a Hula-
Hoop. This sounds like an interesting test,
but we prefer the old standard: When she
tears your clothes off, jumps your bones and

Jucks your brains oul, it’s safe to assume that

the foreplay is over.

er(‘nll_\'. I ran into a friend who is
going through a divorce and is apparently
having a hard time adjusting. He men-
tioned that he wasn't getting nearly as
much sex as he needed and that a lot of the
time, he was “hanging heavy.” This led 1o
a discussion of the meaning of that term.
According ta him, the testicles are produc-
ing sperm all the time, but he thinks the
sperm stays in the testicles, causing that

heavy-hung feeling. 1 agree that the balls
arc always manufacturing sperm, but |
think it is stored elsewhere. though I don't
know where or how. However, his expla-
nation sounds logical, since during the
umes I've had to go without sex, my balls
have felt as il they were weighted down
with come. Who's right? Also, what 1s
meant by the expression sexual tension?
Docs this differ from any other kind of ten-
sion? Is it an actnal physical condition. or
is it all psvchological>—B. M.. Houston,
Texas.

Your friend is closer (o being corvect than
vou are. Going a long time withoul ejacula-
tion can cause that hanging-heavy feeling the
twwo of you are famihar with. Theve's nowhere
else for the body to stove sperm, so the testicles
do the work. A vaniation of the feeling occurs
during prolonged periods of arousal without
orgasm, which causes an uncomfortable, con-
gested feeling somelimes veferved (o as blue
balls. An orgasm or two usually relicves the
discomfort.

Sexual lension, il seems lo us, is that
noticeable plhysiological condition that often
precedes  intercowrse or  masturbation.  In
men. this tension can be marked by vapud
heartheat, increased rate of breathing—and,
obviously, erection. While sexual tension can
be psychological to some extent—since the
mind 15 a powerful sex organ—uve believe the
usual reference is to the plysiological mami-

festations both men and women experience

TASTEL
MELETS
TECHNOLOGY



when feeling it. Ovgasm usually relieves sex-
ual tension. Isn't life wonderful?

I like to cook with wine, but. because of
some medication I'm taking, my doctor
wants me to abstain from alcohol. How
much alcohol is left in wine after it has
cooked?—C.. T., Hyvausville. Maryland.

It depends on how the wine s cooked. In

recipes such as coq au vin or
Bourguignon, the wine should be reduced
through rvapid boiling lo three fourths of its
volume before it is added to the other ingredi
enls to make the sauce. It s therely
volatilized—the alcohol is wvirtually boiled
away. It’s a good thing, lvo, since raw wine,
no maiter how good in the glass, tends to add
an acrid, unpleasant flavor to recipes. To
make absolutely sure you'rve following your
doctor's ovders, press him on the point. Bul in
aeneral, if wine or liquor is reduced through
boiling or flaming, your exposure to aleohol s

minascrle.

I have been trying to get a date with a
very attractive ladv I work with. [ am
what you would call a handsome guy, but
she always politely refuses to go out with
me. A lot of the people in the olfice feel
that, despite corporate policy, we should
get together, since we are so much alike.
She explains that she once dated another
guy in the office, and although at one time

boeuf

thev were very close, things took a turn for
the worse, lecaving her with a closed mind
about any office relationship. Still, there
are times when she gives me that look that,
in my opinion, indicates that we could be
more than just fricnds. 1 really would like
to see more of this lady. How can I get this
relationship to grow so it will benefit both
of us?—B. P., Kansas City, Missouri.

In a work environment, the best way to
pursue a possible velationship is to ask for a
lunch date. Try this once or twice. If vou gel
turned down repeatedly, give up. You have
nothing to gain by pressuring this woman. It
deoesn't matter that a lot of people think you
should get together. What malters is how she

feels. If it’s a violation of corporate policy to

date a co-worker, which s what your letler
suggesls, then her hestlancy s understand
able. And since she’s coming off a bad rela
tionship, maybe she needs a litle time and a
litile room. Give her both and settle for beang
a friend—for now. Perhaps the situation will
change eventually. If all else fails, change

jobs or join the ranks of the unemployed.

Then, try again.

My wife and I enjoy both oral sex and,
occasionally, anal sex. I have read that
AIDS is spread through those practices.
My wife has been nonorgasmic. The times
we let it all hang out and enjoy ourselves
freely seem to bring her closest. We would

like to continue in the direction of her
orgasms. Are we at risk?—T. S., Sacra-
mento, California.

The hkelihood of the spread of the AIDS
virus through orval or anal sex s extremely
remolte in heterosexual couples who have not
been exposed to, and ave not known to be car-
rying, the virus. Unless you are bisexual or
an inlravenous drug user or your wife has
had sex with an infected male, the odds of
your carrying the disease or spreading it lo
each other are very slight. However, we rec-
ommend that you use a condom during anal
sex and wash the gemitals completely before
swiiching from anal lo vaginal penetration.
One way the AIDS virus enters the body dur-
mg anal imlercourse is through damaged or
bleeding rectal tissue, so w's always a good
idea to be gentle during anal intercourse. We
certainly encowrage you and your wafe to pur-
sue what is most pleasurvable ‘_fru' you, using a
little common sense. of course.

All reasonable questions—from fashion,
food and dvink, stevco and sporis cars to dating
problens, taste and eliquette—will be person
ally answered if the writer includes a stamped,
self-addressed envelope. Send all letters to The
Playboy Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 6061 1.
The provocalive, perlinenl  queries
will be presented on these pages each month.

most

You expect Marantz to put the finest
audio technology into its new systems.
But we're putting our new systems
into something you didn't expect.

Elegant designer cabinetry.
Tasteful, beautiful cabinety that
blends perfectly with living room de-
cor. The new Marantz Designer Series
systems look as if they belong in vour
home—not in a laboratory.

Marantz left the lab inside the

DX1G15CD

components. In fact, the famous
Marantz sound is better than ever.
Consider: up to 165 watts* per chan-
nel of awesome musical power. Pro-
grammable Compact Disc plaver, for
the thrill of digital sound. Graphic
equalizer, to precisely match response
to your room’s acoustics. High-speed
dual-cassette dubbing deck. Cosme-
tically matched 3-way loudspeakers
with Ferrofluid cooling. And wireless

remote control of every important
component function.

Audition a Designer Series
audio or audio/video svstem at your
Marantz dealer. You'll not only be
showing off your ear for music—
you'll be showing off vour eye for
beauty.

“Mingmum continuous average power, both chanrels driven into
& ohms from 20 to 20,000 Hz, with no more than 0.05% Tbial
Harmaonic Distortion. Simulated wood-grain finish.
© 1985 Marantz Company, Inc.,

201525 Nordhoff 5t., Chatsworth, CA 51311

Making it better for you.



" liYﬁ)u’d prg[lgﬁjbly
elieve eve WeE
say about this%gike

if we charged*800
more for it.

Traditionally, there’s been a very simple
way to judge a motorcycle’s performance.

Without any riding. Without any spec’s.

All you have to do is look at the
price tag. The lighter it'll make your
wallet, the more you'll get. Until now.

Introducing the 2399 Radlian.

We designed the Radian to be every-
thing you expect a high-quality motor-
cycle to be. Except expensive.

The 598cc engine produces more
horsepower per buck than anything in
the industry. Based on the engine that
powered the FJ600 to win after win in pro-
duction middleweight road racing.

Heavy duty springsin the rear and 36mm  we planned it

forks up front smooth the ride, A pair of

hydraulic disc brakes provide immediate,
progressive stopping power. And sixteen-inch
wheels fore and aft let you flick the Raclian
through S-tums effortlessly.

But the Radian isn't built just for those
riders who wear down footpegs as quickly as
they wear down tires.

Its generous supply of power, smooth
ride and Yamaha reliability also make it an
excellent choice for commuting as well as
a thoroughly enjoyable touring mount. Even
if you're riding two-up.

We might also point out that the Radian
= e looks alot better than
any $2399 motorcycle
has a right to. With
deep, rich paint. Brilliant-
ly chromed pipes. And a
plush, handsome seat.

Now considering the
price, you may have some
difficulty swallowing every-
thing we've said about the
Radian. This motorcycle
might seem like an impossibly good deal.

But then, YAM AH A

We make the difference;

that way.

12-month linited warvanty, Warranty terms are limited. See vour Yamaha dealer for details. Specifications are subject to change withou! notice. Rear view mitrror(s) standard
equipment. Always wear a lelmet and exe protection. This model sold in California is rr;n;pprd with evaporative emussion control device. Yamaha and the Moloreycle Safety

oundation encourage vou to ride safely and respect fellow riders and the environment. For

i
N
i

wrther information regarding the MSF rider course please call 1-800-447-4700.




DEAR PLAYMATES

I he question for the month:

How would you handle a sexual
encounter with a virgin?

Hm\- would | handle it? I'd drive him
absolutely crazy. I'd do evervthing. |
mean everything within reason. Lots and
lots of loreplay. Foreplay is essential in any
relationship and important for a guy who
1S just starting
out to learn.
Foreplay would
make him
ready to make
love. But I'd
still make him
wait just a little
bit longer and
have fun with
the excitement.
I'd want him 1o
be full of in-
credible desire
until he couldn’t stand another second’s
wait. Then would come the wild sex.
Alterward, I'd tantalize him slowly and
we'd do it all over again. Would I see him
a second ume? Probably. It would be fun
to teach him lots of new things.

y Sheadt-

LIZ STEWART
JULY 1984

H. wouldn’t admit that he was a virgin,
though 1 knew that he was, from his
friends and from the awkward way we
eventually got to bed. He needed a little
bit of coaching. He was very, very nerv-
ous. He was shaking. He made me nerv-
ous, too. I
necded 1o ralk
softly and sup-

portively. Ev-
erything wurned
out fine, be-

cause | tried to
make him feel
confident that
everything was
gomg o turn
out fine and
that I wouldn’t
have any regrets
afterward. No unkind words were said and
no unkind thoughts were thought. | tried
to make him feel that 1t didn’t matter
whether or not we ever had sex again.
What mattered were the nice, loving fecl-
ings we were sharing at the time.

Log S i)

LESA ANN PEDRIANA
APRIL 1984

decr]y. with lots of understanding and
patience. It happencd to me at college. |
met a guy in a class; we'd had a final
exam, and we decided 10 go out and cele-
brate. We had a few drinks, went danc-
ing and had a great time. Then we went
back to my place and stayed up most of
the night, talk-
ing and joking
around. As the
night wore on,
I began 1o

think it was
odd that he
wasn't  taking
control of the
situation.  Just
about then,
he said. “You

know, I’ve nev-
er done this be-
fore.” I didn't laugh, but 1 did ask him
why. He said he’d had a girlfriend who
hadn’t allowed it. So [ said, “Well, it’s up
10 vou.”” He got right into it, and I felt like
the best kind of teacher. He was so enthu-
stastic. We became friends, but we never
did it again.
e

SHERRY ARNETT
JANUARY 1986

Thal has never happencd to me, so 'll
have to use my imagination. Obviously,
he'd be younger but of age. I'd handle him
very gently and try to make him feel com-
fortable in a nonsexual way before initiat-
ing  anything
more. 1'd feel I
had a responsi-
bility to some-
one who hadn't
had all the life
experiences I'd
had. I'd be his
first complete
sexual experi-
ence, and thart
image, good or
bad, stavs with
a person for his
or her whole sexual life. That is why I'd
want to handle the situation with dignity
and kindness. I wouldn't be happy if 1
thought I had seduced him, fucked his
brains out, put on a garter belt and high
heels, gone crazy and then never called
him again. | would have turned him loose
with the idea that all women put on outfits
and act like that. [t would be my responsi-
bility to create good images.

e fozean>

TRACY VACCARO
OCTOBER 1983

I happened 10 me. 1 was about 20; he
was younger. He was a bag bov at a gro-
cery store. He was really cute, with a clas-
sic face. He was bagging my food and 1
had a whim, so I wrote my phone number
on the receipt and handed it to him. He
had a name tag
on. He just
looked at me
and his face
went red. That's
when I realized
that he must be
pretty  voung.
He didn’t call,
so I went back
and talked 10
him. He called
a couple of days
later. We chat-
ted. I asked him if he'd ever been with
anvone. He confessed that he hadn't,
which kind of scared me. His innocence
and sincerity were a big responsibility. 1
made the first move, but he had great
instincts. [ called him a lot afterward 1o
make sure he was OK, but we never did 1t
again. Once was right; twice would have
meant something clse.

;Aﬁm BUTLER
AUGUST 1985

l've always been the one with less experi-
ence. I'm not attracted to the idea, either.
Not that I'm locking for Mr.
Macho, who :

has had every
woman in the
oy sl
wouldn’t  want
to be a man's
first experience
nor would I be
the type to say,
“Let me show
vou how." How

would 1 feel
about  finding
out after the

event? That might be different. Then I'd
feel honored that he wanted 1o have
such an important, memorable moment

with me.
/ KATHY SHOWER

MAY 1985

Send your questions to Dear Playmates,
Playbov Building, 919 North Michigan Ave-
nue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. We won't be
able to answer every question, but we'll try.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a contimung dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

DANGEROUS AND DUMB

Re the February Playboy Forum's
“Quote ol the Month™ from Attorney
General Edwin Meese, in which he main-
tains that suspects do not need Miranda
warnings because they are usually guilty.
You commented that *the only thing
worse than dangerous and dumb would
be dangerous and smart. At least we
don’t have that.”

While the response is  correct
philosophically, it is incorrcct substan-
tively. One thing far worse than a danger-
ous and dumb Attornev General who
serves only during a President’s tenure is a
dangerous and dumb Supreme Court Jus-
tice who serves for the duration ol his or

her life. Given Meese’s bizarre concept of

due process of law and his belief that the
Bill of Rights does not apply to the states,
let us hope that the one thing worse does
not occur,
Kenneth P. Barth
Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio

HAZARDOUS DUTY

I am a lemale correction officer working
at a house of detention for men in a major
Eastern city. I have learned, through bitter
experience, that this work s extremely
dangerous! Locking up men in their prime
lor ten or 20 years (life, as the case may he)
and then assigning women to guard them
is a sure-fire recipe lor trouble.

The administration here generally looks
the other way or actually encourages our
harassment by telling off-color jokes and
muttering unprintables to us behind our
backs, both to the inmates and among
themselves in the locker rooms. We've
complained to the tour commanders in our
respective facilities, but one of them said
he “couldn’t be bothered with that non-
sense.” One woman guard I know of in
another prison was pulled into a cell and
raped. On the other hand, some of the
women here sell sexual favors to the
mmates. 1t's a bad situation made worse. 1
think I will quit il something such as
removing us from the front lines isn’t done,
and I mean soon. The pay is lousy; you go
home feeling worse than when you came
in. Now I think I'll go back to being a
waitress. Women's lib, thanks a lot!

{Name and address
withheld by request)

SURVEYS AND MORE SURVEYS

According 1o a Money-magazine survey,
a third of the people think about money
more olten than sex, but 39 percent of the
people think sex is more fun. That sounds
about right to me. After all, getting a date

is easier and therefore requires less plan-
ning, anxiety and forethought than getting
a raise. Any reasonably attractive person
can walk into a singles bar and have a
good chance of scoring; prying a bigger
pay check out of your cheap-skate boss is
much more difficult.

But an interesting contradiction arises
from the dara. If people think sex is more
fun but they worry about moncy more,

“If they thought about sex

while they were earning

money, thetr productivity
might go up.”

this may mean they are thinking about
money while they are having sex. 1t ought
to be the other way around. I they
thought about sex while they were earning
money, their productivity might go up and
make everyone happy.

Bernie (*‘No Relation™) Goetz

New York, New York

I am amazed by a Psychology Today sur-
vey ol women who read Gothic romance
novels. It says that romance-novel readers
report making love 3.04 umes a weck,
compared with 1.75 times a week for other
women. I always thought that the women
who read the bodice-ripper books full of
heaving bosoms and manly glances were
actually sex-starved. homely types who
spent their evenings alone with trashy nov-

els for lack of dates or were compensating
for some slob of a husband with no roman-
tic interests. [t seems that the Psychology
Today veam of researchers has found difler-
ent results. But maybe the women who
make love more frequently started out as
mntroverted, shy ladies who were shown
entircly new [rontiers by such books. Or
could it be that the women reading the
romance novels had higher sex drives to
begin with?

Bradley Frangoulis

Michigan City, Indiana

God knows.

P.M.S. ON THE JOB

Hurrah for Cynthia Heimel, who
addresses P.M.S. (Women, rraveoy, Febru-
ary) and insists that it is the obligation of
those of us with balls to soothe the ladies
by means of many orgasms during those
difficult periods. (It's an ugly job, but
someone has to do it.) Perhaps P.M.S. is
the force behind edicts that have no pur-
pose but to make the male subordinates of
one woman executive in a large engineer-
ing laboratory miserable. The sufferers in
the lab where I work have plotted the
boss’s irrational times as well as her inter-
vals of sound management and have come
up with a pattern of two weeks of one and
then two weeks of the other. (What do vou
expect from a place where the miserable
men happen to be good analysts?)

During those unpleasant wecks, I would
be most happy to screw that woman and
calm us both, but there’s a small problem:
In this enlightened corporation, anvthing
can be interpreted as sexual harassment.
(It is always harassment of a female by a
male, never the other way around. Perhaps
males have yet to understand where they
are hit. Aren’t edicts issued under the
influence of P.M.S. sexual harassment?)

Is our liberated society ready for such
fairness? I think not. Suggesting a soothing
fuck to alleviate the problem would blow
any chances I might have of promotion.
Plotting the boss’s monthly irrationality
could well get me fired.

Now that there are women bosses in
engineering laboratories, how does a poor
male copc with his chiel’s P.M.S.?

(Name withheld)
Holmdel, New Jersey

I don’t ever want 1o read Cynthia
Heimel or one of her girliriends bitching
about how moody men are and how they
have to be coddled and catered to by
women, as I've read on more than one
occasion in her column.

I mean, here she is, writing that we men
are supposed to and our
women—with breakfast in bed, Howers

COO WwWoo
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and a dietitian—alter being chased
through the house with a butcher knife.
Not only are we supposed to do this but
we're supposed to do it 25 to 50 percent of
the time, through the vears, as long as they
menstruate. Personally, I'm up to only
about three days a month of being verbally
and physically lashed before I tire of it.

Does Heimel think that men have it any
casier, with our higher levels of testoster-
one? We're as prone Io its effects, cyclical
or not, as some women are to progester-
one. I suppose Heimel thinks it's easy
being aggressive, driven and competitive
100 percent of the time; you see, men don’t
get a break like menopause. Do you think
for one minute that men would get away
with, “But, Your Honor, I haven’t been
laid in a month; my testosterone levels are
soaring. I wasn't myself when [ tried to
kill her”’? No way!

Are we men supposed to overcome our
hormone imbalances and at the same time
cater to women who give in to theirs?

Michael T. Keeney
Springfield, Illinois

NUCLEAR SUPPOSITORIES

Ours is a dangerously strange world.
Leaders meet to argue over bargaining
chips such as Star Wars, while we shudder
under the threat of nuclear vaporization.
But we can change all that—with the
implementation of Save the Homeland by
Implanted Thermonuciear Surveillance,
more commonly known as the Nuclear
Suppository.

The Nuclear Suppository is a micro-
nuclear warhead that would be implanted
in the recta of our leaders. This device
would be activated if Mr. Big decided to
push the button, allcwing him to experi-
ence the same warm glow that John and
Igor would at ground zero. No more hid-
ing out in Air Force One or deep in the
bowels of the Urals.

Of course, this doesn’t eliminate the
threat of nuclear war; many leaders won't
give a shit about the Nuclear Suppository.
But surveillance will be relatively
inexpensive—no satellites necessary for
detection; a simple proctoscope will do.
And don’t you think we’ll see some honest
negotiation if the leaders’ asses are literally
on the line?

(Name withheld by request)
Encino, California

KILLER WEED

The Federal Government has spent mil-
lions of dollars to create its own anti-
marijuana law-reform movement and is
trying to tell the public this is a voluntary
movement that has developed on its own.

Documents that we've obtained under
the Freedom of Information Act show that
more than $6,500,000 was spent in 1984
alone by the National Institute on Drug
Abuse (NIDA) to help manufacture such a
network. NIDA has given assistance to
develop local grass-roots organizations, to
engage community leaders and to raise
additional money from communities to

oppose marijuana-law reform. In addition,
NIDA has published organization manu-
als and has even paid travel expenses for
activists. These include sending activists
to board meetings of the National Federa-
tion of Parents for a Drug Free Youth and
other meetings in more than 30 states.

PAUL KRASSNER
RIDES AGAIN

Right-wingers considered it sub-
versive, left-wingers considered it an
embarrassment and we've decided
it's a2 national Institution—so wel-
come back to The Realist and its
madman editor, Paul Krassner,
after a publishing hiatus of a dozen
years. The Realist probably qualifies
as the first underground journal of

this era and from 1958 to 1974 man-
aged to outrage not only the estab-

lishment but sometimes its own
readers with political scurrility that
was well ahead of its time. It may
not seem like a big deal now, but in
1963, Krassner caused a national
commotion with a red-white-and-

blue, star-spangled poster that
exclaimed, ruck communismt The
infamous  Disnevland Memorial

Orgy—a double-page spread of all
the famous Walt Disney characters
copulating—made quite a hit in
1967. The Realist's social and politi-
cal iconoclasm set the tone for pro-
test journalism of the Vietnam
period. At the height of the antiwar
movement, Krassner ran ofl to join
the circus—his own—doing acid
comedy in the tradition of Mort
Sahl and Lenny Bruce, whose styles
inspired Krassner into print in the
first place. Now The Realist is back,
as a newsletter en route to a maga-
zine format, and already doing bat-
tle with the establishment and the
forces of respectability. Box 1230,
Venice, California 90294, 12 issues
for $23. Tell 'em pLAYBOY sent you.

When activists met Nancy Reagan at the
White House, NIDA covered $12,000 in
expenses. A total of $12,900.000 has been
allocated to the program.

At the same time that NIDA has been
funding its political movement, drug-
abuse-treatment professionals have had
their funding cut back by the Administra-
tion. Treatment officials have described
the situation as a crisis that has worsened.
One of the problems: State bloc grants
from NIDA require 20 percent to go to
prevention programs—a euphemism for
parents’ groups.

The Administration’s claim that “vol-
untary grass-roots’’ groups have devel-
oped on their own is a lie. These
organizations have been created by the
Government to exaggerate public concern
about marijuana. They want to wage a
reefer-madness war on U.S. citizens who
use it. In fact, these groups are simply a
smoke screen to cover up the failure of
Reagan’s drug policy.

Kevin B. Zeese
National Director, NORML
Washington, D.C.

BELTING THEM

When I read it, I couldn’t believe it: The
New York Times wants every American
school bus to be equipped with scat belts.

I used to think our celebrated paper was
the most intelligent in the country, but this
editorial demand is 2 monument to high-
minded stupidity. It concedes that of the
21,000,000 children who ride school buses
every day, only about 11 per year die in
accidents, but insists that $2000 in added
scat-belt costs “probably would have
saved” the life of an ll-year-old boy
named Paul, from Mahopac, “tossed in
the air’’ and so on, just to give the reader a
sad and frightening image. The implica-
tion is that Paul’s life wasn't worth a mea-
sly two grand to our callous lawmakers.

The issue here isn’t seat belts, in which
I devoutly believe; it's mindless reformism
used as a means of demonstrating superior
moral character. This particular editorial-
izing idiot needs just once to ride on a
school bus and then explain how he
intends to force a bunch of naturally
rowdy voungsters to stay in one seat, sit
still, make the often-difficult belt adjust-
ments, not te knots in the next kid’s belt,
not whack one another with the buckles,
not tease the kid in front by yanking on his
belt—unless we also pay the salary of the
extra adult needed to run up and down the
aisle zapping them with a cattle prod.

Reformers are naturally mean people. |
would call them cops without balls, except
that there are some intelligent cops.

James Friedkin
New York, New York

Either the man clearly remembers his child-

hood or he used to drive a school bus.

I don’t remember which paper carried
it, but check this news item I clipped sev-
eral years ago, which brings a new di-
mension to the air-bag/seat-belt debate. 1t



FORUM NEWSFRONT

what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

DOCTORS’ ORDERS
WASHINGTON, D.c—Two Congressional
panels of the House Select Commitiee on
Aging claim that more than 500,000
Americans possess false credentials or
diplomas in fields ranging from architec-

ture to zoology. Of particular concern to
the tnvestigators was the evidence that a
substantial number of bogus doctors were
practicing medicine on the basts of diplo-
mas from mail-order ouifils and phony
credentials from other sources.

FLAMING YOUTH

NEW YORK cITY—A survey conducted
Sfor the Planned Parenthood Federation of
Amenica finds that 84 percent of Ameri-
can adults of all social and political
descriptions consider leenage pregnancy a
sertous problem, but 64 percent believe
that parents have little or no control over
their teenagers’ sexual activity. About 35
percent said that communication and edu-
cation are the best means of preventing
leen pregnancy and only 17 percent
thought that parents should tell their kicds
about contraceptive methods.

BUM RAP

NEW YORK CITY—A study sponsored by
the Ford Foundation finds that teenagers
who father childyen out of wedlock are a
good deal more conscientious and respon-
sible than is generally belicved. Of 400
teen fathers in 15 cities, 82 percent
reported datly contact with thewr child
even though they lived apart; 74 percent
said they contribuled financially to the
child’s support; and nearly 90 percent
said they had ongoing relationships with
the mother, whom they had known for an
average of two years.

THIRD-PARTY LIABILITY

ALEXANDRIA, VIRGINIA—Two Federal
district judges have issued contracdictory
rulings on whether or not Virginia tavern
owners can be held liable for damages
caused by patrons who become infoxicated
al their establishmenis. In dismissing a
83,000,000 suil against a sicakhouse,
Judge Claude M. Hilton held that thivd
party hability can be ereated only by the
state legistature and that the state’s Alco-
holic Beverages Control Act confines itself
to regulating the sale and distribution of
alcohol. In March of last year, Judge
Richard L. Williams held the opposite—
that third-party kability could be inferved
under a provision of the law prohibiting
the sale of alcohol to amyone who is
already intoxicated. Thal decision is still
under appeal. Many states have what are
known as dramshop lazes, which hold lig-
wor sellers ltable in such cases as car acci-
dents caused by patrons who leave an
establishment drunh.

PRICELESS POSSESSION

SAINT-ETIENNE, FRANCE—A courl hear-
ing a divorce case has vejected the wife’s
request for financial compensation for the
loss of her virgmuty. The divorce was
granted, but the decision held that loss of
virginity is one of the things that go with
marriage and does nol require repa-
rafions.

TRY, TRY AGAIN

WASHINGTON. D.¢.—T he historic princi-
Ple of double jeopardy has been rolled back
by the U.S. Supreme Court to allow sepa-
rate stales to prosecule the same defendant
for the same offense. In the past, “dual
sovereignty” has permitted a state and a
Federal prosecution for the same offense,
but this docirine was never extended to
successive prosecutions by two states, and
defense lawyers warn  that this unll
encourage proseculors dissatisfied with the
outcome in one stale to shop for a tougher
senlence in another. In the majority opin-
won, Justice Sandra Day O'Connor took
the oniginal basis for the double-jeopardy
doctrine and turned it around: “To deny a
stale its power to enforce its crimimal laws
because another state has won the race to
the courthouse would be a shocking and
unloward deprivation of the historic right
and obligation of the stales lo maintain
peace and order within their confines.”

In another decision, however, the Court
reaffirmed the Sixth Amendment’s guar-
aniee of effective assistance of counsel,
refusing to make f.\‘(rprf'wr.\ even when the
accused tnitiates a meeting with police or
the police are acting i good faith.

OOPS. ...

WASHINGTON, b.c—A study by scholars
al Tufts University and the University of
Flovida has documented 343 cases in
which innocent people weve convicted of
capital cvimes between 1900 and 1985,
mncluding 25 who received death sen-
tences and were executed. Resulls of the
study were presented to a meeling of the
American Society of Criminology in San
Diego and were released nationally by the
American Civil Liberties Union.

NEW WEAPON

FLINT. MICHIGAN—A 28-year-old man
diagnosed as a possible AIDS carvier has
been charged with attempted murder for
spitting on the cops who had taken him in
Jor driving on a suspended license. A phy-
sician consulted by the police departiment
saud that spitting probably would not
transmit the disease, bul the charge was

filed anyway, because the arvestee report-

edly told the police officers that his intent
was to infect them.

CAN'T HAVE CAKE AND EAT IT, TOO
PORTLAND, OREGON—Although the rul-
ing came a little late, a Federal district

Judge has held that the communelcity of

Rajneeshpuram was an unconstitulional
merging of church and state by an organi-
zation that claimed both the prevogatives
of religion and the powers of secular gov-
ernment. Afier the ruling, the Oregon
atlorney general said, “The notion that

any religious group can officially domi

nate  governmental power is  funda-
mentally at odds with the very concept of
American governmend.” The cily's swamil
mayor said the remaining Rajnecshees
would appeal.
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reports that a retired Ford Motor Com-
pany safety engineer named Emile Grenier
had applied for a patent for using the
standard automobile air-bag system as a
means of humanely executing criminals.
He claimed that the inflating bag delivers
a force of 12,000 pounds—which, il
applied correctly, could snap a man’s neck
more effectively than a hangman’s noose.

Richard Leakey

Long Beach, California

DESTINY MANIFESTO

Hear' Hear! for Fredric Hayward's
“Parcental Destiny”” (The Playboy Forum,
January).

Men and women have equal responsi-
bility in averting unwanted pregnancies. Il
the male ignores this responsibility, the
female must take control and exercise hers.
However, when she elects to have a child
against the father’s wishes, she assumes
the entire responsibility for the child. In
essence, she has released the father from
liability. Unfortunately, this is not the pre-
vailing sentiment in today’s courts.

Although 1 could not condone the
aborting of a fetus 1 had fathered and
could not ignore my responsibility to my
child, I must respect another man’s right
to make his own decisions.

Kirkland W. Davis
Charlottesville, Virginia

I cannot let stand Fredric Hayward’s
proposition that if abortions are legal,
then paternity suits are not.

First, a few basics:

1. Notwithstanding the great strides in
medical science, it still takes a man and a
woman to create a child.

2. It’s the responsibility of both partici-
pants to ensure that birth control is used.

3. Abortion should not be considered a
primary method of birth control but
should be available as an alternative.

4. Sterilization of a man or a woman is
an individual choice. There are other
methods of birth control available.

5. Child support, whether ordered
through a divorce, dissolution or paternity
action, is lor the care of the child.

Hayward, as director of Men’s Rights,
Inc., 1s not the least bit interested in equal
rights but, rather, in maintaining or re-
establishing certain rights he apparently
[eels men have lost, e.g., the ability to have
sex with any wiling woman with no
regard for the consequences. Just as he 1s
outraged that it’s been suggested that if a
man doesn’t wish to be a [ather, he should
be sterilized, I am outraged that he sug-
gests that every time a pregnancy occurs,
a woman must have an abortion or be
forced to raise the child with no assistance
from the father.

Under the Uniform Parentage Act, once
paternity is determined, a support order is
made. Unless the father wishes and/or
asks the court to order visitation, he need
take no further responsibility. It is up to
him to determmme the level of involvement
he wants in the child’s life. The mother

Like it or not,

sex 1s here to stay

full responsibility for
raising the child.
Pregnancies  are
not normally “per-
petrated” on women.
They simply happen.
I'm sure Hayward

may still have to bear
folks,

exual liberation is getting a
bad name these days, espe-
cally from the religious
right, which has labeled sexual en-
j nt a perversion of aberrant,
Ebeynr: rniméls'e. Sex is trashing the
American spirit, they say, leaving

would not recom-
mend sexual absu-
nence to women as a
method of pregnancy
prevention any more

LISA

BROWN

TEXAN
COLUMNIST

in its wake Ieerﬁe pregnancy,
abortion, AIDS and herpes, por-

for many people;wzanicularly

WOImen, S€x was an

than 1 would recom-

ward, me- mend  sterilization.

nography and crime.

It's unacceptable, they say, ex-
cept within marriage. But even in
that moral context, many dlsag
prove of any practice that s
remotely erohic. It's the al';IIISSIOI'I-
ary position or nothing at all.

Unfortunately, &g views ob-
scure the positive changes that
have occurred the. past century.
The benefits of changing sexual at-
titudes are many: e have ex-
traordinary access to information
about contraception, sexual prob-
lemns and sexual diseases; our sodi-
ety no longer tolerates rape; we
are learning how to help victims of
sexual abuse and those convicted
of such crimes; and we are em-
bracing our sexuality with a more
enlightened awareness. Just a few
generations ago, menstruation
and masturbation were sources of

t embarrassment and misun-
erstanding. And for centures,

chanical or shameful act that re-
mained in the hush-hush. No one
talked about it.

Today, we can talk about it, and
because we do, we can learn from
each other. Th we shll en-
counter social challenges as the re-
sult of our sexuality, we are finally
learning to accept that it's normal
for men and women to enjoy sex-
ual activity. And that's healthy.

It is through public educa-
tion that we gn]'llll.lsl address the
problems of teenage pregnancy
and disease — not by wishing sex
away and not :}l‘essmg into
an a}ée of shamgy oppression.
Sex is here to stay — it's human
nature, after all — so we must
deal with it rationally and mature-
ly. Our sodety must manage its
moblems, not distort their causes.

‘e must not throw the baby out
with the bath water.

FROM THE DAILY TEXAN, STUDENT NEWSPAPER DF THE UNIVERSITY DF TEXAS AT AUSTIN.
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However, he does
seem to advise that
women have the total
responsibility  for
birth control and
then for the child il
they don’t have an
abortion. Freedom of
choice means exactly
that—a woman
should have the free-
dom to choose
whether or not she
wants an abortion.
That decision should
not be forced on her,
any more than she
should be forced into
a pregnancy neither
she nor the [lather
wants.

Hayward would be better off focusing
his group’s attention on teaching men to
take responsibility for birth control or on
helping men collect the child support that
is due them, rather than ratonalizing
away women'’s rights.

Coleen Hall Dailey, ].D.
East Liverpool, Ohio

MORE MENTAL FLOSS

Can we go back one more chapter in the
history of mental floss (The Playboy Forum,
June and November 1985)? B. Kliban
included a cartoon in his collection Never

il Sy i

If |
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€ 1876 BY B. KUIBAN, PUBLISHED BY PERMISSIDN OF ARTIST

Eat Anything Bigger Than Your Head &
Other Drauings titled “*Mental Floss™ and
portraying a gentleman flossing temple to
temple. The copyright date 1s 1976. The
book also contains such classic captions as
DIRTY FAT PERSON SITS ON PRESIDENT'S FACE and
FREUD'S FIRST SLIP.
I'd write more, but I'm late for my ap-
pointment at the mentist’s.
V. L. Dorrough
Richmond, Virginia
Intevesting. The ear-lo-ear flossing dis-
cussed by Susan Riesman in the June 1985
rLAYBOY and depicted in a 1983 fabric sculp-
ture by Nancy Robb Dunst s found to be
predated by Kliban's more primitive temple-
to-temple flossing in 1976. We feel like
humor anthvopologists.

LIFE AFTER LIFE

Surely, there are others besides me who
would like to congratulate Dr. C. Ralph
Campo for bringing attention to this most
fascinating subject, reincarnation (The
Playboy Forum, October), and for painting
a true picture ol the birth process. Too bad
the detractors don’t have the intuition to
see it as truth.

Reincarnation and karma cast light
upon many problems that have remained
riddles for orthodox religion. Unexplained
fears can be the result of past-life trage-
dies. Child prodigies worked at their par-
ticular skills for many lifenmes. Personal
love and hate relationships, race hatreds,
dependencies, physical beauty, handicaps,
aptitudes, ambitions, talents, aversions,
political and religious convictions—all
can be placed in a framework of many
lifetimes of experience.

Denying life to the unborn disrupts all
his plans, postpones the relationships and
the lessons he had scheduled for his own
growth. Dr. Campo describes it well as



“incredible entanglement.” An abortion
must be, 1o the incoming soul, like having
a door slammed in its face.
Audrey Munk
Kelso, Washington

As a father of three boys in various
stages of adolescence, I suggest that
PLAYBOY review its position on abortion. It
should be legal until the fetus reaches the
age of 21. In fact, it might not be a bad
idea to require that all children undergo
regular testing to determine if they are
making satisfactory progress toward
human-being-hood. I know the problems
young people have in dealing with their
hormonal changes. 1 just think that the
possibility of postnatal abortion would
give them something nice and tangible to
worry about, so they wouldn’t grow up to
be neurotic.

(Name withheld by request)
Middlebury, Vermont

How about that? And here we thought the

crazies were all on the other side.

LITERARY MARKET PLACE

I've read a lair amount of history in my
time. While walking around the Univer-
sity of Pittsburgh campus the other day, I
spotted a book called Art Against War.
Given what I've read and the stories I've
heard from veterans, this book accurately
conveys what war is about.

Later that day, I spoke with a person
who was advocating the Star Wars defense
program and distributing lcaflets. The gist
of his belief was that with the new technol-
ogy, the United States could win a nuclear
war with “acceptable” losses.

I also picked up a copy of pLAYBOY.

So there is a wide variety of information
available to college kids these days. I hope
they learn more than how to become
Yuppies.

Robert Schneller
Department of History
East Carolina University
Greenville, North Carolina

THOUGHT FOR THE DAY

I saw this graffito in the rest room of the
Petro Truck Stop in Beaumont, Texas, and
would like to share it with your other read-
ers, because it typifies my thinking and
that of others living in the South.

REDNECK PHILOSOPHY

Don’t fuck with me, and
[ won't fuch with you.
If you touch me,

I unll hurt you.

Bad.

This might not be a bad philosophy to
adopt nationwide.
D. Dwain Mclnnis
Houston, Texas
Does have kind of a hibertarian ving to i,
but we can’t quite sec it adopted by the Postal
Service, say, or the Departmeni of Health,
Education and Welfare.

PUBIC PLEASURES

I just have 1o write and share one of the
most erotic things I have ever done. I've
been married for ten years. Our sex life
was good but nothing to write home
about. My friend told me about Jona-
than’s in Sausalito. He specializes in
designing and styling pubic hair. At first, T
was very apprehensive, but my friend as-
sured me that it was all very professional
and that he would come to my house if I
felt more comfortable there. I decided to

TOO YOUNG

I wonder if any of your readers have
considered the plight of the last great
American minority: minors. We can’t
drink, gamble or enter into legal contracts
until we're at least 18. We can’t vote, even
if some of us are better versed in political
theory than many 30-year-olds. The only
way [ manage to read your magazine is
through the assistance of my wonderfully
open-minded father.

In an era when other “minorities™ (in-

Who says liberals don't have a sense of
humor? The following press release finds
the counitry’s foremosl civil libertarians
finally falling in line with Presidential
thinking.

The American Civil Liberties Union,
in a move unanticipated on Wall
Street, today offered to buy the United
States Justice Department.

The offer came in a letter to Attorney
General Edwin Meese only days after
President Reagan had proposed to sell
the Federal Housing Administration to
private interests, on the ground that
they could do a better job than the
Government.

“We think the same can be said
about the Justice Department,” said Ira
Glasser, AC.L.U. executive director.
“*Civil rights and civil liberties organ-
izations are already doing much of the
work that should be done by the Justice
Department, and particularly by its
Civil Rights Division. Civil rights law-
yers are increasingly functioning as ‘pri-
vate-attorneys general,’ enforcing laws
that the Justice Department is failing to
enforce. We might as well go all the way.”

Just as President Reagan proposed to
sell the Federal Housing Administra-
tion, including all its assets and liabili-
ties, Glasser said the AC.L.U. was
“prepared to take over the entire Justice

“A.C.L.U. OFFERS TO BUY
U.S. JUSTICE DEPARTMENT”

Department, including its asscts and lia-
bilities, which are many.”

The leveraged buy-out of the Justice
Department, Wall Street insiders said,
would be the largest in history, dwarfing
the recent purchase by General Electric
of RCA. But Glasser said that it wouldn’t
cost as much as anticipated, because
“the net worth of the department has
plummeted since Mr. Mecse became
Attorney General, and investors have
lost confidence in top management.

“Indeed,” said Glasser, “those with a
long-term investment in justice believe
that the department is now nearly bank-
rupt. An examination by our auditors of
the balance sheet of its key unit, the Civil
Rights Division, shows liabilities excecd-
ing assets to an alarming degree. . . .

It was not immediately clear how the
offer would be recerved in Washington,
but Mr. Meese was undoubtedly con-
sulting The Federalist papers in an
attempt to find out what the framers’
original intentions were with respect to
such an olfer.

Meanwhile, Glasser said that the
A.C.L.U. would be willing to consider
purchasing only the Civil Rights Divi-
sion, if Mr. Meese found that offer more
acceptable. “That partofthe company is
potentially its most valuable asset,” said
Glasser, “and the one the Government
seems least interested in developing.™

go to his place. After all, my girlfriend’s
new haircut was beautiful—a half moon
with a star. We also decided on a star for
the design.

[t is one of the most impulsive things |
have ever done and one of the smartest!
My husband was so turned on by my new
haircut and by the lack of hair that he
decided to have his done! We now treat
ourselves every four months. It’s such a
sensuous and clean feeling, we recom-
mend it to all our friends!

“One Happy Star”
Hollywood, California

Jonathan, did you put one of your friends

up to this?

cluding women, who are, of course, a
majority) have gained equal rights under
the law, I find myself wondering what
makes an 18-year-old a more valid citizen
than a 17-and-a-half-year-old.
Lewis Call
Las Cruces, New Mexico
The wisdom of your elders.

“The Playboy Forum™ offers the opportu-
nity for an extended dialog between readers
and editors on conlemporary issues. Address
all correspondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 North Michigan Ave-
nue, Chicago, Ilhinois 60611,
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"f He likesthe

in one of the hottest cars of P 2' pibioEunedble
the year, or an exciting trip Her favorite prize "
to Hollywood in this year’s is the trip to
Benson & Hedges 100 Sweepstakes. You Hollywood. 3

might try for blue-chip stocks or argyle
socks, a satellite dish or a set of china.
Each prize is a separate sweepstakes by
itself. Enter as often as you like, once,
twice, or a hundred times.

No matter how your taste runs,
trendy or traditional, this year we've
selected prizes to spark everyone’s
interest. So start browsing.

Whether your favorite is
Jjewelry or _]elly beans, sirloins :
or sardines, we've got a prize for you.™

With so many exciting prizes, we
think you’ll agree with the millions of
entrants who year after year have made
this America’s Favorite 100 Sweepstakes.

Benson &Hedges mé_g{
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OFFICIAL RULES—

NO PURCHASE NECESSARY
L. Write the number ol th kes you wish inthe
space provided on the official entry blank. oron s plain 3~ x 5°
phece of pupsr.
2. Hand print your name, address and rip code on
anclude with it the bottom penels from two packs

antry,
&
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3480, Syosset. N Y. 1:775. Entries must be received by July 31,
1BRE.
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stakes you are entering on the cutside of the envelope, in the
lower lefi-hand corner.

5. Winnera will be aelected in random drawings con-
ducted by National Judging Institute, Inc., an indepen-
dent Izatl hose decial Minal. Win-
nery will be meked 1o execute an affidavit of release and
eligihility. Al prizes will be awarded. One prize to s fami-
Iy. Tax I sibility of individual wi In
liew of prize, winner may elect to receive a cash nward of
B200. No responsibility ls assumed for lost, late or misdi-
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rected mail.
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March 1, 1966 except employees of PHILIF MORRIS 1
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Viewpoint

LITTLE PLEASURES

WHENEVER FOOLISHNESS, folly, stupidity and
hypocrisy are in the ascendancy, I gain
some measure of reassurance by thinking
of John King.

In a life of moderate span, King—now
the late Judge King—managed two note-
worthy accomplishments. For one, he
issued a subpoena for the king of Spain.
He wanted his Spanish majesty brought
into the judge’s Broward County court-
room to answer for some consular-type
miscreant who had flouted laws of the
sovercign state of Florida. The Spanish
hireling had run a stop sign and was
cringing behind the shield of diplomatic
immunity. Judge King took the position
that under common law, the master was
responsible for the offenses of the servant.
But the State Department put in the fix
for the royal personage.

King's second accomplishment leans
less toward the whimsical and more
toward the immortal. It is, in fact, so tow-
cring, so magnificent, so enduring an
accomplishment that beside it, the king-
of-Spain episode is like a quark next to
the Milky Way. What King did was to
define us and our umes, and he did 1t with
the hot brand of immortal truth. He
called this The Age of the Jerk.

According to Judge King, the age
began with the inauguration of Dwight
David Eisenhower. We've been sliding
ever since.

King held that all social conduct could
and should be judged by the degree of
jerkism exhibited or imparted. He was
right, of course; but not even this first-rate
social critic and genius was omniscient.
He was himself subpoenaed to the great
court call in the sky before the age he
named had come into full flower through
the magic of network television. How
could King, an intelligent person, have
forcseen Ted Koppel, Phil Donahue,
Andy Rooney, Barbara Walters and
Brent Musburger?

I'm reminded of Judge King because
we are on a new binge of jerkism. In
the good old days of forced compliance, the
issues were clear and meant something.
When Savonarola or Torquemada told
you to abjure Satan and all his works, you
either did 1t or had to be extremely good
at cating fire. Now the meddlers are at it
again. This time leaving my immortal

By ROBERT BILLINGS

soul to the strutting care of Jimmy Swag-
gart, they concentrate on my mortal coil.
They are dedicated to saving my body
by depriving me of every trivial—but
comfort-giving—little pleasure.

Some get into a great sweat over the
kind of movies I'm likely to watch. Others
get lathered up over rock lyrics or my
reading material. Still others wring their
hands if I play the odds (exempting only
state-run numbers rackets). But the high-
est manifestation of jerkism concerns
whether I smoke or not.

Is the world in such perfect harmony,
are all the gears gearing, the cogs cog-
ging, that the full might of do-gooderism
can now be turned to the great issue of
whether or not I pufl'a noxious weed?

‘There must be something meatier. A
couple of hundred years ago, great is-
sues were debated—the rights of man;
whether kings were God-ordained;
whether men could be chattels. But what
has jerkism shrunken us to? The great
moral issue of the day: whether or
not man has the inalienable right to pursue
his own little satisfying habits, paying
whatever price he must.

It's the Industrial Revoluton come 1o
social work. Through efficiency and in-
creased production the division of labor
permits, an excess population is freed of
meaningful work to employ idle hands
and minds. So people drift into degrading
social tampering.

Some societies handle these pests better
than others. Some American Indians, for
example, thought their insane were
touched by spirits. They gave them the
run of the wickiup. Russians, on the other
hand, whether czarists or dynastic Com-
munists, take a different approach. They
assemble their social misfits in a place
called the gulag. There they undergo a
new formation of social character as hew-
ers of wood and drawers of water. At 60
below. But in the land of the free and the
home of the dolt, do-gooders not only are
free to move about and spout their non-
sense, they just about run the whole
damn show.

Social reformers, no matter what their
message, share several common traits.
They have a messianic complex. They

start out working from the premise that
man is perfectible, and although we know
what’s best for us, we somehow lack the
moral courage to avoid occasions of sin.
Somehow, we slide into bad habits. Not to
fear—the reformers are on the job.

Reason and persuasion are all they
need to bring us back to a true state of
affinity with our better natures.

But ultimately, they find that the har-
vest of well-reasoned argument doesn’t
fill their silo. The appeal to our good
judgment and better natures has fallen on
the arid desert of our little vices. We still
drink, smoke and read as we please.

So they resort to force, to coercion. If
we won't be obedient children and do
what’s good for us, they’ll make us.
They’ll bring crushing law down on us.
They’ll illegalize all our little pleasures.

They did it with drinking. The result
was Prohibition, and it taught us several
lessons. It taught us that private, per-
sonal conduct is unlegislatable. It taught
us that umacceptable laws are unen-
forceable. It taught us that unreasonable
suppression of petty vices leads 1o con-
tempt of all laws. Tt taught us that public
officials could be bought. Wholesale.

That’s what we learned. But it taught
the social meddlers nothing. They’re stll
after our little pleasures. This time, their
guns are trained on cigarettes.

If this kind of jerkism weren’t so ser-
ious, it would be laughable.

Cigarettes are now branded as the
major cause of all the world’s evil and
unhappiness. But in the main, the social
meddlers’ arguments center on the threat
cigarettes pose to our national health.
The evil weed is blamed for cancer, heart
disecase, high blood pressure, miscar-
riages, dwarfism, kidney and liver trou-
ble. infant retardation. halitosis and
fallen arches.

Social saviors and their trained medical
stooges pop up on television so often that
you'd swear they were network filler. And
they’re alwavs chanting the same mes-
sage. It goes like this:

INTERLOCUTOR: Doctor, how many
people died last year of lung
cancer caused by cigarette smoking?

poctor [in a dark suil and sincere
tre]: Last year, some 40,000,000 peo-
ple in this country alone died of lung




cancer, and our research shows that
at least 40 percent of those deaths
were preventable.

Did I hear that right? Did he say the
deaths were preventable?

Change the scene. Doctor’s consulting
room:

poctor: What seems to be the
trouble?

PATIENT: Gee, | dunno, doc. [ feel
like . . . well, like . . . I'm gonna die
one of these days.

poctor: Gonna die? Nonsense!
Death is preventable.

PATIENT: Preventable?

pocTor: Of course, the latest thing
in medical science. Just stop smoking.

That’s the latest proposition: Death is
preventable. Stop smoking. See the end of
the world, and maybe more,

You want to laugh or cry? Death is pre-
ventable. These guys can’t cure a cold,
prevent baldness or the heartbreak of pso-
riasis, but they can hold off the Big Sleep.
Stop smoking and live forever.

We don’t need a law to ban smoking. If
we need a law at all, let it be an
antibullshit law.

.

On top of death is preventable, or at least
alongside it on Judge King’s scale of
jerkism, was that trial in California.

I'll refresh your memory. Melvin Belli,
Bigfoot in blue serge, represented the
plaintiffs. They claimed that the death of
their dear departed was caused by his
having smoked as many as three packs of
cigarettes a day for 50 years.

That's the argument. Belli said the
health warning on the cigarette packs
wasn’t enough. Cigarette companies
know smoking becomes habitual. They
should have sent a man out to the house
to take the dear departed’s cigarettes
away from him.

Here is a man born in the freest nation
on carth, born after the Emanapation
Proclamation, not diagnosed or presumed
mentally defective, and this man is post-
humously stripped of his free will.

Now I have to ask myself, What kind of
law is it that permits that kind of suit?
And I have o answer, like Dickens’ bea-
dle, that “the law is a ass.”

I also have to ask myself, What would
Judge King have done? He would have
charged Belli with frivolousness, obesity
and low-jinks, ordered him held in absen-
tia and found him guilty of obviousness
and jerkism in the first degree.

The jury, bless their quivering little
hearts and dense little minds, found for
the cigarette company, in this case R. |.
Reynolds. But they did it for the wrong
reasons. The foreman said they found for
Reynolds because the plaintif©s lawyer,

Bell, did not prove the man'’s death had
been caused by his smoking for 50 years.

That gets us nowhere. There have
alrcadv been a number of similar
smoker’s-death lawsuits in which the ver-
dict was the same. No direct causal link
between cigarette smoking and an indi-
vidual’s death can be proved. By anyone.
At any nme. In any place.

But the question in my mind is this:
Whatever happened to a man’s right to
pick his own poison? Why can’t a man
drink himself into oblivion, swear himself
to perdition, read trash until his eyeballs
crust over, pufl cigarettes until he vapor-
izes, as long as he doesn’t force others to
do the same?

These attacks on our
little pleasures may

seem niggling trifles,
but don’t kid your-

self. They are a

most pernicious form
of Big Brotherism.
The forces of con-
straint and stupid-

ity are on the march.

That should always be the accepted
standard of conduct. My nght to swing
my foot ends about six inches from the
seat of your pants. But that’s not good
enough for the social manipulators. They
want to stick their ass in the way of every
foot, then demand that foot’s amputation,

Why is it they feel the rights of one non-
smoker outweigh the rights of a dozen
smokers, even in places of public assembly?
Very simple. No intolerance matches the
narrow-mindedness of the fanatic on a
mission.

These attacks on our little pleasures
may seem niggling trifles, but don’t kid
yourself. They are a most pernicious form
of Big Brotherism. The forces of con-
straint and stupidity are on the march.
Now they are galloping with the most
amoral, avaricious group ever to infest
human society—lawvers. Suing is their

business, and the suingest society on
carth is going to get suinger and
sutnger—all in the name of social regula-
tion,

You see, the importance of the cigarette
cases is not only in their own tooth-grind-
ing jerkism but in the extension of that
principle into other areas. If a manufac-
turer of any product can be held liable
because an individual exercising free will
weak-mindedly enslaves himself to some
unwholesome habit, then the rationale
follows that no manufacturer is safe from
any misuse of his product, willful or inad-
vertent.

It's not farfetched. In fact, one varia-
tion is already in effect. Maryland’s high-
est court recently upheld a state law that
says that manufacturers of guns com-
monly called Saturday-night specials can
be held liable for any injury caused by
those guns. (A Saturday-night special
used to be something from which you
could contract a social disease.) Eventu-
ally, for every shooting, intentional or
accidental, there will be a lawsuit against
Colt or Smith & Wesson.

Turn the legal profession loose in a
social climate in which the individual is
no longer responsible for his actions and
you have deep-pocket law in its most viru-
lent form. Belli didn’t bring suit against
the vendor who sold his client, once re-
moved, the three packs a day. What could
he get from him? A few thousand, maybe.
He went after the big-dough guys, R. J.
Reynolds, whose deep pockets hold a cou-
ple of billion.

With the precedents already sct and the
big social-meddler push under way, it
doesn’t take a vaulting imagination to sce
that safety for cigarette manufacturers lies
in getting into Chapter 11 as soon as pos-
sible. It is the avowed intention of the
anticigarette crusaders to drive the ciga-
rette companies into bankruptcy by
obtaining huge judgments in the courts.

Now extend that same stupid principle.
Say a drunk falls asleep with a cigarette
and burns down the house. You can have
a suit against Brown & Williamson and
Schenley. Crash your Chrysler into a
bridge and sue Lee Iacocca for not build-
ing a crashproof car.

Lawyers’ heaven will come when a
drunk leaves a bar, climbs into his Buick
and smashes into two other drunks, driv-
ing a Ford and a Plymouth, at a three-way
intersection. There’ll be lawsuits against
Budweiser, Seagram and Johnnie Walker;
General Motors, Ford and Chrysler;
Amoco, Shell and Texaco for making the
high-powered gas that allowed those cars
to attain death-dealing speed.

So the next time someone tells you that
smoking will kill you, light one up and
blow some smoke in his face. The revolt
has to start somewhere. Otherwise,
look at the alternative. EI
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PACE CAR FOR THE
PERFORMANCE GENERATION.

Very few automobiles in the world have gen-
erated the excitement and emotional involvement
associated with the Z-car. Keeping this in mind, it’s
not surprising to read that Motor Trend Magazine
called the 300 ZX, “the best all-around Z-car
ever built.”

For 1986, Nissan has taken one more step in the
thoughtful evolution of a classic.

At the heart of this Z is a 3-liter V-6 that is actually
eight inches shorter and 15 percent lighter than the
280 ZX. Yet the turbo model puts out 11% more
power; a rousing 200 horsepower. That power gets
to the road by way of an electronic control system
that gives you the most efficient transmission of
power at any speed. Combined with shocks you
adjust electronically from the cockpit, the result

Is startling.
s tonems (B0

EINISSAN

In addition, an electronic monitoring system
keeps track of spark plugs that fire 42 times a
second at 5000 RPM and a micro computer controls
the fuel injection system making the Z a marvel of
functional electronic wizardry.

Outside, fender flares, housing wider tires, were
integrated into the body. The air dam was extended
and rocker panel extensions were added to reduce
air turbulence under the car. All this, plus a wider
track results in better handling than ever.

Inside, a choice of electronic or analog instrumen-
tation is offered, along with every conceivable
luxury, including a resounding 80-watt, 6-speaker
stereo system.

The 300 ZX, turbo or fuel injected. Once you get
inside a Z, a Z will get inside of you.

THE NAMVIE IS

NISSAN



PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: K AT H L E E N T U R N E R

a candid conversation with the star of “body heat,” “romancing the stone,”

“prizzi’s honor” and “the jewel of the wmile” about lfe, love and lust

It 15 sweltering. I's a wet and musty heat,
the kind that stirs people, incites them. Ned
Racine turns to leave Matty Walker’s home,
but he makes the mistake of looking back to see
her again. Hey husband’s not home. She's wet
with sweal. He's hotter than the might.

He paces like a mad, caged leopard. She,
too, &s panlting, wanting him, her tight shirt
nearly melting away, until he can’t stand it
anymore. The leopard strikes: Racine grabs
the nearest object, a wrought-ron porch
chair, and hurls it through the glass door.
The door crashes open. And he goes lo
Leri

That scene, which both men and women
often cite as one of the hottest in mouvie his-
tory, is, of course, from Lawrence Kasdan’s
“Body Heal.”" Racine, the loser of a lawyer
who is smitten by Malty, is William Hurt.
And Matly, who ensnares him with sexuality
more effective than a drug, who has, as
Racine says, a body she shouldn’t be allowed
to go oul m, is Kathleen Turner. In one
stroke—in a sizzling film debut as a demoni-
acally seductive femme fatale—she was hailed
as the Lauren Bacall of her genevation.

In voles that followed, Turner continued to
prove that the early rumblings were not Hol-
bwood hype, even though at the ime, “Body

“On a soap opera, my mother was dying and I
flashed badly on my own father dying. 1 held
il in unid the taping and let go. I was sobbing.
I thought it was the most real thing I'd ever
done. But when I saw i, it was absurd.”

Heal” was nol an enormous money-maker.
Savvy career decisions and some lucky breaks
won her roles that showed her versalility. Her
next—a funny send-up of Mally—was in the
Steve Martin—Carl Reiner comedy “The Man
with Two Brains,” as the conniving tease
who, even after marrying the lustful Martin,
will go only as far as to suck lus fingers.

Michael Douglas’ “Romancing the Stone”
became her first all-out hil. In one of 1984’
most popular movies and then a top-selhing
video cassette, Turner played Joan Wilder,
an apparently frumpy New York romance
novelist who sets off on an adventure that
transforms her into a woman more glamorous
than any in her books.

Any doubts aboul her flexibility as an
aclress or her popular appeal disappeared as
“Romancing” went on lo earn more than
$100,000,000 and became, as one reviewer
noted, “probably the last role she will ever
have to fight for.”

In “Breed Apart,” a film that has not been
released, Turner played an Appalachian
[farm woman two years before yural America
became a Hollywood trend. And then, in her
most conlvoversial caveer move, she agreed to
star in Ken Russell’s “Crimes of Passion,”
which contaimed explici—to some, shock-

“I thought ‘Body Heat’ was good adull sex, and
why nol? Bul the scene people remember most
has no nudity in . Il's the break-in scene,
when he’s pacing on the porch, then breaks
the glass door and comes in and grabs her.”

ing—sexual scenes. In it, she played a ca-
reer woman by day who put on a platinum
wig and stiletto heels by night to become a
hooker knoum as China Blue. She was crili-
cized for accepting a role some described as
degrading, yet most reviews were posilive.
“It’s a dangerous performance,” wrote Rich-
ard Schickel. “Bul she never falls off the lugh
wire.” In less capable hands, the explicitness
might have stalled her caveer. The film was a
commercial flop in the U.S., though it was a
big hit in Ewrope, released as “China Blue.”
Today, as a uvideo cassette, “Crimes of Fas-
sion” has become a cull favorite.

While Turner was completing “Crimes of
Passion,” she was asked to play opposite Jack
Nicholson in John Huston’s black comedy
based on Richard Condon’s novel “Prizzi’s
Honor.” In a throwback to the sexy, tough
females of her first two films, Turner plaved
Irene Walker, a professional killer who falls
in love with another professional khiller,
plaved by Nicholson. It gives Nicholson’s
character a chance to ask, “Do I ice hev? Dol
marry her?”

Turner then returned as Joan Wilder in
the sequel to “Romancing the Stone.” “The
Jewel of the Nile,” also produced by and co-
starring Michael Douglas, was another hit
($58,000,000 so far), though the reviews

PHOTOGRAPHY BY BENNO FRIEOMAN

“You want to have friendships on the set, but
you're the girl, the star, and can’t go to the
bar and have dvinks with the guys. You could
make trouble. One nymphomamac in this
position coudd turn a crew upside down.”




PLAYBOY

were less generous lo all concerned. Afier
grucling location work in Morocco and the
south of France, with barely a week off, she
left for Northern California to work with
divector Francis Coppola on “Peggy Sue Gol
Married,” due out next fall.

New offers ave pouring in. One Hollywood
executive said, “Everyone—stars and di-
rectors—uwants to work with Turner. There
are bigger box-office names, but not for long.”
Critic Andrew Sarris summed up, “One
might say that a star is born when one begins
mentally casting her for eversthing in sight.
And so it is with Kathleen Turner at this
moment in film history.”

Acting was not the obvious career for
Turner, the daughter of a U.S. diplomat who
was stationed in many forcign countries.
When her father died in London, the Turner
family returned to Missouri, where Kathleen
enrolled in Southwest Missouri State College
in Springfield. She soon found a home in a

theater group. She moved to the Universily of

Maryland to continue her training in acting
and, after graduating, lo New York to seek
Sfame and fortune. Although hers was not an
overnighl-success story—she worked as a
wailress during one  lean  time—Turner
landed an off-off-Broadway role and then a
spol on a soap opeva within a year. Eighteen
maonths later, her agent called in a favor and
gol her an inlevview for “Body Heal.”

Turner, who in 1984 married real-estate
developer Jay Weiss, lives in Manhaitan. She
grants few interviews and, as a resull of this
and her exceptional performances, has huilt a
kind of mystique around hevself. Schickel has
called her “perhaps the movie's fivst authen-
cally mysterious presence since Garbo was
hiding in plain sight.”

It was clearly time for viavsoy lo calch up
with Tuwrner, so we send Contributing Editor

David Sheff lo get to know her on the sels of

both “The Jewel of the Nile,” in Nice, and
“Peggy Sue Got Marrvied,” in Northern Cali-
Jfornia. His veport:

“} had met her earlier in the swelleving
south of France, and then again, in the cool
autumn of California’s wine couniry. Bul
this would be our first time alone. "Midnight,”
she had suggested. Was that too late? That's
when she would be finished with the day's
filming. "Il be there, I said, and she gave me
her room number. At nudwight, I tapped on
the hotel-suite door.

“First, her eves. The intense. deep look.
Without her on-camera  make-up, she
appeared  different—less swre of  herself,
though still quite lovely. She offeved me a
drink. I sat down on the couch and she did,
too, curling up luxuniously. She was dresseed
in a bulky pale swealer, a dark knee-length
skirt and blue socks. Her cat, Magee, snug-
gled up next to her, and she stroked his
mane.

“After our furst drink, the couch seemed to
have gotten smaller. With a none-loo-steady
hand, I reached over lo her. She was trem-
bling, too, and her neck was soft, and 1
pulled her closer. And. . . .

“And, no, thal’s not what happened.

“Truth is, she settled onte the couch, strok-
ing Magee; 1 sat in a nearby armchair, and 1
turned the tape yvecorder on. It says something
about the power of her performances that 1
was surprised lo find that, away from the set,
Turner is something other than steamy and
smoldering. She is forthright, funny and
thoughtful.

“Nonetheless, watching her before the cam-
era was enlighltening. In ‘Peggy Sue Gels
Married,' she was doing a simple walking
scene. The plot involves a 40-year-old
woman given a chance to be 18 agamn and
return to her high school prom with her adult
experience intact. We all watched as Turner,
made up to look older, transformed hevself
into someone whose very walk seenied older,
sadder; and even Coppola, watching the
close-up on a small monitor balanced on his
lap, was impressed. He shook his head and
spoke aloud to humself: “Phew . . . this s
greal stuff.”

“But as soon as the camera stopped rolling,
Turner became the morale officer on the set.
She made her way through the large crew,
passed around her morning pats on the back,
threw off a dozen “How ya doing?’s and gave
a warm hug to a fellow actor who had had a

“Love and sex ain’t
necessarily the most
important thing. That’s
what Matty believed.”

bad few days. She admits she's a flit and, in

Jacl, is not unaware of the effect she has. In

her wake ave glazed eves and lots of goofy
smiles. Yes, she'd pose for another photo with
an extra—not for me but for my husband.’

“One night, she got off early and asked if 1
minded putting the next interview session off
a hit. We headed to a Santa Rosa bar. As we
enlered, the bar hushed and the buzz that
began was obviously about her, which she
enjoved, since she is often unrecognized.
Finally, someone said, You look just like
Kathleen Turner.” Soon there was no ques-
fion that the woman al the bar, sipping a
margarita, was, indeed, Turner. By the end
of the evening, others at the bay had gatheved
around and Turner was cheerfully telling
abaut the first time she took her husband, Jay,
home for the grandparents to meet. "My
grandfather challenged me to a bourbon-
drinking contest. He said he could drink nie
under the table,” she says. T even caught him
cheating—filling up my glass when I wasn’t
looking—>but I outlasted ham.’

“As we left the bar and she signed a few
more autographs and posed for another pho-
tograph, I asked her if the growing attention
bothered her, She offered a rare glimpse inlo
her vulneralulity: I dream, sometimes,” she
said, a little melancholic. "I'm in bed and 1
look up and I can’t move, because the faces

are evervwhere and the camevas are every-
where and there’s nothing I can do about i.’
Then, as she was getting into hey car, some-
one called oul, “Miss Turner. If I could just
gel your picture, il would mean so much lo
me." She shook off the moment’s dejection, let
that slow, beguiling smile steal over her face
and turned to hum. ‘For you,” she said, ‘any-
thing.'”

PLAYBOY: You've gotten great press as an
actress, but no one seems to know whom to
compare vou to. We've heard Lauren Ba-
call, Katharine Hepburn, Ingrid Berg-
man, Veronica Lake, Faye Dunaway.
What do you think?
TURNER: I really have trouble thinking that
way. [ don’t want to be like anyone. | was
terribly bothered at the beginning. Alter
Body Heat, there were all these Bacall
comparisons. I kept wondering what she
would feel like. My God! “Have vou heard
about the voung you?"” How rude!
PLAYBOY: Still. not had company.
TURNER: 1 suppose imitation is the highest
form of Hattery, and so the comparisons
are a tribute to them, but it still seems
very callous to me. Writers want a hook,
but I don’t agree. I always have an image
of mysell in a script or in a play, and that’s
always been much more real to me than
anyone else in that role, than a Hepburn
or a Bacall or somcone like that. Not to say
there aren’t pieces of them that delight me
and spark me, that trigger attitudes or
actions, but nothing that I want to be like.
These are different times. Most of those
actresses were expected Lo create an image
or to maintain the one created for them.
That was as important or as much of a
responsibility as their work. We don’t have
that kind ol pressure now. Not to say that
there isn’t a lot of pressure to seem to be
what the public has lound most appealing
about yon, but there’s much more respect
now for acting as a profession, as a job and
not some gift that was given o vou. My
film roles have been so different that |
don’t think [ have an image as defined as
those actresses’.
PLAYBOY: What kind of image do vou think
you have?
TURNER: From my husband and others,
I've learned that it's this sort of sexy
woman; sexy and, [ think—1 Jlope—
intelligent and rather strong. The sex is
more emphasized than 1 would have
thought. Prizzi’s Honor reinlorced the
image ol me as a manipulative woman,
though I must say there are moments in
Prizzi when my character is just this newly-
wed—she’s got her job, but she's baking
casseroles—that [ like. 1 don’t feel that
sexual impact as much, but my husband
and friends tell me it's out there. The truth
is. [ don't really want 1o know too much.
PLAYBOY: Is the sexual image really that
much of a surprise to you? Body Heat and a
lesser-known movie vou did. Crimes of Pas
sion. had more intense sex than many



major films in recent memory.

TURNER: I's true, Body Heat is very power-
lul, much more powerlul now than when it
came oul, due to cable. Crimes has become
more popular in video cassette than when
it was released in theaters. Certainly, the
sex scenes in Body Heal are very adult, as
opposed to cuphemistic. Looking back, it
was one of the most direct feature films
done in the United States in a long nme.

I just thought it was good adult sex, and
why not? But the scene that people re-
member most has no nudity or sex in it
It’s the break-in scene, when he's pacing
on the porch and breaks m the window in
the door and comes in and grabs her. Peo-
ple remember that better than some of the
more explicit scenes, which [ love.
PLAYBOY: We also remember the character
of Matty Walker, one of the most wonder-
fully evil characters cver.

TURNER: Yeah. The classic bitch, And,
worse, she got away with it! She wasn’t
punished! She had such a strong impact
that people had a hard time remembering
that [ was not Maty Walker. For a long
time, men had a kind of chip on the shoul-
der, like, “You aren’t going 1o put anv-
thing over on me, honey.” That kind of
thing. I mean, who asked? I think that the
{act that they really did believe Martty is
the reason they cast doubt on me. [Laughs,
raises her right hand] T've never done any-
thing in my hie hike that. I swear it
PLAYBOY: What about Matty’s sex scenes,
though? She put so much passion into her
scenes with Ned Racime [William Hurt],
the man she later betrayed, that it was
hard at the end of the movie to believe
she’d been faking it. Was it all an ace? Did
she love hum?

TURNER: Yes, yes, ves! | think she was in
love. The sex was great. Tt was a bonus. |
don’t think she had ever had the freedom
of a beautiful voung lover like that. She
loved it.

PLAYBOY: Then how could she betray him?
TURNER: Love and sex ain’t necessarily the
most important thing. That's what Matty
believed.

PLAYBOY: What about what Kathleen
Turner believes? Can you fake that inten-
sity of sex? Is it possible 1o make that kind
of love on the set and not get turned on?
TURNER: Part of it is very mechanical.
Larry [Kasdan, Body Heal's writer-
director] and Bill and I would block out
the moves in advance and know what we
were going to do in front of the camera, so
we would be comiortable with it. And the
three of us became close through the work.
But you have to get over this hump—at
some point, vou have to Kiss the other per-
son and hug the other person. It was easier
to get over that when we were alone than
with the crew standing there. So we just
walked throngh the scenes, not performing
the actions, not acting them out, but
exploring them. Then. when the tension
got real heavy, we'd have races up and
down the lawn—suuff like that. We'd jump
into the water, just to get comfortable

“What did you expect, Chivas Regal?”
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with each other.

The closeness of the set quickly ex-
tended beyond Bill, Larry and me. You
would catch the crew grinning at one
another, because they knew something
very good was happening. That’s a lovely
feeling. But it was very, very hot stuff, and
there were times when 1t got very tense.
After we finished the break-in scene in the
house, I ran upstairs to my dressing room
and I was shaking and shaking and crying
and 1 just sort of broke down. I did that
after almost every one of the heavy scenes.
PLAYBOY: Why?

TURNER: It's just too open. The truth is, you
can act sexuality to a certain extent, but if
you are actually being touched, actually
touching someone, there is a gray area
there, because your body is responding,
even though your mind is saying, “OK,
now the camera is there; I have to kiss at
three quarters. . . . So vou're thinking
that stuff, but you are also having physical
reactions, because nobody can be petted,
touched and kissed without feeling some-
thing. I think that was the effect on every-
body. I'm sure that anybody watching got
caught up in it to some extent, but I never
felt it was prurient. It was just powerful
stuff.

PLAYBOY: S0 what do you do? You can’t
take cold showers every ten minutes.
TURNER: Actually, “Cut!” is a very good
cold shower.

PLAYBOY: Then you have to get turned on
enough without getting too turned on?
TURNER: I'm not really sure you can get too
turned on. I think there’s an automatic
safety valve that is simply your responsi-
bility technically as an actor. If you get too
turned on, you start rolling around and
you're out of shot. [Laughs] And there are
people all around, watching you. . . .
And, as I said, with all the sex in Body
Heat, the most powerful scene was done
fully clothed.

PLAYBOY: The scene when the young niece
visits them and happens to see Martty
going down on Ned is also a powerful
moment.

TURNER: Yeah. That was a kind of neat one.
But you don’t see anything in that, cither.
You hear a zipper. All I have to do is go
down onto my knees; that’s it. I'm out of
shot.

PLAYBOY: What you're saying, what other
actors haven't admitted to, i1s that there

does have 10 be a spark between the two of

you on a set; it's not all mechanical.

TURNER: It's both, I think. You want to
have a spark, to have some fecling of at-
traction and attractiveness. It’s very hard
to play with someone who 1s supposed o
be madly in love with you and have a feel-
ing that he thinks you are not attracuve. It
really hits at a very insecure part. I think
that when you work with other actors, you
deliberately open yourself up. You assume
an immediate intimacy and relationship
that, of course, is not true, but you want it
to be true in the context of working
together. You may see that actor in a bar

after work and not have any desire to talk
to him at all. But on the set that day, i
vou're doing a love scene, you tend to hang
out together all day; you talk together and
make sure vou arc OK. You assume an
intimacy vou don’t have, and that works
better with some actors than with others.
PLAYBOY: Is it dangerous to your real life to
put yourself in that position all the time?
You, for instance, are a married woman.
TURNER: It is dangerous if you don’t make
the rules clear—1 mean, if vou don’t say,
“I find you very attractive, I think you are
very special, I am madly in love with my
husband and I know you are madly in love
with your girlfriend; isn’t that great? So
let’s flirt and remember it’s just flirtng.™
PLAYBOY: Rules or no rules, is it always
possible to remember that the intimacies
and attractions are part of the job?
TURNER: I used to have this thing that I'd
sort of fall in love for ten days, but I knew
that 1 would do that, so I'd say, “Don’t do
anything. Don’t do anything. Don’t go
have dinner with him. Don’t do anything
during these ten days, because something
could happen.” Then, sure enough, after
the end of ten days, I'd turn around and
think, Yeah, he’s a great guy, but the cra-
ziness is gone. Now | don’t really feel like
that, because I have Jay and I'm not look-
ing for anvybody. Part of that was that |
was looking for somebody, so every time |
met someone 1 was very attracted to, I had
that “What 1f?" I don’t have the “What
if?” anymore. People get mucked up very
casily this way. I tend to flirt. I enjoy flirt-
ing. It cheers the guys up, cheers me up; 1
like 1t a lot, but I'm more careful now to
say, “Aren’t I a terrible Hirt—ha-ha” 1
make sure they know that’s what it is,
‘cause | don’t want to hurt anybody.
PLAYBOY: And iU’s always in control?
TURNER: Pretty much, yeah. I mean, 1 may
go kick down some walls when I'm alone,
but I keep it in control when I'm not. Hey:
Can [ interject a note here? I don’t want
this whole thing to be about sex.

PLAYBOY: It won’t be. But you have to
admit, when it comes to the movies you’ve
been in and the amount of sex in each, the
topic comes pretty naturally.

TURNER: And compared with a lot of my
contemporaries, 1 suppose. There was The
Postman Always Rings Twice, with Jack
[Nicholson] and Jessica [Lange], but I
didn’t like the sexuality in that. You
watched these two people do things to
cach other. It was so brutal. There are
very few films like those. But I have done
eight films now.

PLAYBOY: So we'll keep the topic in context.
If there's no attraction between you and
an actor, can you still do the work?
TURNER: It hasn’t happened to me except
once in a play, and I just got through that.
It was a limited run—a week and 1t was
over. | don’t know whart I'd do. I've alked
to actresses who have really done long,
intense performances with people they
truly could not get along with, and 1 don’t
know how they do it. They fantasize. You

put someone else there.

PLAYBOY: Your ten-day rule always works?
TURNER: Knock on wood. Anvway, I really
don’t want to be involved with an actor.
First of all, I think 1t would have to screw
up the work. And then at the end of the
film, when you say goodbye—gosh, what
would you do, unless you had made some
kind of commitment during the shooting?
But don’t, don’t ever make any decisions
during the film that affect vour life,
because you are in this completely unreal
world; and when you are on location, you
don’t even have the stability of going to a
place you know or seeing friends from your
outside life. 1°s a manufactured world,
and any decisions you make probably will
not work in the real world.

PLAYBOY: Did you learn that the hard way?
TURNER: Yes and no. I've talked about the
wonderful closeness 1 had with Larry and
Bill in Body Heat. 1 felt as if we had exactly
the same vision of the piece. One day, I had
to go downtown to my agent’s office. 1
walked in and he turned to me and said, *°l
hear you are having an affair with Bill and
with Larry at the same time.” I felt just
like somebody had kicked me in the stom-
ach. I was so hurt. I felt as if somebody
was tearing us down, and why? 1 said,
“How could you say that?” and he said, 1
just think you should know what people
are saying.” [ thought, Jesus Christ, this is
what people are saying? And it ruined
something for me. It really hurt, because
every time the three of us went off to talk
and to rehearse, I'd be thinking, Who's
seeing this? You know—what are they
thinking? It was rotten. I'll never forgive
this person for breaking my bubble. But I
realized, This is the real world. So I'm
much more careful not to allow myself to
be in that kind of position anymore. But it
hurt a lot then.

PLAYBOY: As promised, let’'s move on to
other subjects, such as the films that made
you best known to the American public—
Romancing the Stone and its sequel, The
Jewel of the Nile.

TURNER: Right: Run! jump! Hang! Fall!
Hang! Run! [Laughs]

PLAYBOY: The personal dynamics on that
kind of set aren’t quite the same, eh?
TURNER: Yeah. Every tume Michael
[Douglas] and 1 got to a scene in which we
really got to talk, it would be like, “Hey,
hi! I remember you.” Adventure films are
a whole other thing. You can’t rchearse
much of the material. How do you
rchearse jumping onto a moving train or
hanging ofl’ a moving train for 40 hours?
You just have to do it, and there’s excite-
ment in that, because it's always fun to
push yourself to that point where you just
do it and see what you make of it.
PLAYBOY: You don’t use stunt doubles?
TURNER: 1 do a lot of it myself. I like it. I'm
a real tomboy, anyway, and in those films
there was such close coverage that there
was no way to usc a stunt double. 1 had
stunt doubles who did some of it. of course.
1 did spend four or five days hanging from




a train. I's very safe—they put a hole
through a wall in the train and we were in
a harness on a steel cable that supported.
they assured us, 3000 pounds—but vou do
go home at night wondering if normal
people do this.

PLAYBOY: At first, vou refused to do the
sequel, provoking a $25,000,000 lawsuit
from the studio, 20th Century Fox. What's
vour side of that?

TURNER: They had sent me a draft of the
first script and 1 thought it was not in the
spirit and fun ol Romancing, It turned into
an exploitive adventure movie. Joan was a
complete wimp. She really didn’t commit
any actons to save herself, which was not
in character, and there was questionable
taste in scenes such as the one in which a
bunch of Nubian pygmies tell Jack, “If
you give us the woman for an hour, we’ll
let vou live.” I didn’t think that was very
nice. I don’t like rape jokes. There was
some money involved with it, too. Michael
and [ were arguing with Fox about the
money earned by Romancing. According
to Fox, Romancing was still $3,000,000 in
the hole and they'd seen no profit from it
PLAYBOY: Yet reported earmings for the
movic arc upwards of $100,000,000.
TURNER: Exactly. At the tme, 1 was ofiered
another film that I wanted w0 do. My
agent tried to find out if they could post-
pone Jewel while we addressed the prob-
lems, so I could do this other Alm, at
which point evervthing got mucked up.
We lost the lines of communication. |
wasn’t talking to Michael; he wasn’t talk-
ing to me. The next thing I knew, I walked
into my building and the doorman said,
“Oh, $25,000,000?"" I said, “What?" He
said, “Look at the Post: ‘"KATHLEEN TURNER
BEING SUED FOR $25.000.000." " I was absolutely
crazy. And I never said | wouldn’t do the
movie; | just didn’t want to do a bad one,
and | wanted to address the money issue
up front. A friend—Jack Nicholson, in
fact—sort of interceded and got Michael
and me talking again. He promised he
would resolve all my script-related doubts
and I would, indeed, have some input.
PLAYBOY: The story on the other side had
you playing prima donna, even though it
was Romancing that made you.

TURNER: Romancing was my only popular
film and certainly the one that gave me the
greatest exposure and standing outside the
business, but I don’t think I owe them
anything for that. I believe T fulfilled my
contract. 1 did a good job. 1 think I owe
Michael for the opportunity and his judg-
ment and his vision, but I don’t owe any-
body for the work I do. That made me
furious. But we resolved the problems and
got to work.

PLAYBOY: Ihd you have fears about doing
the sequel to begin with? Romancing 1s a
hard act to follow.

TURNER: | did. Someone asked me if |
would do a third Joan-and-Jack story. I'm
not intrigued by the idea now. I'm not
sure she’s that interesting to explore any-
more. [f Jewel is anywhere near as popular

as Romancing was, then maybe it's a
fallback. In a couple of years, people may
still want to see Jack and Joan. If I go too
far and disillusion people or lose touch—
because I think that’s bound to happen;
vou can't keep the same audience appeal if
you want to do things that interest you—
then [ could do Joan again. There are
bound to be things that will alicnate peo-
ple—such as Crimes of Passion. If I go too
far. mavbe Joan Wilder is a net.

PLAYBOY: Could vou go oo far?

TURNER: I'm not sure. I'm well bred—
thank you, Mom, thank you, Dad—and
there is certainly something in me that
shrinks from hurting or from behavior
that is unconscionable in that sense. |
don’t want to hurt anvbody. But 1 sure
don’t want to reinforce some “them™ code
of behavior—all the “theys" out there. |
don’t want “‘them™ 1o rule my world. 1
don’t want “them” out there to be more
important than I am, and 1 really think
that’s part of what I can do with my work.
I can make the choices.

PLAYBOY: It sounds as if your background
made you want to be in control of vour
own choices. Since your father was in the
diplomatic service, you grew up all over
the world—Canada, Washingion, Cuba,
Florida, Venezuela and London. How do
you think all the traveling aflected vou?
TURNER: Some of it was confusing. [
remember Canada—the house, the nurs-
ery school, singing God Save the Queen
every morning. Later, when we returned
to Missouri and my dad was studying
Spanish, preparing for our next move, to
Cuba, they put me m another nursery
school. 1 was very frightened, but I was
willing. The teacher started 1o play the
piano, and | blasted out God Save the
Queen while evervbody clse was singing,
“My country, 't is of thee.””

Overall, 1 probably had an easier time
than mv older brother and sister. who
think they would like to settle in one place
with their families and not move them
around. I certainly mtend to drag my kids
everywhere. My younger brother and |
both enjoved ourselves very much. [ loved
the new places. [ think I learned a lot
about adjusting quickly, about presenting
a picture of myself, because you go to a
new school and night away kids are chal-
lenging vou. [ think that had a lot to do
with acting; vou went in there showing
people something. You felt you could redo
voursell; nobody knew what you were. My
first month in England. people called me
Doris—1 looked like Doris Day or some-
thing; I had the bangs, at least. I was this
perky little person for a while, undl I
couldn’t stand it anvmore. Yeah, there was
that thought that vou had a chance to
change whatever mistakes you had made
or the things yvou didn’t like about vour-
self. But my family kept me grounded that
way. They knew.

PLAYBOY: Was your father strict with you?
TURNER: He was very Victorian, but a
wonderful man. He worked his way up the

diplomatic service and was U.S. Consul in
Great Britain when he died. My big regret
now is that he never took me seriously as
an actor; he thought it was something 1
would outgrow. He wasn’t affectionate,
really. I don’t think any of us ever doubted
he loved us; but I was alwavs more physi-
cally oriented than the others. I remember
crawling onto his lap and telling him 1
wouldn’t leave until he hugged me. He
was sort of embarrassed, but I just need
my hugs.

PLAYBOY: What were vou like growing up?
TURNER: I think I was always a tomboy to
some extent. | was very competitive with
my brothers. | was always the athlete of
the family. I remember having a great
time when 1 was a kid. Way back then, [
already had an idea of the kind of grownup
I wanted to be. I guess 1 wanted to be
smarl and I wanted to be pretty and to be
in control of my life and all those kinds of
things. That seems to be coming true in
many ways. | am much happier with
myself than I ever was. A lot of those
desires came out of the feeling that 1
wasn’t any of those things and didn’t have
control. I am much more contented, so [
don’t feel the urge to keep making myself
up.

PLAYBOY: Your father died when you were
in high school. What happened to the fam-
ily then?

TURNER: My mother and 1 had always been
verv close, but that brought us closer. We
came back to the United States and we
didn’t really have a home. We went
through such a similar period—as I was
starting college, we were both looking for a
job, for friends, for a place to live. I think it
created a closeness that 1 wouldn’t have
had with her, because we were going
through so much of the same thing.
PLAYBOY: What was college like for an in-
ternationally raised kid?

TURNER: It was probably the worst culture
shock 1 had ever gone through. Afier 11
vears outside the United States, I showed
up in Missouri with a heavy English
accent. In my absolute terror, | was deter-
mined not to lose this sort of distinction,
what I thought of as a great allectation,
and the kids were not very understanding
or forgiving. They didn’t really want 1o
hear about something that had happened
in London and Paris. They thought I was
Just unbearable. Also, for the first time in
my life, it didn’t matter who my father
was. | had always had the feeling that [
could go to any country in the world and
say, “Contact Consul Turner”™ and 1
would be taken care of, which was basi-
cally true. That shook me up quite a bit. [
took refuge in this theater group. which
was very special.

PLAYBOY: Were vou living at home?
TURNER: No. As a single woman at South-
west Missouri State College, vou're sup-
posed to live in the dorms, but I just hated
it. I hated living with a bunch of women,
especially ones who [high-pitched squeal)
talked singsong all the time. They were
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PLAYBOY

driving me out of my mind! They used to
put notes on these boards, like, PEGGY, CAME
BY TO SEE YOU. YOU WEREN'T HERE. BUT BE BACK
MARY LOU. And at the top of these boards,
they’d put the message for the day. Usual-
ly, this was a Bible quote or an advertising
slogan. I think a biggie was “Today is the
first day of the rest of your life.” One day, 1
wrote, ““"T is better to reign in hell than to
scrve in heaven.—mitton.” | got back,
and everyvbody’s door was open on to the
hall and people were having a floor meet-
ing about this. They asked me to erase this
message. [Southern accent] “We respect
your freedom under the First Amendment
to express yourself as an American citizen,
but either you must erase this message”—
which they considered to be blasphemy—
*“or you should really consider moving.” I
moved. I got a note from a psychiatrist
that it was ruining my mental health to
live in a dorm and got permission to move
oflf campus with a roommate.

PLAYBOY: And a year later, you went to
New York.

TURNER: | left town after about my third
year. | wanted to get into experimental
theater and [ couldn’t do it there. There
just wasn’t anything happening. [ bought
this Oldsmobile 88, 1965, for $300, packed
all my stuff into it and drove to Baltimore
to attend the University of Maryland.
From there, I went to Washington with
$100 and a recommendation for Arena
Stage. I auditioned for them and the cast-

ing director recommended me to this agent
in New York. I got an agent. We later lived
together, and although the romance ended
a long time ago, he is still my agent. So the
agency started sending me out and I got a
job as a waitress. I did an off-off-Broadway
piece for about five or six months, and
after about eight months, I got a soap
opera. After a year and a half of that and
some work in theater, I got Body Heat.
PLAYBOY: That was quite a first role to
land. How did you get it?
TURNER: I read the script and 1 was abso-
lutely scared by it but also tremendously
intrigued. 1 was scared by all the sexual-
ity; I didn’t have an image of myself at all
as this siren or sexy woman. [ thought that
might eliminate me right away. I never
saw myself as a sort of femme fatale. Any-
way, my agent was trying to submit me to
get an audition, but they refused to see me.
I happened to be in L.A. to test for some
female mud-wrestling film—thank God I
was not right for that part at all—and
there was a woman casting Body Heal
there. I was able to see her and read for
her and she got quite excited. She set up a
meeting with the film’s producer and
Larry Kasdan. So I went in dressed to the
nines: I put on my highest heels and a slit
skirt and all the make-up I could muster.
I read for them and all they said was
“Can you come back tomorrow?” The
next day, I got there and Larry gave me a
scene to read that he hadn’t allowed any-

one else to see. It was the time when Matty
talks about her past—when she went 10
Chicago and didn’t know what she was
doing, got hooked on drugs. . . . He gave
it to me and said, “I know vou haven't
seen this, but read it for me anvwav.” So |
read the scene and there was this absolute
silence. I was nervous and finally said,
“Well?* Larry looked at me and said, “I
never thought I'd hear that read as I hear
it in my head.” Based on that, they
decided to fight for me, even though I had
no film credits, and they set up a screen
test. I did the test with Bill [Hurt]. They
then called me back to meet the Ladd peo-
ple [the film's distributors], because they
weren’t convinced I could do the lightness
in the film, '
PLAYBOY: The ashtray incident?

TURNER: Yes. I went into this room at the
Ladd Company. It was all white on white
on white—white sofa, white rug, blond
wood-—and there was this huge ashtray in
the middle of the table that was filled with
cigarette butts—it was as il they had been
sitting there all day, smoking and talking
about [macho voice| the girl. 1 was stand-
ing there with the script and one of the
vice-presidents said, “Do drunk.” So I was
doing drunk and I threw the script onto
the table and it knocked into the ashtray
and [ watched it fly across the room. The
butts went all over this white rug, scat-
tered. I got down on my hands and knees
and started picking thern up—“This is the
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most embarrassed ['ve ever been in my
life.”” And they laughed. I swear to God
that turned them around.

PLAYBOY: What was it like working with
Hurt, who 1s obviously a gifted actor but
has a reputation for being somewhere on
the edge?

TURNER: Mavbe he is a little bit. I think he
someumes is diflicult o deal with per-
sonally, because he doesn’t proceed in a
linear fashion. His acunons don’t progress
in any sensible shape or lorm. However, he
never brings that stuff on camera. We'd go
to dinner and I would spend all evening
completely unable to understand what the
hell he was talking about. I mean. it got a
little scary sometimes, like spending the
whole night talking about your preferred
mode of death, for instance. He said he
would like to be sucked up into a jet engine
and immediately atomized—and I'm say-
ing, ““Oh, my God, OK, here 1 am, sitting
with this man | have to work with tomor-
row who wants to die by being atomized 1n
a jet engine.” Uh-huh. [Laughs] But the
next day, there’s none of that. [ think Bill
is one of those people who are alrad that if
they find a form of contentment or stabil-
ity, they will lose the gift of their work. 1
dou’t agree, but I think that 1s part of his
behavior, though he never brought that
shit on stage.

PLAYBOY: What about Ned Racmne, his
character in Body Heat? Your line to him
was, “You're not too smart, are you? I like

that in a man.”

TURNER: [Laughs] Yes. 1 think he was a
character who had very much followed the
rules—he went to college, went to law
school—and was controlled by them. He
expected that having obtained a law
degree and then having sct up his oflice,
his life was going to be taken care of 1
think he alwavs expected something out-
side him to manage his life. And then
Maruty came along. [Smales in Maitty charac-
fev] But I think he wasn’t unlike so many
voung people these days. They think that
il they fulfill certain qualifications and
pass the tests, they will be handed a ready-
made life. He was always looking for some-
one to say, ““‘Do this, do that, go this way
and you will be rewarded.”

PLAYBOY: There was a moment there, when
vou smiled, that brought back Maty.
Were vou at all wary ol playing such a
nasty character?

TURNER: When vou're doing a character,
you never think the character is evil. You
find all the sympathetic things that touch
vou and move you. The woman was scared
and married to this horrible man. Not that
there was ever any justification possible
for what she did, but you find mitugating
reasons. The biggest challenge was 10
make the audience believe her. 1 was
always terrified that they would stop
believing. The challenge was to . . . 1o
suck them all in. Everybody. At the same
time, you had to leave clues all the way

and a less-
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down the line, so when they looked back,
they wouldn’t suddenly say, “Wait a min-
ute! When did she go from good to bad?”
There had o be little notes that sounded
wrong in every scene. Why did she hesitate
to say that word? What was that look?
There had to be clues in every scenc that
she wasn’t what she seemed to be, but vou
couldn’t see them until you knew.
PLAYBOY: How did you feel when vou first
saw the completed movie?

TURNER: Thrilled, embarrassed. After a
private screening, I went out to a movie
theater and watched it with an audience. |
put on glasses and everything. 1 guess |
thought they were going to recognize me,
which of course they wouldn’t have. 1
moved two or three times during the flm,
and 1t was wonderful. At the end, T was sit-
ting next to this woman who was watching
it alone, and when they had walked down
1o the boathouse, she said, under her
breath, “Don’t go in, don’t go in.”" 1
thought, This 1s great. And I sneaked out
and sat in the lobby as people started 1o
come out. They were all arguing: “She
loved him.™ “*No. she didn’t.” Or “1 knew
she was going to do that.” “Oh, you did
not!” I thought. This is fabulous. 1 fol-
lowed this couple for about two blocks and
they kept arguing about whether or not
she loved him.

PLAYBOY: Body Heal's rave reviews must
have really started things rolling.

TURNER: Not at all. I didn’t work in a ilm

beer.

LIGHT




PLAYBOY

for eight months after Body Heat. In fact, 1
was back filling in on soap operas and
doing things like that. I went up to Canada
to do stage work after about a year. [ even
did a little waitressing. 1 got a couple of
offers to do films that I really didn’t ike—
bad imitatons of Body Heat.

PLAYBOY: How did The Man with Two
Brains come about?

TURNER: | read the script and thought it
was very funny. But my agent was having
wouble getting me an audition, because
Carl [Reiner, the director| had seen Body
Heat and, T was told, he thought I was tal-
ented but not funny. T got kind of upset.
Most of my stage work had been comedic,
and I didn’t think that was fair. So 1 wld
my agent I really wanted that audition,
and ultimately Reiner agreed o sec me.
PLAYBOY: And vou convinced him.

TURNER: And Steve. And 15 minutes later,
they asked me it [ would do it It may have
helped that at the reading, 1 did a faint
and then ended up climbing Steve's leg.
PLAYBOY: Was Joan Wilder in Romancing
the Stone your first sympathetic role?
TURNER: Yes. The first mice girl. It meant a
lot. because | was alraid I was starting o
get a liule typecast. The villainesses are
mteresting to do, but I never wanted to be
stuck n one kind of role. My husband
went back to the old home town. Every-
body knew Jay and I were getting married,
and they all wanted to know, “'Is she
really a bitch?” That was the first ques-
tion. We have a pact: When someone asks
Jay, “What's she really like?” I'll always
love him for saving, “She makes great fried
chicken.”

PLAYBOY: ls it tough when vou get a role
that’s closer to vou?

TURNER: Yeah. When yvou are doing some-
thing that’s really outside vourself, such as
when [ was doing the whore in Crimes of
Passion, there are all kinds ol triggers—
vou just have to put on those shoes and
that wig and you start going. They put vou
right into character. When vou take away
a lot of those props. and you are doing
things close to vou, yvou start doubting
whether they are good enough. Actung is
never being real, I bebieve. It's always a
purposclul behavior that vou are present-
ing as a sort of svymbol of what the charac-
ter is fecling, what she’s thinking.
PLAYBOY: So isn’'t the more real the better?
TURNER: Onc of the realest things I think [
ever did was when | was in the soap opera.
My mother on the soap opera was dying,
and for some reason 1 flashed really badly
on Daddy’s death. And in the dress
vehearsal, [ just knew [ was going to burst
into tears. I thought, OK, OK_ just hold it
until they tape it. If you are going to go
through this, at least use it. And lor the
taping, I Anally let it go. 1 was sobbing. We
finished the show, and I thought it was the
most real thing [ had ever done. But [ saw
the show and it was the worst piece of ham
acung I've ever scen in my life. It just
looked absurd. You've got to channel it
You've got to show people what the char-

acter is feeling. You can't feel it really. 1
mcan, you have to feel it to show it, but
vou've got to put that step in between o
present it. The audience doesn’t actually
want to step into your hfe. They don't
want to go through any pain you're going
through. They want 1 be touched by it
PLAYBOY: Beyond the example of getung
involved with fellow actors, vou scem
sophisticated about the pitfalls of vour pro-
fession. Why do you think you've been able
1o stay centered, not get carried away by it?
TURNER: Some of it, 1 think, is back-
ground—just nice, practical, solid back-
ground. Also. it makes a difference tha I
never grew up with any sort of veneration
ol these worlds—movies and television.
Not living in the States most of the ume
never made these things so important o
me. It's not better than my real world. A
lot of people think that this world must be
amazing and mystical and God-given and
vou can have anything you want and it
solves all vour problems. In fact, it cases
some things and creates a whole batch of
problems, but all that is obvious. Most ol
all. I suppose, I'm pretty levelheaded.
PLAYBOY: Some wouldn’t call vour decision
to do Crimes of Passion levelheaded. You
accepted one of the most sexually explicit
roles any mainstream actress has plaved—
that of China Blue, a businesswoman by
day who is a prostitute by night. The pic-
ture has become something of a cult hit
and has scencs 1n it that are so hot that
same of its publicity touted it as deserving
an X rating. Why did vou take the role?
TURNER: | was up against a lot to do Crames
of Passion. Jay was very concerned about
my doing it. My mother was absolutely
appalled by the idea. Even my agent had
very mixed feelings about my doing it. 1
was doubtful. I was afraid of the sex, but |
got contractual approval on the way every-
thing would be shot. [ had contractual
approval to say yes or no. I had one week
when | changed my mind and tried 1o get
out of it and realized that I couldn’t and
shouldn’t. In a way, all these people tell-
ing me not to do it almost made me decide
that I must. The idea was very exciting. It
was an acting tour de force, and you don’t
get offered too many of those, especially iff
vou are becoming a commercial Holly-
wood leading lady. Studios don’t want you
going out on a limb and risking your repu-
tation with these kinds of roles. because
then you might lose audience. As time
goes on and vou become more popularly
successlul, the odds are you starn to be lim-
ited in your choice of roles. So I really
thought it was a good time to grab it, o go
for that kind of siretech and because |
thought I would act my ass offin it. And I
think it was a correct decision. 1 think
Crimes 1s my best work. I'm very pleased
with it. I'm not pleased with the film. It's
not as good as | wanted it to be, buc [ like
the work very much. And it did use all this
ANEer.

PLAYBOY: Anger?

TURNER: You see, every lew years or so, |

get a build-up of anger. of something.
You've been fulfilling all vour goddamn
responsibilities,  vou've been forgmg
ahead—and every few years, there’s a
whole body of anger that vou haven’t
tapped. You've just let it sit. It was one of
those umes when Crimes of Passion came
. [My character| Joanna is so angry and
so hurt! To me, the background story on
Joanna comes through in one scene when
she sort of jokes with Anthony Perkins and
says, “When I was in the kitchen trying
desperately to make my husband’s favorite
casserole, he was in the bedroom with my
best friend. making her.” 1 envision that
Joanna was trying to be Superwoman. She
was carrying this job and this marriage,
and when they were breaking up, her hus-
band turned around and said something
hike, “You're not a real woman.” It’s a
problem for so many women today. What
do vou do? Do vou spend vour ime mak-
ing sure your man is all right or pursuing
your carcer? Does he feel neglected? Ahh!
It's very hard! And Joanna got burned! He
used her expertise and confidence against
her and attacked her femininity. 1 envision
that one might she went out and bought
that wig because it was her idea of abso-
lutely grotesque. absurd. and she went out
to sce if any man was going o pay auen-
tion to her. She got into the control thing
and liked it. She was completely irrespon-
sible. She could go fuck anvbody she
wanted to and pull any trip on him, play
any kind of game, and then go back to her
other life and not have to pay the price. It
was obviously a very destructive way 1o
use this anger, but it was her first access 1o
it. When my husband first saw the film,
right at the beginning, when China was
walking down the street and dropped her
cigarette in front of the policemen, he said,
“I've never scen you like that. Why does
she walk like that? Whae is i22”" I said, *°1
don’t know. I don’t know why she walked
like that except to say, ‘Fuck youl
PLAYBOY: And where does the parallel
stop? Was this a destructive way o use
vour anger?

TURNER: | don’t think 1t was destructive,
though it certainly was using that built-up
anger. In college, after | had been back in
the States about two vears and 1 had
experienced the worst culture shock I ever
had, fechng lost, alone and angry. | got the
chance to do The Death of Bessie Smith.
The character 1s a nurse who, at one point,
1s refusing admittance to this woman
whose arm has been ripped off and who 1s
bleeding to death. This 1s the most inhu-
mane thing, and in the midst of this inex-
cusable behavior, she breaks down. [/n
character] *“I'm just sick! Sick of the smell
of this place! I'm sick. I'm sick of my skin.
I want to rip it ofll . . . [Shudders] And
she gets slapped by the doctor, and the
audience applauded, and I went, “Yeah!
Right!” I mean, I got rid of two years right
(et e

PLAYBOY: Did vou have 1o exercise your
contractual control over the sex scenes in
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Crimes of Passion?

TURNER: Only one time. It was just ridicu-
lous. The writer on that piece became
extremely unreasonable. 1 guess he felt
that his control wasn’t as powerful as he
had intended it to be. In the scene with the

old man [when China is hired by the wife
of a dying man], he wanted me to do it
naked—without a bra on or anything—
and I said

ridiculous. People are
'-nd all their timc wondering

tlm s @ !u‘.zullful
scene; it's lll(_ only time that the woman
allows her two lives to cross over, and it's a
shock to her. This is not about \\'hf‘llwr or
not she’s going to fuck the old man. But
the writer wanted to humiliate me, rmII\
PLAYBOY: You nixed that one, yet
lowed a very kinky S/M scene. W h;.
TURNER: | [ound that very, very upsetting
but I'm basically an actor; and if the direc-
tor, whom [ admire and ]t‘S]JL‘Ll s
“We've got to have this scene,” then 1 wl"
certainly try to make it work, and I did try
to make that work. 1 wasn't happy with
the S/M scene, but it has a reason, has a
point. The payoffl is when he spits in her
face and she’s got that scene in the bath-
room when she’s crying and trying so des-
perately to put make-up on and pull
herself back together, when she knows
she’s not in control—she’s been looling
herself’ the whole nme about this whore
character’s being free. So that's worth

PLAYBOY: Considering the film’s notoriety,
it couldn’t have been casy on vour hus-
band.

TURNER: It wasn't, but he respects my
work. We agreed 1o disagree on this one,
which is OK. We were engaged and were
going to be married right after the film.
No, it wasn’t easy. My mother’s terror
about Crimes of Passton, ‘which she’s never
scen and never will see, is that if ['m so
good as this woman, won’t people all think
I'm a whore? Well, this 1s ndiculous to
my mind. I have no problem separating
my actions as an actor {rom my actions
in my life. 1 think that's essential. If
yvou don’t know when vou're off stage, how
can vou make yoursell be on? !l the line
gets fuzzy, lhvn thing

screen .md secs y(m in xer)- intimate
SCCNES

TURNER: | think it’s very hard. Crimes is
very hard on Jay. In a way, he feels a little
exposed himself. I'm showing an intimacy
that in most normal lives is never seen out-
side the bedroom. Why would anyone ever
sce someone clse’s wife in that position? [
understand that, but that’s not me to me.
I've got no problem with it, because [/
would never act like that.

PLAYBOY: Yet any decision you make allects
the people close to vou.

TURNER: Of course it afle

his family, it affects my [amily, everyone
saying how wonderful or how awful, or

John Huston. T

Jack included, it's

how something. Of course it alfects people
around you who care for vou. 1 think
vou've got to take into account what it
may cost them. as well, and therefore what
it’s going to cost you, but I don't go 1o my
mother for advice on what films to do.
PLAYBOY: Your next role was in Prizzi’s
Honor, with Jack Nicholson. directed by
was certainly a
controversial decision.

TURNER: Yes, though not necessarily for

less

Jack. He was never quite sure about the

script. Jack has told this story. so it's OK
to tell it. John couldn’t understand why,
after several readings, Jack was still trou-
bled by the script. He said to him, “It’s a
very funny story; what's wrong with you

Jack said, “What? It's a comedy?"” He had
never seen it as a comedy. He read it again
and said, ““Holy shit, this & funny!” The
producers wouldn’t confirm that I had the
offer until they knew they had Jack. They
didn’t know whether or not they had Jack
for months. I turned down another film
because it would have been a conflict. 1
finally had to call Jack and say, “Hey,
guy, give me a hint.” T xt week, he

reed toit.-

PLAYBOY: How was Nicholson to work with?
TURNER: | think he’s a stunning actor. He's
unique. | don’t know—with some actors,
not why they are so
good, it’s that they are who they are. Jack
is techmically excellent. You never have o

worry if vou are depending on a move




an emphasis or the pace ol a line—vyou’ll
get it from Jack. I got a little spoiled work-
ing with him. All 1 had 0 do was act—

that’s all. 1 didn’t have 10 take care of

nobody else.
PLAYBOY: Jack joked about worki
this sexv lady—vou.

TURNER: Off camera. Right. [ asked him if
he was having a good time. He said, *“How
can I be having a good time? I'm working
with a bunch of old men and a goddamn
newlywed.” [La | Actually, I think he
and Anjelica [Huston] probably had a
very good time.

PLAYBOY: But the role wasn’t exactly sym-
pathetic, for all that you wanted a change.
A hit lady who gets bumped off by her hus-
band isn’t exactly the all-American girl,
TURNER: |[Shrugs] Hey! It was just busi-
ness, va know? Part of 1t we just to go lor
the old charm. There was no explanation
or Justification for her at all. My God,
these people are completely amoral. These
people live in their own world, with their
own code of honor. She broke it and she’s
got to pay the price. [t’s v moral i that
sense. On her side, as one “Shels
an American trying to get ahead.”™ Hey!
[Shrugs] Business is business. She broke
da rules.

PLAYBOY: And. obviously, the sex scenes in
Prizzi’s Honor are of a different order from
the ones in vour other movies.
TURNER: Oh, surc. The love

g with

scene on the

bed was just a gas to do. | think that’s one

of the secrets of doing good sex on film,
actually. [ think that just having intense,
intense kissing or touching is really kind of
boring and archaic. I think the real joy is
finding joy. I always try to laugh. always
try to put in a gurgle ol joy, because that
touches people much more than watching
someone pant. I mean, when we hit the
headhoard and it’s banging the wall—
there isn’t a person in the world who
doesn’t know that sound. [Langhs)
PLAYBOY: What attracted you to vour most
recent film, Peggy Sue Got Marvied?
TURNER: The script and Irancis Coppola.
PLAYBOY: Peggy Sue opens at a high school
reunion. Have vou ever gone to one?
TURNER: The only good high school memo-
ries | have are of this theater group I was
in. [ can’t imagine going back to high
school. Pegey Sue was a cheerleader in
high school. Cheerleaders were a joke in
London, where I went to high school. We
formed a cheerleading squad for the teach-
ers, who played the high school basketball
team, which was called the Fagles. The
teachers were the Bald Eagles, and we
cheered for them; we went out and spread-
cagled between shots.
PLAYBOY: You said it was also Coppola who
drew you to this film. Are there any direc-
tors with whom you would work regardless
of the script?
TURNER: Well, you also have to have a sense
of whether you can work with them or not.
bulous people out there,

but truly, if you're not going to do good
work with them, you're going to hurt each
other. There was one director I met who
took grear pride mn telling me how he
manipulated his actors—specifically, in
one case, when he made this woman fall in
love with him. In the script, she was
dumped by her boviriend, and the director
very cleverly, he thought, dumped her
three days before the scene and, ves, got a
stunning perlormance out of her. 1
thought, I would kill you, you bastard.
This is why I am quite sure I will never
work with him and, no, I won’t name
names. The point is, 1 don’t leel 1 need
that kind of manipulation. I don't think
[ . This is acting! You don’t screw up
somebody’s life.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any dream roles?
TURNER: Oh, yes. More on stage than in
ilm, 1 suppose, because there's so much
more history on stage. | find it very dil-
ficult to think of doing film roles, because 1
haven’t read them yet, but on stage there
are many things. There’s a piece I have
wanted to do si

teau’s The Human Voice. 1U's been done
twice. Ingrid Bereman did it and Liv
Ullmann did it a few years ago.
an extraordinary piece. I have to be old-
er—the character should be in her 40s,
really. 1¢’s a one-woman piece. The whole
thing is a phone conversation. She's lcav-
ing her lover of five years. She's just over
the edge where she’s lost her vouthful
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attractiveness. She doesn’t know what she
is. The range is just—phewunw! The arc is
so hig.
PLAYBOY: You've been active in certain
political causes. Does it bother vou that
some people sneer at actors’ using their
platforms to advance their causes?
TURNER: ['ll tell vou: I'm going to be a
woman all my life and I'm not necessarily
going to be an actress all my life. So it's
important to take some stands. For in-
stance, [ am a supporter of Planned Par-
enthood. I'm on the Board of Advocates.
Although 1 would be horrified to have to
make a decision on abortion, 1 support the
prochoice position, because it is more
appalling to me to bring these children in-
to the world without any resources, with-
out any choice, without love and a future.
I also did some stulff for People for the
American Way, Norman Lear’s organiza-
tion concerned with censorship. I feel
that’s terribly important. I find that a lot
of these born-again-Christian  Falwell
characters—Falwell  in  particular—are
absolutely [rightening, because they are
making political judgments under this
blanket of Christian sanctity. It is such
hypocrisy that | really find it amazing that
they have the stature that they do. 1 defi-
nitely think theyv're a serious threat o our
country. The justification they usc is that
they are the personification of God's will,
so any action against them is an action
against God, which is unbelievable arro-
gance. Nobody has informed me that
there’s been another Jesus Christ.
PLAYBOY: But there are causes about which
vou feel zealous, aren’t there?
TURNER: Ycih, in a way. When [ first came
back to the States from England, 1 was in a
fervent acting-as-religion phase; 1 really
wanted to work toward building a better
regional theater in the United Siates,
because that is so important and accepted
in England and [ was so admiring of it. [
had this idea that [ would walk into
Springfield, Missouri, and do Medea or
something. Whether they were shocked,
whether they liked it or not, it would push
their feelings a little further. This is very
arrogant, [ admit, but 1 had this idea that
even il they never made use of it in their
lives, they would be aware of a further
range because of the experience. Some-
body savs, “Ah! All right. That exists.
Something different.” [Laughs] It sull
sounds arrogant.
PLAYBOY: Switching back to your personal
life, why did vou decide to get married?
TURNER: Alter Romancing, 1 had this idea
that I was becoming somewhat known and
that I had the leisure to attack this whole
New York dating society scene. I went out
with a couple of guys who were very nice,
but I just hated it. 1 would find myself
calling them up at six o’clock before a din-
ner engagement and saving, “Listen, if you
think anything is going 1o happen alter
dinner, forget it.”" “*No, no, no, | just
wanted the pleasure of your company.”
Right. Sure. Eleven o’clock and you're stll

trying to shove him out the door. | was
very flustered. I didn’t enjoy it very much.
I decided that obviously, that was not
going to be my way of life. It had a little to
do with Body Heat. People expected me to
be very glamorous and sensuous and per-
haps even casy; who knows?

I was living in a sublet on 57th Street
that 1 really hated. I figured it was time
that I had a nice place. A friend knew this
guy Jay Weiss, who owned buildings and
was in the business, and asked him if he
would help me find an apartment. At first,
he relused—he said he didn’t do that kind
of thing—but she bugged him, and finally
he lined up a bunch of apartments and
took me 1o look at these buildings, none of
which I liked. Afterward, | ook him to
lunch at the Russian Tea Room to thank
him for his effort. Then we talked unul
four o'clock in the morning, and after that,
I think every single night I was in New
York, we went out together. At first, he
didn’t want to—well, get involved with an
actress, so I had to persuade him. He
couldn’t resist me. [Laughs]

“I was feeding her!

I was spending my time
trying to perform this
Kathleen Turner, and

I thought, This 1s sick!”

PLAYBOY: Despite vour openness with us,
you have a reputation in some quarters for
being icy and arrogant. Why?

TURNER: Somec of it is a distance that |
think 1 have to keep. It's also partly the
way | talk. 1 don’t use slang a lot and I
don’t go, “Hey, man,”" and “OK™ and
“Like. far out.” I got along with John Hus-
ton because I'm like he is—I speak very
properly and formally, even though it
comes off suff’ and arrogant. When 1 get
very nervous, 1 become very precise. In
New York, when I was starting in audi-
tions, I was terribly nervous, so 1 would be
so incredibly proper it was ridiculous. 1
mean, who is this kid who 1s acting like my
mother, vou know? And I would get feed-
back from the agency like, “Who 1s this
prima donna? We don’t need to waste our
time on this.”

PLAYBOY: So you kecp vour distance, espe-
cially on the set.

TURNER: Well, vou want to have [riend-
ships. to be available to everyone. You
know everybody’s name on the crew; you
try to know if people are well or if they are
sick. But you can’t.. . you're the girl,
vou're the star and can’t go down to the
bar and just have drinks with the guys and
stull like that, because there is always that
question of sexuality involved; and espe-

cially il vou're on locanon and evervbody
is away from home, vou're going to make
all kinds of trouble. One nymphomaniac
in this position could turn a crew upside
down and sideways. You have 1o be aware
of vour position and use it responsibly.
PLAYBOY: So you build a wall?

TURNER: [ hope not. [ really like people. |
really like being with people. 1 spend a lot
of time alone now, for many reasons, but |
would hate to feel I had to. As long as it's
still my choice.

PLAYBOY: Do you ever fear becoming ad-
dicted 1o the kind of auention you get?
TURNER: Yes, I do. I do wonder if it could
become more important to me than real
love and admiration. A couple of years
ago, | started seeing a shrink. 1 still see her
when I'm in New York, and sometimes [
call her when I'm away. 1 went to her
because 1 had this concept, this feeling
that there was a capital-K, capital-T
Kathleen Turner who was getting a lot of
attention and was more important than |
was. And I was feeding her! | was spend-
ing my time trying to perform this Kath-
leen Turner, and | thought, This is sick!
And [ felt it was getting very dangerous. If
I couldn’t sit at home and be happy read-
ing, if' 1 had to get out and get mv dose of
attention every day, then I was going to be
in trouble. And she has really helped me
find a perspective.

Now, 1 will go perform Kathleen Turner
when 1 should, when I have to—at an
opening, when I'm on the set—but [ don’t
want to feed my energy into this public fig-
ure every day. [ want to live my own life.
PLAYBOY: So, no major regrets in the life of
Kathleen Turner—capitalized or not?
TURNER: [ don’t have a lot of wasted time in
my life. I don’t look back and think,
There’s a whole section that didn’t mean
anything. What I like about my work so
far, my life so far, are the leaps. There are
times ['ve said, “Either I'm going 1o do it
or I'm going to sit here and ask mysell
‘What if """ When 1t’s come down to that
point, I've always done it.

PLAYBOY: What do vou see ahead?

TURNER: ['d like 1o keep acting forever. |
don’t see any reason why 1 won't. There is
a very diflicult time in a woman’s career,
sometime in her late 30s or early 40s, when
she loses that edge of vouth and attrac-
tiveness and is no longer considered a
voung leading lady. On the other hand. [
don’t think I've ever been a young leading
lady, so I'm not too upset about it. Butit's
still going to be ough on the ego. How-
ever, some ol the best roles ever, par-
ticularly on stage—Hedda Gabler, Lady
Macbeth, numerous roles—are written for
women who are no longer forced to barter
their youth and beauty. So I'm kind of
looking forward to that. I'll tell you one
thing: Helen Hayes is an inspiration.
There she is, doing Airpori-whatever at the
age of 69. I think that’s great. I hope to do
as well. That's me—Amrport XVII.
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he was the greatest comic

around—and ifd been hired
to save his lives
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2 JCIHN MCRRIESSY
THE GREAT MULRONEY couldn’t make me4
crack a smile, but 11.2.3 and 200,000,000
others thought he was the funniest thing
since the invention of the pratfall. There’s
no accounting for sense of humor.

Mulroney was the first clone to make it
to the top in the entertainment industry,
but being a clone wasn’t what accounted
for his popularity. He had a genius for
mimicry and an encyclopedic knowledge
of the great funnymen of the past. When
nostalgia for the 20th Century comics of
television and film and the acts from
vaudeville and the variety theater became
the new thing, Mulroney shot to stardom
overnight and went on from there.

Mulroney brought back something that
hadn’t been seen for more than 20 years—
live shows in front of a live audience. An
entire generation had grown up watching
the great comics on home screens, on tapes
and hollies, and now Mulroney made
those old acts come alive. He did Harrigan
and Hart, Gallagher and Shean, the Key-
stone Cops, the Marx Brothers, the Ritz
Brothers, Laurel and Hardy, Martin and
Lewis, Laugh-In, Second City, Monty
Python's Flyimg Cireus, Salurday Night
Live, The Digital Watchdogs, The Hooper
Group—all the big ones, from the 1870s to
the anticomics of the 2020s. Five shows a
week in the biggest theater on the East
Coast, and tickets were sold out for the
next 16 months.

1123 would have given my1.2.3 eycteeth
for a ticket to The Great Mulroney and
Friends, Live and Laughing, even though

ILLUSTRATION BY DANIEL PELAVIN
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I1 couldn’t stand him. But private
investigators don’t make the kind of
money it takes to buy four of the hottest
uckets in town. So I settled for reading the
reviews in the daily faxes and catching
bootleg snippets on the hollie, never sus-
pecting how soon [ was to come into
very personal contact with The Great
Mulroney.

I! was in the office alone that day, while
I4 wound up a case and 123 caught up on
my2.3 lost sleep after a long stretch of night
work. The morning was quiet, and Il was
readv to send out for an early lunch when
the outercom rang at 11:30.

“Lucky Clover Detective Agency. Joe
Kilborn speaking,” I! said.

“Kilborn, 1 have to sce you right away.
IUs urgent. It's life and death,” said a
frightened, raspy voice.

“Come right up, mister,”
“What's the name?”

He hesitated, then said, “TI'll tell you
when [ get there. Give me ten minutes,
Kilborn.™ «

He needed only eight. He came through
the door pufling and sweating as if he had
run up all 39 flights to the ofhce, though 1!
knew that a man his size didn’t do much
runming. His suit was expensive, the rings
on his chubby fingers looked real and his
hairpiece was the best Il had seen since
the Dash Sterling case. Dumping himselfl
into a chair, the guy squcaked out,
“Kilborn?”

“That's me, mister.’

“There’s only one,” he gasped, looking
around the little office while he struggled
to get his breath. 1 thought there were . . .
that vou were a. . . ."" He sounded disap-
pointed.

“I'm a four-clone, il that's what you're
trying to say. That doesn’t mean that [ go
everywhere together.™

“No, no, certainly
known. Mulroney’s
stage.”

Mv!l evebrows went up.
The Great Mulroney?”

“Yes. He's a six-clone, you know.™

“I know. Everybody knows.”

“Well, he doesn’t hang around together
much. Very temperamental men—man, |
mean. Very temperamental individual .

“Wait a minute, now. What do vou have
to do with The Great Mulroney?”

“I'm his manager,” the fat man said.

He handed me! a vocard. 11 activated
it, and a sweet, sultry voice said. “Allow
me to present Burgo Barry, manager of
that phenomenon of the entertainment
world, The Great Mulroney.” Cheering
and wild applause went up, then faded,
and the voice went on, “If vou'd like to
speak further with Mr. Barry, please call
zone 645, area 128, line 5126, outercom
823-312-1121, and I'll be happy to connect
you. Thanks and good coping. Have an
authentic day.”

Il deactivated the vocard and gave

I replied.

not. | should have
the same way off

“Mulroney?

Burgo Barry a closer look. “You said
something about life and death. Whose?”

Still puffing, Barry dug into another
pocket and took out a lolded piece of pa-
per. ““This came today,” he said. holding it
out to mel.

I1 opened it very carefully. Lettered on
it in a shakv, uneven hand was a simple
message: “Laugh clown laugh, for tomor-
row you die.”

Il refolded the note and laid it on the
desk. “You must get fifty of these a week,™
1! said.

“More like three hundred,” he said.

“So what’s special about this one?””

Again he reached into a pocket, this
ttme pulling out a folder contamming a
batch of similar notes. 1! opened the folder
and looked over the notes, and the prob-
lem became clearer. There were ten in all,
beginning with the one dated ten days ago
and reading, “Laugh clown laugh, for in
ten days you die.” Each day the number
was reduced by one, until it was down to
“tomorrow.”

“You took vour time calling me in,
Barry. Now ['ve got a whaole day 1o work
on this. What do you expect, miracles?™ |1
said.

“Kilborn, I would have been here the
minute I saw the first note, but Mulroney
forbade it. He was unanimous.”

“What about the police?”

Barry threw up his hands. “‘Police
protection we got. We're tripping over
cops. But Mulroney won’t let me tell them
about the notes. He says it's the work of a
loony and we should ignore it—no police,
no publicity, because if we react, we may
start getting the real thing. I had to plead
with him before he'd let me call vou, and
he gave in only because vou're a clone, like
him. He figured you'd understand.”

“He figured wrong,” I! said. *1 should
have been called in as soon as the semester
started, not the day belore finals.™

“What can | say, Kilborn? We get mes-
sages like this all the tme. Mulroney
thinks -

I4 walked in, saw Barry and looked at
mel. “Client?” 14 asked.

“Yes,” 1! said. “This 1s Burgo Barry,
manager of The Great Mulroney .

“A pleasure, Mr. Barry. Don’t get up,”
14 said, trying to conceal my? distaste. [4
had had The Great Mulroney up to my4
emotional Plimsoll mark.

Barry glanced back and forth between
mel4 and hesitated a moment before say-
ing, “‘Glad to meet you, Mr. . . . Kilborn.™
For all his long experience with Mulroney,
the poor man still didn’t know how to
behave toward a clone. But then, most
solos don’t.

“I just came to check the mail. I'll be
out of here in a minute.” I4 said.

“Stick around. | think this will be a big

job,” 11 said, handing me# the bundle of

notes.
I4 glanced at them, shot a sharp look at

mel and sat down at an empry desk to
study the notes more closely. 14 spread
them out in two orderly rows and turned
the desk light on them, and the more 14
saw, the more concerned 14 grew. 14 could
not interpret this as just another casc of a
pathetic loser’s trying to get a bit of his
own back by tossing a rock at the local
deity. Whoever had written these notes
meant every word.

“We'll never trace the paper or the ink.
They're 0o common. We might get some-
thing from a graphological analysis, but
we can’t get a good one completed by
tomorrow,” [4 said. “Anyway, this is
clearly a disguised hand. Probably a
right-handed person writing left-handed,
though it could be the other
around.”

“How can you tell?”” Barry asked.

14 lecaned my4 clbows on the desk and
tapped my?* finger tips together thought-
fully. Fixing my4 gaze on the wall behind
Barry's head, I4 said, **I can tell a great
deal from these notes, Mr. Barry. Liga-
tures between printed characters are very
suggestive. When someone accustomed to
writing  swiftly is forced—or forces
himself~—to write slowly. the pen does not
always leave the surface cleanly between
letters; hence, the ligatures. The curvature
of certain characters 1s another interesting
feature.” Turning tw mel, 14 asked,
“Surely you noticed the I's and the ones.”

“They got right by me,” I! admitted. 1!
was impressed with my? expertise.

“They're a giveaway. And, of course, we
have the messages themsclves. Very inter-
esting. Obviously not the product of the
childish mind thrust at us by the printing
but that of a man acquainted with Ecclesi-
astes and I Paghacei.”

“Who are they?” Barry asked, looking
worried.

4 smiled politely and added, “And a
man who has done some reading and writ-
ing, too, | think. He couldn’t torce himself’
to omit all the commas. and there’s not a
single misspelling in the ten messages.”

“That’s pretty good. Kilborn. Anything
else?”

“Nothing more, I'm afraid, except that
the writer of these notes is mile, weighs
about eightv-five kilograms and i1s some-
where between thirty and ffty,” 14 said.

Barry gaped at med, blinked, dug into
vet another pocket for a handkerchiel to
wipe his brow. looked at mel, then turned
back to met and asked, “Are you sure
about that?”

14 nodded. “Positive.™

Barry stuffed the handkerchief into his
breast puckcl, frowned at met and said.
“That narrows 1t a litle, but sull. . ..
You could be describing about three quar-
ters of the cops guarding Mulroney and
maybe half the stagehands and musicians.
It could be one of you guys, for that mat-
ter, or any of The Great Mulroney. It hits.
Hell, Kilborn, it could be me!™”

way



“It'll never go to trial.”
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“l only wish [ could narrow it that
much,” [4 said, giving Barry my? most
reassuring smile. “Unfortunately, that
description fits approximately cight hun-
dred and twenty-three thousand people in
this city. That’s the problem, Mr. Barry,
and there 1sn’t much time to solve it. As ol
midnight, The Great Mulroney is in dan-
ger of his lives.”

“You really believe that?” Barry asked,
his eves wide and frightened.

“I do.” M said.

“So do I, 11 added.

“Then will you take the case?”’

11 looked at mel and exchanged a nod.
ST will,” 11 said.

Barry gave a great sigh of relief, hoisted
himself out of the chair and shook myl4
hand with real enthustasm. lt scemed a
good time o mention the retainer. When
I named a figure, he winced.

“That’s pretty stiff; 1sn’t it, Kilborn? 1
mean, you won't be on it for long. By mid-
night tomorrow, the danger is over,” he
said.

“That’s what we hope. I'll be working
around the clock until then. I'll cover
Mulroney from every side.™

Barry wavered a little, but his manag-
er’s instincts kept him fighting. “*Yeah, but
all the same . . . I mean, legally you're one
person, like Mulroney; isn’t that so?”

I! shrugged. “Legally, I am. But I've
still got four mouths to feed.”

.

1.3 went to the theater that afternoon to
look it over. Barry had alerted the police,
so I3 got in without anv dilficulty, but as
soon as [1.3 started up the stairs, Licuten-
ant Gutierrez started down. She was as
fricndly as ever.

“What the hell are you guvs doing
here?” she growled.

IL3 Jooked around innocently. “What
guys?” Il asked, and I3 added, “Nobody
here but Joe Kilborn, Licutenant.™

“*Don’t give me that, Kilborn. You know
what I mean. What's up?”

I3 let mel do the walking. 1! decided 10
tell Gutierrez enough to keep her listening
but not enough to get her excited. “*Mulro-
ney’s manager asked me to keep an eye on
things lor a lew days. The nut mail is pick-
ing up, and he'’s worried.”

Gutierrez got red in the face. “What the
hell does Barry think my men do here, sell
candy? Mulroney has more protection
than the governor!™

“Come on, Gutierrez. Mulroney grosses
three million a night, and the show is sold
out past the end of next vear. For that kind
ol money, Barry's entitled to worry.”™ 4
had worked out the exact nightly gross,
but Il couldn’t remember the figure.
Three million was close enough.

“He can worry all he likes. Mulroney's
safety is my job, Kilborn, and I don’t need
help. What kind of nut mail are you talk-
mg about?”

“Somebody threatened to get Mulroney

and set it up for tomorrow. Mulroney says
there’s nothing to 1t, but Barry wants a lit-
tle extra insurance, so he hired me. That’s
the whole story.™

“Well, he’s wasting his money. P've got
this place secured.”

I3 shrugged. and Il said. “Good for
you. Don’t begrudge me a living,
Gutierrez.”

“Just keep out of the way. Nobody can
get a weapon into this building. 1 have
Mowbrays at every entrance, and they’re
sensitive enough to read what you had for
breakfast.”

“What if Mulroney wants to leave? You
can’t scan everybody in the city.”

“Mulroney never goes out. He's got his
own little world in here. He has an apart-
ment in the west residential tower, with a
private elevator direct to his dressing
rooms.” When I3 gave a low, appreciative
whistle, Gutierrez went on, “He had it
built when he saw the carly projections on
ticket sales. Probably figures he'll be here
for the next twenty years, and he likes his
convenience. The elevator stops at his
apartment, his gym and the dressing
rooms, and nowhere else. His own people
installed it, in case you're wondering, and
they check it out every day. And I've got
someone at each stop. Mulroney is as safe
as you can be in this town, Kilborn.”

“I'm glad to hear it. I'll enjoy the show
and collect an easy fee,” I3 said.

[l asked, “You don’t mind if 1 have a
look around the theater, do vou? I have to
do something to look like I'm carning my
money.”

“Just keep out of the way, that’s all.
Mulroney’s my business, and don't forget
it,” said Gutierrez, pushing past mel.3 and
stomping down the stairs without a back-
ward look.

The building we were in was the
acknowledged queen of the neotunc-
tionalist constructions that had gone up on
the West Side during the big boom of the
2030s. The first three levels were given
over to shops, gardens and the Palace
XXI Theater. The next 48 were offices,
posh corporate headquarters where the
walls were paneled in real wood and the
Hoors were covered with rugs made of nat-
ural fiber and all the furnishings were
antique and onc of a kind. The two
80-story towers were residential co-ops
where the smallest studio went for seven
hefty figures. Evervthing was top of the
line, and the theater was a notch or two
above that.

The acoustics and the sight lines of the
Palace XXI were perfect. There were no
nooks, no corners, no columns—no place
for a would-be killer to make his move
unseen. Only in the boxes could some-
one aim a weapon—if he could figure out
a way to get it past a battery of Mowbray
Silent Scanners, something no one had yet
managed—and Gutierrez would be sure
to have the boxes under close watch. She

was as charming as a second-degree burn,
but she was a good cop.

The balconies were identical except for
the angle of rake, and the orchestra was
even cleaner than the balconies. The dan-
ger didn’t seem to be in the front of the
house. I1.3 went backstage, expecting the
traditional confused mess, and found it
looking like an empty warehouse. No
ropes, no flats, no props. no clutter. Not
that there was much of that swfl in a
necofunctionalist  theater, anyway, but
Mulroney made even less use of it than
most acts. He worked on a bare stage, and
his only props were the occasional custard
pie, collapsing chair or grand piano. The
approaches to the stage were straight, bare
corridors in the purest neolunctionalist
style. A cop at either end could cover all of
them.

A guard let me3 into Mulroney’s dress-
ing rooms through the outside fire exit,
which was under 24-hour watch. The inte-
rior door had been blocked off, and the
only other entrance to the dressing rooms
was Irom the elevator.

I3 went back inside and met mel in the
orchestra pit. Secing my3 expression, !
said, “Looks like yvou didn’t find much.™

“Nothing,” I3 said. This whole thing
was beginning to look funny o me. I3
wished I3 had been there when 11 spoke to
Barry.

“Me, neither,” [ said. “If anybody
really wants to get Mulroney, he won't do
it in here, and Mulroney isn’t about to
leave the building.”

“How will the killer get in?”

“There's no way to do it without passing
a Mowbray. The people in here are paying
for security, and they're getting it. Ev-
ervthing and everybody that comes in—
visitors, workers, packages, mail-—goes
through a minimum of three close scans.
Besides, Mulroney has that private eleva-
tor, with Gutierrez’ people guarding it.”

13 nodded. siill doubtful. “*What about
a sniper?”’

“All six bedrooms face west, across the
river. And the glass is bulletproof.”

“lIs it missileproof 2™

“The building has its own antimissile
system. [t's supposed to be better than the
Pentagon’s.™

“Then, damn it, Mulroney’s safe!” 13
snapped.

“1 think s0, too. But Barry’s paying me
to act as if Mulroney’s in danger, so |
will—until tomorrow at midnight.”

“Sure. But I dont like it. I haven’t met
Barry. Do you really think he’s being
straight with me?”

1! hesitated before answering, “Let me
put it this way: I can believe that I was
hired in good faith. Barry just got one
threatening letter oo many and went run-
ning for help.”

“He took his
reminded mel.

time rtunning,” I3

(continued on page 79)
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NEEL
ANOTHER
HERC

his was the year
of the one-man armv.
In real hfe, Bernie
Goetz became a hero
after taking on subway
thugs with a pissant
revolver. In reel lile, Svlvester
Stallone took on the Russians
in Rambo with a handful of neat
weapons and, in Rocky IV,
merely with his hands. Arnold
Schwarzencgger took on bar-
racks full of nearsighted merce-
naries. Chuck Norris took on
the city of Chicago and fended
oll terronsts in Florida. Presi-
dent Reagan, a man who is
sometimes unable 1o diflerenti-
ate between movies and reality,
started quoting Rambo at press
conferences. Our favorite hero?
Mel Gibson as Mad Max. Any-
one who goes mano a mano
with Tina Turner gets our vote.



Having seen Back to the Future,
will vou ever again put on
Calvin Klein underwear with-
out smiling? Forget subway
vigilantes for the moment. Why
not movie-theater vigilantes?
Did you applaud when the
on-screen characters in  The
Purple Rose of Cairo 1told
chatty moviegoers to just shut
up? Did you nearly puke when
the bad guy in Invasion U.S.A.
jammed the girl's head down
onto the coke-lined mirror,
shoving the solid-gold snorting
tube up into her brain? Yikes!
Having seen Pee-wee's Big
Adventure, will you ever again
accept a ride from a dead lady
truck driver? Having scen
Desperately Seeking Susan, will
vou ever again look at a girl
carrving a bird in a cage and
wonder where she fits it into
the sex act? Will you wonder
if beauty is only skin-deep
after watching Tahnee Welch
take it all off in Cocoon? Hav-
ing seen The Jewel of the Nile,
will you ever again open a
bottle of champagne without
trying to catch the cork?

BEST HISTORY OF ROCK
Michael J. Fox's solo
Back to the Future

If it was a good year for the
good guys, it was a greatl year
for the bad guys. We loved
(or, rather, hated) Brian Den-
nehy in Silverado, M. Emmet
Walsh in Blood Simple and
Willem Dalfoe in To Live and
Die in L.A. It was also a
great year for scene stealers;
Grand Thelt Movie awards go
to John Gielgud in Plenty,
James Mason in The Shooling
Party, Anjelica Huston in
Prizzi's Honor, Kevin Costner
in Silverado, Judith Ivey in
Compromising  Posiions  and
Kathieen Turner (our favorite
blonde) in everything. The rest of
our favorites are shown at right.
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None Dare Call It Acting:
Rambo opened in 2074 theaters
and made $32 548,262 in one
weck. Rocky IV opened in 1325
theaters and made $31,770,105
in five davs. In contrast, Kiss
of the Spider Woman opened
in onc theater in New York
and made $108,778 in a week.
Most macho® William Hurt.
1t 1akes balls for a man to
wear a dress and make it work.

CHO ACTCR

MOST MA
Witliam Hurt

e tend to think of Hollywood in terms of celebrities,
blockbuster hits, creative triumphs and possible sub-
jects for the Playboy Interview. We tend to overlook
the fact that film making 1s a team sport. Occasion-
ally, we arc awed by the performance of individuals, but
it's the team statistics that are interesting. Consider Holly-
wood as a league and the major distributors—Columbia,
Fox, MGM, Paramount, Universal, Warner Bros., Disney,
Orion and Tri-Star—as the [ranchises. Who ended up on
top? Care 1o guess? Was it the studio that distributed Back
to the Future? No. Was 1t the studio that distributed Sylves-

ter Stallone’s movies? No. Warner Bros. emerged with 18
percent of the North American rental market, doing it with
a line-up that included two Spielberg-related efforts (The
Goonies and The Color Purple) and relied on proven per-
formance of sequels (Mad Max Beyond Thunderdome, Police

BEST YOUNG SPIELBERG
Nicholas Rowe
Young Sherlock Holmes

ODDEST COUPLE
Rutger Hauer and friend
Ladyhawke

Kiss of the Spider Woman

Rocky IV and Rambo

BOX-OFFICE STAR
Sylvester Stallone

Academy 2: Thetr First Assignmeni and National Lampoon’s
Euwropean Vacation). Pee-wee's Big Adventure rounded out
the roster. Universal was a close second, with 16 percent of
the rental market. Buoved by the heavyweight slugging of
Back to the Fulure, the rest of the line-up had class (Brazil,
Out of Africa, Mask), a heavy rehance on youth (The Break-
Jast Club, Wenrd Science) and stupidity (Morons from Outer
Space). Big-name free agents (Burt Reynolds and Richard
Pryor) proved to be fiascoes: Stick and Brewster’s Millions
just took up space on the bench. Fox was a distant third,
with Cocoon, Commando, The [ewel of the Nile, Prizz's
Honor and Enemy Mine. Our prediction for next season:

Orion may be the studio to watch. It had good balance this
year—Code of Silence, Desperately Seeking Susan, The
Falcon and the Snowman, The Mean Season, The Purple
Rose of Cairo

and may do well in post-season video play.

BOX-OFFICE

GROSS-0UT

The knife through the hand
Blood Simple
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They say that if you win an
Academy Award, your career
takes ofl. The roles just keep |
pouring in. Your face dis- |
appears behind Foster Grants |
or, in the case of Louis (An
Officer and a Genlleman)
Gossett, Jr., and Joel (Cabaret)
Grey, bchind layers and
layers of make-up. So much
for a boost from Oscar.

BEST OFFICER AND AN ALIEN
Louis Gossett, Jr.
Enemy Mine

LIFE IS A CABARET, OLD CHIUN
Joel Grey

Remo Willisms:
The Adventure Begins

y % ———
It seemed as =T A BEST
; REASO

HEJA VlSIBN ifevery time I o el RERIRE AR

PUT ON YOUR

3 TRAFFIC
you went to the movies, you P\ B CONTROLLERS mgr%h{g
had already seen the thing. | P SRR ¢ Jowsl of e Mk
Nile ryshnikov,
There were the sequels: Rocky Gregory Hines
White Nights

1V, Rambo, Mad Max Beyond
Thunderdome, The Jewel of the
Nile, A View to a Kill, A Night-
mare on Ehn Street Part 2,
Porky’s Revenge, Friday the 13th
Part V—A New Beginning
and Death Wish 3, etc. There

were technonerd movies. There
were zombie movies. Enough.

CUTE COUPLES v “%

the one-man army, there was
still some chemistry. Scan Penn

BEST BEST TABLE . BEST ROLE

‘Y;E:C«‘»’K‘?!“ONERD Mo\;lhﬁﬁs and Timothy Hutton left the mopes

it e Dayoalma Brat Pack in the dust with :"’::::'t:
Deed The Falcon and the Snowman. Madonna

Mikhail  Baryshnikov  and ?3:‘23;"’*

Gregory Hines danced through  Susen
White Nights. Madonna and
Rosanna Arquctie made Des-
perately Seeking Susan one of
our favorite movies—and videos.

The problem with one-man armies is that they don’t say
much. Chuck Norris, in Code of Silence, pretty much
summed it up with “If I want your opinion, I’ll beat it out of
ya.” But there were some marvelous lines elsewhere. Steve
Guttenberg in Cocoon: “If this is foreplay, I'm a dead man.”
John Gielgud in Plenty: “He had his tongue stuck so far up
my fundament, all you could see of him were the soles of his feet.”
Kid in American Flyers: “If you read about it, it's written
sex. If you talk about it, it’s oral sex.” Perhaps Reagan
could quote Nicholson on Kathleen Turner: “Just because
she’s a thief and a hitter does not mean she isn’t a good
woman. . . . She's an American.” For bad lines, there was
Return to Oz, where they wheel the heroine in for elec-
troshock therapy and we hear, “It’s been six months since

2

Do | marry her? Do lice her?™ . B
—JACK NICHOLSON, Prizzi's Honor  the tornado, and Dorothy hasn’t been herself since. . .



BRUCE’S BEST

Back to the Future: Can't recall ever having so much
fun in a time warp.

Brazil: Terry Gilliam'’s controversial nightmare comedy
that set some studio heads spinning.

Cocoon: Youth, age and science fiction,
together by Ron Howard for a glorious be-in.
Fool for Love: Sam Shepard and Kim Basinger perform-
ing Shepard’s own feverish fertility dance.

Kiss of the Spider Woman: William Hurt and Raul
Julia behind bars—in love, in a way.

The Official Story: Actress Norma Aleandro makes this
timely drama from Argentina timeless.

Prizzi’s Honor: Turner and Nicholson trading killers’
kisses under John Huston’s wickedly knowing eve.

Ran: Japan’s Kurosawa may be the only film maker
alive who could improve on Shakespeare’s King Lear.
Shoah: The Holocaust vet again, in ten mind-boggling
hours—small price for a monumental achievement.
Twice in a Lifetime: Gene Hackman has his best chance
in years to remind us how brilliant he has always been.

brought

BRUCE'S BOMBS

BEST ARGUMENT FOR CAPITAL PUNISHMENT
The distributor who refused to
release Terry Gilliam's Brazil

BRUCE’S BOMBS
Godzilla 1985: Does that title sound like an epitaph? A
movie so inept deserves to be remembered.
Hail Mary: Godard religiosity, popularized by a papal
slap on the wrist. Only Godard’s Détective was duller.
King David: Richard Gere’s uncelcbrated diaper dance
was the Jow point of this defused Biblical bomb.
Pee-wee’s Big Adventure: Excruciating (excluding, of
course, the scene with a tour guide at the Alamo).
Perfect: Arguably the year's longest exercise tape, with
Travolta and Jamie Lee Curtis sweating it out.
Return to Oz: Dorothy in for shock therapy, along with
the audience.
Revolution: The Spirit of '76 plowed under by Pacino,
among others.
Rocky IV: Stallone’s bank balance swells while his
mspiration dwindles.
Rustlers’ Rhapsody: Perhaps the all-time god-awful
Western spoof came—and quickly went—that-a-way.
Santa Claus: The Movie: The rottenest kids you know
deserved better than this Christmas wurkey.
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- RATBUSTERS

Let the Brat Pack hang out at the Hard Rock Café. Give
us actors who have something more to offer than clear
complexions. After yvears of films for and about teeny-
boppers or films about cute little creatures that every kid
under 12 just had to see again and again, we saw a rash
of adult-oriented movies. Tt wasn’t easy. Producer-
director Bud Yorkin tried to get studio financing for
Twice in a Lifeime. Even with Gene Hackman, Ellen
Burstvn, Ann-Margret, Amy Madigan, studios wouldn’t
touch i1t. Once it was made, they all said the picture was
great, but they didn't know how to market it. Now
they're sorry; Yorkin distributed it himself and 1t looks
like a success. Cocoon brought back a lot of familiar faces
who showed they still had life. There were mature love
stories galore, though we began to wonder if we would
ever get to do another Sex in Cinema. Meryl Streep made
love with her clothes on in last year’s Falling in
Love and this year's Plenty. (Maybe that's why Sting
couldn’t father her child.) It took the tropical heat (or
Robert Redford) to bare her shoulder in Out of Africa.

BEST BREAK DANCE
Don Ameche
Cocoon

BEST LEGEND

IN HIS OWN TIME
Sam Shepard
Fool for Lave




LAUCGH CLTNI:

(continued from page 72)

“No one was going to have a chance at Mulroney.
But that wasn’t what Barry wanted to hear.”

Il shook myl! head. “‘He blames
Mulroney, and I can believe that. But I
can also believe that there’s something
going on I don’t know about. Mulroney’s a
little too safe.”

“You think Barry’s up to something?”

“I think somebody might be up to
something—but who or what, 1 don’t
know. It might just be a way of getting
publicity.”

I3 was incredulous. “Publicity? The
Great Mulroney’s got enough publicity.”

I! laughed and said, *“‘People like The
Great Mulroney never have enough pub-
licity. It’s a law of nature.”

L ]

I was at the theater that night as a
reporter, musician (12 play a fair clarinet),
assistant electrician and ordinary patron
(E-31, second balcony). Barry was as
helpful as a nanny, and even Gutierrez
didn’t make things too difficult.

The show was great. 11,23 was aching
with laughter before the first skit, “The
Three Stooges in Court,” was half over.
The finale, a tennis match between Laurel
and Hardy and Abbott and Costello (no
ball, no net, no rackets, of course), with
Bob and Ray announcing, even got me4 to
smile a little.

For all the laughing—and trying not
to—I was stll on duty, checking out
everything and everyone. After a night in
Palace XXI, I was convinced that no one
was going to have a chance at The Great
Mulroney. But that wasn’t what Barry
wanted to hear, so he didn’t hear it.

I stayed in the theater after the show to
begin a 24-hour watch. 114 took the first
six-hour tour, making the rounds with one
of Gutierrez’ men, checking the elevators,
the guards, the entrances and exits and
scanners, while 12 made a seat-by-seat
search for concealed weapons and I3 slept.
I3 woke around 5:30 and relieved me4;
then I1.3 went over Mulroney’s dressing
rooms centimeter by centimeter, finding a
few peculiar items but nothing that
shouldn’t have been there. The place was
like a museum, but, oddly enough, it held
no comic memorabilia, only books, pic-
tures, hollies and reviews of very serious
drama. IL3 assumed that Mulroney kept
his funny stuff upstairs and didn’t try to
figure out why.

12 was finished with the seat search by
then—wathout results—so I1 hit the sack
while 123 made the rounds of elevators,
guards and all once again and 14 checked
backstage. By then, it was nearing six ..,
so I assembled in the lounge of Mulroney’s
dressing rooms. He usually came down

around 6:30 to prepare for the show, and it
seemed best to stick with him until the
danger—real, imagined or fraudulent—
was past. Maybe this was all lunacy, but |
believe in earning my money.

It was a very comfortable lounge, with
an inviting bar against one wall. I4 don’t
drink, but I1,3 was panting for a pick-me-
up. I2 was so tired after three hours in the
orchestra pit and 18 straight on my? feet
that 12 didn’t care about anything but
sinking into one of those enormous,
soft sofas and closing my?2 eyes. I4 studied
the pictures that covered the walls, and
11,3 looked longingly at the bar, waiting for
someone to arrive and be hospitable.

The elevator light went on. Gutierrez’
guards snapped to, the doors slid silently
open and in walked Burgo Barry. There
was a pause, then came The Great
Mulroney, making an entrance like a royal
procession. Black-silk dressing gowns,
with a tiny golden numeral embroidered
on each cuff and THE GREAT MULRONEY In
scarlet across the left breast; white-silk
scarves; softly tinted glasses; the poise and
self-possession of a heavyweight champ,
which Mulroney resembled in size and
build. He must have made good use of that
private gym. 12 had nodded off, and 14 was
absorbed in studying the photographs on
the walls, but I3 observed the grand
entrance and was impressed.

Mulroney3 stopped and smoothed back
his wavy red hair while hel.2,5 nodded w0
us curtly and headed directly to the dress-
ing rooms. He6 dropped some mail onto
the bar and said something inaudible to
Barry, while he4 turned to mel.3 with a
candidate’s smile and said, “Mr. Kilborn?
Of the Lucky Clover Detective Agency?”

“That’s right,” I8 said, and Il quickly
added, “It’s a real pleasure to meet you in
persons.”

Mulroney$ joined us. “Good to see you
here,” heb said, putting out hisé hand to
me3 while I shook hands with him? and
he3 came over to our group. Barry and the
two cops watched, and I4, in turn,
watched them. Their expression was won-
derful to behold. Solos very seldom see a
four-clone and a six-clone exchange greet-
ings, and it must have looked very compli-
cated to them, like the mating of octopuses
would look to a child, I? imagine.

I4 turned from the pictures and joined
the group. As I? shook his? hand,
Mulroney3 said, “It’s nice that Burgo was
able to . . . well, to keep it in the family, if
you follow me.”

“Following people is my business,” I3
said.

Mulroney3:6 laughed and 4 laid a friend-
ly hand on my3 arm, saying, “Now, I'm
supposed to be the one with the good
lines, Kilborn. You're the private inves-
tigator—I'm the actor.”

“Probably the greatest comic actor of all
time,”” 11 said sincerely.

I4 caught the quick flicker of tension at
my! words, but it got past mel,3, and Mul-
roney# was quick to murmur gracious
thanks. 14 took an envelope from my%
pocket and drew out a glossy of Mulroney
as Monty Python doing “The Upper Class
Twit of the Year” sketch in authentic 1972
costumes. ‘I hate to take advantage of
you,” I4 said with some embarrassment,
“but if you can spare a minute to auto-
graph this, it would really mean a lot to
me. This is my favorite skit.”

Il Jooked at me3, wondering what 14
was up to, but I1,3 knew enough to say
nothing. Mulroneyé said, “A pleasure,
Kilborn,” and took the picture.

Barry was sorting through the mail all
this time, separating it into two piles,
shaking his head gloomily as he lifted each
letter. Mulroney6 signed the photo and
passed it along. When he3.4 had inscribed
it, he# said to Barry, “Burgo, will you take
this to the dressing rooms, so I can finish
autographing it for Mr. Kilborn?”

14 caught the quick, angry glance Mul-
roney® shot at him4, but it turned at once
to a smile when Barry said, “Sure. I’ll take
the mail into an empty room and go over it
there, so you guys can talk. The dressing
rooms are safe, aren’t they, Kilborn? Did
you check them out?”

“I went over them very carefully, Mr.
Barry. Nothing to worry about,” I! said.

“That’s a great theatrical collection
you've got,” I3 said to Mulroney4.

“Yes. But where do you keep the comic
stuff?* I asked.

“Oh, I . . . it’s around somewhere,”
Mulroney# said uncomfortably, just as he6
blurted, “I don’t have anything like that.”
I3 looked at him4:6 in puzziement, and in
that instant it all came together.

“Barry, the mail! Don’t open it!” 14
shouted, turning to go after him.

Mulroney® let out a curse and swung a
short left that glanced off my# ear, sending
me# off balance. Before he6 could follow
up, 11 grabbed his6é arm. He3.4 was on mel
right away, but I3 yanked him*% off and
went over the low cocktail table and
landed on the floor. He4 was strong, but 13
was experienced at this game. Meanwhile,
14 got to my#* feet, a little groggy, and got
Mulroney® in a clinch while 14 tried to
clear my4 head. The ruckus woke me2 up,
and I2 jumped into the melee just as
Mulroneyl.2,5 came running out of his
dressing rooms to lend him3,4.6 a hand. It
was a strenuous few minutes, with the
odds against me, but by the time
Gutierrez’ guards came out of shock and

{coniinued on page 176)
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meet the women who make iricks a treat

Karen Cady helps Franz Harary pull a few rabbits out of
a hat (above). Harary returns the favor (right) by put-
ting Cady into a trance and floating her 11 feet above
the ground, an easy trick for a magician who often levi-
tates a motorcycle and rider during his act. Laser
Images, Van Nuys, California, provided laser effects.

RANZ HARARY knows all the

benefits of being a magician.

At the age of 23, not only has

he made a top hat full of

money (allowing him 1o

maintain homes in both a

fashionable part of Los Ange-

les and his home town of Ann

Arbor, Michigan) but magic has put him

center stage—center field, in some cases—

doing massive illusions for sporting events

(such as the Rose Bowl and the White Sox

opener) and rock shows. When Michael

Jackson floated off into nothingness during

the Victory tour, that was Harary behind

the scenes, designing and operating the

illusion. He and Jackson are still close

friends, and the Victory tour’s success has

given Harary even more work in the lucra-
tive concert field.

Harary knows about one of the other

pluses of being a master magician: the

magician’s assistant. “My work is 75 per-

cent completed by the time you see it,” he
says. “‘Assistants do 90 percent of the work
on stage. I just point my finger and take all
the credit.”

Of course, Harary is being modest—he
does, after all, design and build some of
the most complex illusions in America—
but it is hard to imagine a magic act with-
out a comely assistant. Whom would
magicians levitate? Saw in half? Turn into
a tiger? Make disappear? Somehow, the
idea of a man in that role makes the busi-
ness of hocus-pocus less appealing. Saw a
man in half? Who cares? Watch a man
float through the air without any visible
means of support? Yawn.

It doesn’t hurt that magicians’ assist-
ants are, by and large, an attractive lot.
“They've got to look great,” Harary
points out. “That’s showbiz.”

Mark Kalin, 26, a2 magician who has
become one of the major draws in Las
Vegas and Atlantic City, knows the value

PHOTOGRAPHY BY R. SCOTT HOOPER
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of the right assistant. “People don’t realize
how important an assistant is,”’ he says.
““She’s not the stereotypical dumb blonde
who carries the tray out on stage, wiggles
her butt and walks off. It takes weeks of
rehearsals, a knowledge of magic and
knowing how to move.”

In fact, Kalin’s appreciation of assist-
ants runs so deep that it caused him not
only to suggest this pictorial but to recruit
singlehandedly other magicians and assist-
ants and serve as a technical advisor. He
even developed a new illusion for pLavBOY,
a variation on an old standard.

“For years,” he explains, “magicians
have been turning girls into tigers. But
PLAYBOY wanted the reverse—the editors
asked if I could turn a tiger into a girl.
Ifs a2 much more difficult illusion, since
it’s easier to make a tiger appear than it is
to try to hide one. That presented me with
a great challenge, and it took me five
weeks of design and thought, studying old
principles of magic, to make it work.”

Finally, Kalin mastered the illusion,
which he now intends to incorporate into
his act. When it came time for the photo
session, he turned to a trusted longtime
assistant, 20-year-old Jubie Rich, for help.

Kalin met Rich when she stopped by to
admire his cat in a Las Vegas bar. It was
no ordinary cat but a baby cougar—one of
several animals he raises to work in his
show—and no ordinary bar but Ellis
Island, a legendary magicians’ hangout.
And it was no accident that Rich stopped
by. Her father, Gil E. Gilly, performed for
years in Vegas as a mentalist—"‘he breaks
glass and bends metal with his mind, and
he’s also a psychic,” she says—and Rich
had often worked as his assistant, Kalin
immediately hired her.

“Jubie’s a natural,” he says. *“I remem-
ber that even the first time she was on
stage with us, she was so professional that
we were all able to relax.”

Most magicians spend weeks—some-
times longer—looking for the proper
assistant. “I look for that person who has a
spark of enthusiasm in her eyes that will
translate to the stage,” says Marshall
Magoon, 28, who has impaled a woman in
a light box for pLaveoy. That woman, Kim-
berly March, is a 26-year-old pro who has
worked with several magicians, including
Kalin and Magoon.

“For me, this is the best thing I could
do,” says March. “I love theater, I love

For years, magicions have turned
women into tigers. For piaveov, Mark
Kalin turns a tiger into Jubie Rich.
While the effect as seen here may
seem like photographic trickery,
Kalin claims the illusion on stage
looks the same from the audience.









drama and I love acting.”

Harary first met his assistant, Karen
Cady, 22, in college, when they both
appeared in a production of Kiss Me, Kate.
Harary, who like all the other magicians
in this pictorial had started his prestidigi-
tation as a teenager, coaxed Cady off the
stage and 1nto the air for his levitation act.
She has worked with him in most of his
major shows. “He makes me appear, dis-
appear, cuts me in half, shoots bullets
through me,” she laughs. I let him abuse
me. I love magic, and 1 love the way being
Franz’s assistant has opened doors. I have
met agents and been sent on auditions, all
because people have seen me in his act.”

Not surprisingly, most magicians’ assist-
ants see their work as a steppingstone to
bigger and better show-business roles.
Both Cady and March, for instance, have
their eyes on the daytime soaps, thinking
of them as on-the-job training for full-time
acting careers. Rich, too, talks abour
expanding her horizons beyond her work
as an assistant.

Magoon remembers one assistant who
was able to achieve minor stardom with-
out finding a new job. “She developed a
special stage persona,” he explains. “She
acted as if she were totally bored with the
act and got a lot of laughs in the process.
We'd even have her come out when she
wasn’t needed, just to yawn or look unin-
terested. It was very successful, and the
press picked up on it, making her a local
celebricy.”

Of course, not all women in magic are
assistants. Iricia Brown and Lynn Chase
tour the country with their own act, called
Two Hot to Handle. Brown and Chase are
fire-eaters and more. “We swallow it, we
wear 1t, we spit it and we throw it,” says
Chase, 23. And while the other women in
this pictorial usually appear on stage in
elaborate costumes, Two Hot to Handle
does its act topless. “When you’re playing
with fire,” explains Brown, “you don’t
want a lot of clothes that might burn.

*“I started out as a magician’s assist-
ant,” says Brown, 38. “But I've been fasci-
nated by fire ever since [ was a little kid.
Fire has a very sexual connotation, espe-
cially when you're exposing it to your bare
skin. It’s a pleasure to be warm, but it's
painful if you get too close.”

Their act is one of the most erotic on
the circuit. “‘Fire is sexual,” says Brown.
“Two women are sexual. Our act is too
nude for Las Vegas.” And it's also

in the old days, magicians would put
a woman into a box and poke canes
through her body. Marshall Magoon
uvpdates the trick on these pages,
using electric tubes—which obviously
can’t bend, right?—and an vltra-
modern assistant, Kimberly March.
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Lynn Chase (above left) and Tricia
Brown (above right) travel the coun-
try doing strange things with flame
under the name Two Hot to Handle.
They call the scene at right The
Kiss. We think it's pretty hot stuff;
it's a svure-fire bet you’ll agree.

dangerous. Both Brown and Chase have
suffered burns of varying degrees. Chase,
while working as a solo under the name
Venus De Light, once caught her hand on
fire and was unable to fan it out. Finally,
in desperation, she stuck it into her mouth,
and then sensuously drew it down to her
breasts. The audience thought it was part
of the act; only Chase knew how close she
had come to serious injury.

Injuries are not uncommon for all the
assistants. ““We bruise ourselves terribly,
jumping in and out of little boxes, dodging
fire and large animals,” says March. The
light box, for instance, has occasionally
burned holes in an assistant’s costume,
says Magoon.

Nor is the work all that steady. Most of
the women have other jobs on which to fall
back. Karen Cady leases executive jets for
a division of the Chrysler Corporation.
Kimberly March trains race horses and
works as a dental assistant during slow
times. Jubie Rich works for her brother’s
asphalt company. Tnicia Brown served
as the late Ruth Gordon’s stunt double in
three movies and currently produces wres-
tling videos.

There are other drawbacks as well.
Once someone finds out that a woman is a
magician’s assistant, she’s fair game for a
friendly interrogation. “It happens all the
time,” reports Cady. “Just this morning, I
was trying on clothes and the saleswoman
said, ‘Now that I have you in the dressing
room all to myself, why don’t you tell me
how it’s all done?” I asked her, ‘Can you
keep a secret?” She got very excited and
said, ‘Of course; I promise I can keep a
secret.” So | told her, ‘Well, socan 1.’
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setting down is the most
unsettling thing a guy can do

WE CALLED OURSELVES the Austin Mafia.
Nearly all of us had gone down to the
University of Texas and come back to Dal-
las 1o take up our lives, some of them ruin-
ous and some successful. But Jack and
Pegey and Lee and Hancel and Rich and
Anne and 1 had always stayed together,
hanging out at night and going to drive-ins
and loaning each other money. We were all
sort of shiftless, younger than our years,
incapable of more than two consecutive
serious thoughts. Marriage and babies?
They were almost inconceivable, to none
of us more so than Jack and Peggy. Jack
was a brilliant, passionate goofball who
put “boy scientist” on his IRS forms and
made a meager but satisfying living repair-
ing calculators, doodling with compurters
and playing drums for a band called the
Shitty Beatles. He was a jokester, a private
stand-up comic for our gang, a 27-year-old
going on 15. The idea of some baby’s call-
ing him Daddy would make your sides
split with laughter—or your palms sweat
with anxiery.

We were at a burger place called
Hunky’s and (continued on page 146)
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F A BAND of extraterrestrials opted to invade

our hunk of planet Earth, they’d do well to

schedule the attack for a Sundav at high

noon, the traditional coming-down time.

That’s when the entire country, at least the

adult population, is engrossed in the weekly

bloody-mary ritual—preparing and serv-

ing the sangume sip. There are many

coming-down drinks, but the bloody mary

is the only one designed for that purpose.

The bloody-mary story has been told

before: how it was conceived at Harry's

New York Bar in Paris during the roaring

Twenties as succor for the morning trade; how it was

brought to the States in 1934 by Pete Petiot, the gent who

first compounded the drink at Harry’s; how it languished,

all but unnoticed, until Smirnoff got behind it in 1955; how

it then zoomed to popularity, hitting the top ten on the cock-
tail charts, where it has remained ever since.

Bartenders become emotional about the bloody mary,

almost coming to blows over such esoterica as the merits of

lime ws. lemon, whether or not to garnish and whether or not
it is still a bloody mary if vou substitute gin, tequila or rum
for the vodka. A more basic bone of contention is whether to
shake, stir or blenderize. The objective, in each case, is to
whip up a smooth, full-flavored potion. Stirred drinks some-
times separate, and those blenderized may become watered
down or turn into snow cones. The consensus is clearly for
shaking; but even so, there are marked differences in han-
dling among the pros. Big Ed Moose, sachem of San Fran-
cisco’s Washington Square Bar & Grill, doesn’t fool around.
He gives the shaker eight hefty hoists—‘‘over the shoulder.”
That approach makes Michael McCarty of Michael’s in
Santa Monica wince. “‘Just shake it once, that’s enough,” he
says. Bru Mysak of the “21" Club confides that he rocks the
shaker sensuously, as if he were shaking maracas, so as not
to “‘bruise the ice.”” Not everyone’s that heavily into shak-
ing. Boniface John Bruno of Manhattan’s Pen & Pencil res-
taurant believes that the difference between a wimpy drink
and a ruddy bracer is in the juice and vodka. He prescribes
“thick, icy-cold tomato juice,” the best there is, because
juice is two thirds of the drink. And he insists on a clean,
neutral vodka.

Barroom pundits agree that the citrus, lemon or lime,
should be the real stuff—not bottled—and freshly squeezed.
It's best to start each round from scratch, but if that’s
impractical—say when you're hosting 2 monster coming-
down brunch—it’s OK to make the mixture in advance.
Just hold the citrus and add a squeeze of lemon or lime to
each glass before serving.

If you credit everything you hear, bloody mary has
alleviated more human grief than Flo Nightingale. But it’s
silly to reserve the carmine quaff just for the Sunday-
morning coming down. Enjoy it any time—any way vou
like it. Following are some of the more intriguing varia-
tions on the bloody-mary theme. (continued on page 167)

SUNDAY
MORNING
COMING
DOWN

drink by
EMANUEL GREENBERG

[from san francisco’s
washington square
bar & grill to the
rum runner’s pub
& restaurant in
bermuda, here’s how

the world's best bloody
marys are made

PHOTOGRAPHY BY GARRICK PETERSON
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saM ponaLpsoN, ABC White House cor-
respondent and self-styled bad bov of

telejournalism, is hip-deep in traffic. Note

'“[ ‘IJMMI-.- pad in hand. he darts among a snarl
of automobiles outside Geneva's Inter-

Continental Hotel, barking commands

‘I_Ep' into a high-powered walkie-talkie. “Don-

aldson to transportation desk! Transporta-

th e O'nly jou?mh'st t’ruly behmd tion, this is Donaldson! 1 need a car out

here, now!”

! the scenes at the summit reports Fake lefi, cut right. Sam throws a hip
on medza madngs_g, a personal juke at a bewildered motorist and sprints

; he fz W : .
Showdo wlth gOTbaChB'U for the far curb Whaddaya mean,

‘Where?' " he shouts, obviously having his

T,

. and some very odd dreams problems with a confused and by now
4 : frightened network aide. “In front of the
. article hotel . . . no, no, no, in the street!™
A 1 figure now is as good a time as any to
/’ By noN n[AﬁAN approach Sam. (continued on page 169)
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as christine sees it,
it’s singles bars 0, marriage 10

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ARNY FREYTAG

HRISTINE RICHTERS was standing in the lobby of the
Villa Vera Hotel in Acapulco, where she had arrived
moments earlier, hot, tired, five hours and a cab ride
out of LAX. We managed to catch her eye with a
friendly smile before she was taken fo her room. Later, she
told us it was her first time out of the country—if you didn’t
count the ten years she spent in Dodge City, Kansas. ““Yeah,
the main place to be in Dodge is Wyatt Earp Boulevard.
Everyone parks in the Boot Hill parking lot and then cruises
up and down Wvatt Earp. It’s really boring. There’s noth-
ing there. The music is, like, a month behind. In Dodge,
once you've been to Boot Hill, that’s it.” There is no
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irony intended in thart last
remark—nor any malice.
Christine is burdened with
the ennui of a genera-
tion accustomed to rapid
change. When you can
adjust your perspective to
any of 20 channels with a
click of a remote-control
device, the impact of an
outlaws’” cemetery fades
quickly. Everything’s tem-
porary, and the wispiness of
the future makes a pru-
dent girl seek stability. No
fast-paced singles’ life for
Christine. “Those guvs out
there,”” she says, shaking her
head disgustedly, “I know
what all those guys are like
at night clubs. I don’t want
to have to go to bed with all
those guys, and that’s what
they expect. That's just the
way they are. So I'm afraid
to get into those situations.
They make me nervous.
And the younger guys—
they don’t go to school, they
don’t learn, they just listen
to MTV all the time, you
know. So I don’t even want
to deal with it. I'd just
rather get married and not
have to worry about any-
thing.”” It’s hard to blame
Christine for her outlook,
especially since her experi-
ences with men haven’t
been the best. “I’ve never
really met my dad,” she
laments. “My parents got
divorced when I was three;

“It’s fun to go out with the
girls and do stuff every
once in a while. But after 1
broke up with my old boy-
friend, I was going oul
every night of the week.
And, you know, I hated
it. It was fun for a while,
but it got old really fast.”









he lives in Fullerton some-

where. I went through the
Department of Motor Vehi-
cles to try to find him, but
the address at the D.M.V. is
wrong. [ hope he’ll see my
picture and call.” Boy-
friends have given her trou-
ble, wo. “I had one
boyfriend,” she says, laugh-
ing, “who used to tell me
that I'd never find another
boyfriend if I left him. He
was crazy. He was really
mean to me, too. He would
tell me he was coming home
and then not come home all
night. And then he went to

“In Oregon, they have a
wild-amimal  park  with
baby tigers and lions that
they let you play with. |
like doing that. 1 want
to buy my oun baby tiger.”
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bed with my best fnend. Of
course, she’s not my best
fnend anymore.” Christine
is resilient, though, and she
hasn’t given up vet. “I'm
real insecure when it comes
to boyfriends, but I would
like to have the security of
having someone there for me
all the time.”” Her current
relationship i1s reportedly a
big improvement. ‘I don’t
see how 1t could get bet-
ter,” says Christine happily.
That and the budding of a
modeling career have made
her think about some mi-
nor lifestyle adjustments. “I
haven’t found anything to
do that I really like since I
was in school. At least then,
I had to get up at a certain
nme and I had 0 be there.
But lately, since 1 haven’t
been doing anything, I just
have gotten lazy. I was eat-
ing junk food all the time,
but now I take vitamins and
stuff. Now that I'm working
with pLAYBOY, I'm more into
keeping myself up. I have a
reason to. | mean, 1 have to.
1 look at all those other
Playmates and that kind of
gives me a push.” Although
she does dream about own-
ing a little land for a wild-
animal park, that’s for the
future. For now, Chnstine is
content. From the vantage
point of an Acapulco beach,
things don’t look half bad.

“I'm reading a book ‘How to
Choose and Care for Your
Cal,” might now, because
I just got a new Persian
kitten. But most of the time,
I really don’t read. I watch
TV, go to a lot of movies
and go horseback nding

sometimes in the mountamns.”
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

| want 10 open a fucking checking account,” the
man snarled.

*“I beg your pardon, sir,” the teller replied.

“Listen, damn it, I said I want w open a
fucking checking account.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but we don’t tolerate language
like that in our bank.” She left the window,
walked over to the bank manager and whispered
in his ear.

The two returned and the manager asked,
“What seems to be the problem here?”

“There’s no goddamn problem,” the man in-
sisted. “‘I just won ten million dollars in the lot-
tery and I want to open a fucking checking
account!”

“I see, sir,”” the manager said. ““And this bitch
is giving you a hard time?”’

How'd your date turn out?”

“Don’t ask.”

““Was she ugly?”’

“Ugly? When she was a kid and the boys
played doctor, they made her the receptionist.”

Afier spotting a woman at the bar drinking
alone, the auto mechanic called the bartender
over.

“I want to buy that girl a drink,” he said with
a nod in her direction.

“No, you don’t,”” the bartender replied.

“Yes, I do,” insisted the mechanic.

With a shrug of his shoulders, the bartender
delivered a drink to the woman.

A half hour later, the customer ordered
another drink for the woman.

“Look, Mac,” the bartender said, “‘you don't
want to buy her any drinks.”

“Why not?”’

“Because she’s a lesbian.”

““So what? Give her another drink.”

Fifteen minutes later, the fellow decided the
time was right to make his move and sidled up to
the barstool. “So tell me,” he flirted, ““what part
of Lesbia are you from?"”

The old man lay dying. He turned to his wife,

tted her hand and said, *“When I came home
rom the first war in 1918, Esther, you were by
my side. And when I was freed from the concen-
tration camp after the second war, you were by
my side, too.”” Wiping a tear with his sleeve, he
continued, “When our little shop went bankrupt
and we were left without a cent, you, Esther,
were by my side. And now . . . now I am dying
and you are still by my side. Esther,” he said,
gazing hard at her, “you’re a jinx.”

As he carried a cocker-spaniel puppy home for
his wife’s birthday, Joe ran into one of his neigh-
bors. “Hey, Sam,” he said, “what do you think
of the dog I got for my wife?”’

“Hmmm. Great trade.”

The advertising exec arrived at his country club
for a round of golf and was asked by the pro to fill
out a foursome in which he’d never played
before. Noticing that a beautiful blonde would be
in the group, he immediately agreed.

On the third hole, the adman was faced with a
35-foot putt. He turned to the blonde. “If I make
this putt,” he proposed, “‘will you go out with me
tonight?”’

*“You’re on,” she said.

He lined up the shot, stroked the ball and
watched it roll straight into the cup.

On the fifth hole, the young man was left with
a 60-foot uphill putt. He turned to the woman.
“If 1 make thes putr, will you make love to me
tonight?”

“Absolutely,” she replied.

He stood over the ball, stroked it firmly and
watched happily as it broke perfectly into the
hole.

On the ninth hole, the blonde was faced with a
putt that had to go ug one hill, down a second
and into the cup on the far side of a third—85
feet away. ““If I make this putt,” she teased, “you
have to go down on me tonight.”

As the woman’s putter was in its backswing,
the young man walﬁed over and picked up her
ball. “That’s a gimme.”

P

Brenda, where did you get that gorgeous mink?”
the shop clerk asked her co-worker. “I've been
struggling for years to get one.”

“Grow up, honey,” her friend advised. “Stop
struggling.’

And what's more, Alice,” the furious Physician
hollered as he slammed the front door, “you’re a
lousy lay!™

Later, after completing his morning rounds,
the doctor decided to drive by the house to apol-
ogize to his wife for his morning outburst.

Not finding her in the kitchen or the living
room, he glanced into the bedroom, only to find
her in bed with another physician.

“What the hell is going on here? he de-
manded.

“Well, after what you said this morning,
dear,” his wife explained, “‘I decided to get a sec-
ond opinion.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PpLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
. 60611. 350 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected: Jokes cannot be returned.
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“OK, I'll explain it again. If I do all the stuff that
I'm good at, it’s cheaper; if I gotta act innocent and inexperienced,
it’s really gonna cost you.”
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IDNIGHT

my name is jane.
and n case you're wondering,
i'm a free agent

fiction By TOM MCNEAL

WHAT HAPPENED happened on a Thursday night,
late. I was in the gym, on the bike, not overdoing it.
The attendant and the only other customer were
sleeping on weight benches. My dog, Dolores, slept
at my feet. The front doors were open, so you could
hear the city—buses and trucks changing gears.
The music was Lou Rawls. That kind of night.

Outside the gym, a cream-and-chocolate-
colored Rolls pulled up. Nobody got out. Finally,
somebody did. A woman maybe 33, dressed to kill,
coming into the gvm looking murderous. She was
very unhappy. She was also splendid to look at.
White stockings and a silver-gray dress with a
shimmer to it. Tall. Tan. She breezed by me with-
out a glance. Came out of the changing room in
this costume. Leg warmers and leotards, self-praise
worn skintight. Began atfacking the machines.
Grunted, sweated, slammed things around. Do-
lores woke up. The attendant and the other cus-
tomer woke up.

The Rolls, I noticed, was stll out there. Every
now and then, you could see the brightening glow
of a cigarette behind the steering wheel. Eventu-
ally, the driver came in. He was old and slow but
somehow stately. Suit definitely money. The skin of
his neck was even browner than the woman’s, and
his collar cut into its looseness. When he got to the
woman, he stood still for a moment. In his face,
only his eves moved. They were dead-alive eyes, as
if in perpetual observation of unhappy occasions.
Finally, he said, “I'd like (continued on page 156)

ILLUSTRATION BY GEORGEANNE DEEN
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STIONS: KIM BASINGER

our favorite southern belle on great kisses, suspicious
gifts and some rules for happiness in hollywood

Kim Basinger s nobody’s fool. Since aban-
doning a successful cover-girl career for
a life i the mouvies, she has beaten the model-
turned-actress syndrome with an eclectic body
of work that tncludes such TV fare as a movie
of the week called “Katie: Portrail of a Cen-
terfold” and film roles in “The Man Who
Loved Women,” “The Natural,” “Never Say
Never Again” and her lalest, “Fool for
Love,” with Sam Shepard. Since Basinger
and Contributing Editor David Rensin
recenitly stayed i the same New York hotel, we
asked Rensin to go upstairs and take his tape
recorder. Sard he, “Kim wore gray sweat
pants, high-topped tennies and a loose cotton
shirt, She looked great. She moved constantly
on the couch, doing stretches, burying her
face in the cushions when she laughed, and
kept the energy level high. I should have
knoum. Just before we began, she flashed that
unforgettable swollen-lipped smile and said,
quite unexpectedly, ‘Ask anything. 1 don’t
care what you ask me.’ So I did.”

1.

pLAYBOY: When was the last time you were
a fool for love? And what did it feel like?
BASINGER: [Laughs] This is terrible. The
last time 1 was a fool for love was when 1
married him. [Points lo the bedroom, where
her husband, Ron, 1s resting] That’s the last
time I’ll ever be a fool for love. But it feels
great—fun and exciting. You have w be a
little touched in the head to be a fool for
love, crazed out of your mind. I'm very
much that way, anyway. I don’t want to
put restraints on myself. I was born a fool
[laughs]. Maybe I got it from my mother.
She’s a little touched.

2.

pLAYBOY: A few years ago, you appeared
with a little-known actor named Don
Johnson in the miniseries From Here lo
Eternity. You and Johnson played lovers.
Whar are his secrets? What's he have that
other guys don’t?

BASINGER: Pale-pink shirts. My God, he
looks beautiful on Friday night. But Don
was always cute to me. Miami Vice has
changed his image, but there was always
something very pleasantly humorous
about him, and he amused himself
through the tough years, because he had
this sense that it was just a matter of time.
But that waiting can really be a bitch.

3.

pLavBOY: How did you cope with the
model-turned-actress syndrome?
BASINGER: | never wanted to be a model

PHOTOGRAPHY BY MOSHE BRAKHA

and never, never planned on it. But I was
17 when I moved to New York from Geor-
gia, and I had to make some money. I dis-
covered that 1 could make a pretty good
living being a model. I figured it was bet-
ter than bemng a waitress, because I was a
scared little girl who didn’t want to be
walking around at night in the city. Sev-
eral critics have since written unkind
things about me because 1 am an attrac-
tive blonde girl who just happens to have
blue eyes. It’s like being told I can’t be
accepted in their world because I'm not
just plain-looking. They’re not ready to
give me a chance, and I think that’s sick.

I have always wanted to be an actress.
That’s all I’ve ever cared about. I was so
frustrated as a model that I was out of my
mind. But I never went along with the “be
a model, take a little acting class” routine.
I knew what I wanted—and that I would
fight o get it.

4.

pLAYBOY: Have you ever used your celebrity
to get something that you wanted?
BASINGER: Oh, sure. It would be bullshit if
anvbody said he didn’t. 1 use it in little
things all the time, like for getting into my
favorite [ltalian restaurant. Of course,
sometimes people don’t know who I am
and they say, “Hey, pal, go to hell.”
When I first came to New York, 1 was

here for the Miss Breck contest—that’s
what started off all this modeling stuff.
And they gave each girl two wishes—
things like Whom would you most like to
meet? Everyone said Martha Washington
or Eleanor Roosevelt—somebody dead. It

_Jjust didn’t make any sense. So I called my
daddy, and he suggested [former] Mayor
Lindsay and Eileen Ford. I got both my
wishes. I met Lindsay, and Eileen asked
me to sign with her agency.

5.

pLavBOY: How do you get along with your
mirror?

BASINGER: | won’t deal with a mirror.
When you’re making a movie, you're
always brought a mirror right before doing
a take. But people have been told to not
even come near me with one. I get an anxi-
ety attack. | say, “lI don’t care what's
wrong with me. I don’t care.” It goes back
to the modeling thing. 1 wasn’t a good
model. 1 was lucky to make money at it. I
couldn’t stare in the mirror and care about
myself 24 hours a day. I felt like I was
wearing gloves wrong side out.

6.

eLavBOY: With which items of clothing do
you have the best relationship?
BASINGER: My sports bra and sweat pants.

7.

pLaveoy: What's the best acting advice
you've heard lately?

BASINGER: It was something Glenda Jack-
son said about emoting in a scene: “When
I have to cry, I think about my love life.
And when 1 have to laugh, I think about
my love life.” One day, I'd like to play
Glenda Jackson roles.

8.

pLavyBoY: What did you discover about
yourself while doing the controversial film
912 Weeks?

BASINGER: That there wasn’t a role 1
couldn’t play. The film has been calmed
down some from the book, so if you want
to see S/M, whips and chains and every-
thing, you really are going to be disap-
pointed. But what we did shoot was very
explicit psychologically and visually. The
hardest part was mine—because I lived in
turmoil inside and outside the movie for
one solid year. It was the most depressed
I've ever been and the most elated I've
ever been. The role was like an exorcism
for me. Some nights I'd go back to the
hotel and sound like an idiot. But it was
also very freeing. I could go home after
doing a grueling scene that I had dreaded
so much that I didn’t sleep well for a week
beforehand, take a shower and just lie
there, look at the ceiling and burst out
laughing. And feel released. And feel that
there wasn't anvthing I couldn’t go with
and do as an actress.

All those pains we went through to
make 9> Weeks would, themselves, make
a fascinating documentary, because we all
took a chance: the director, Adrian Lyne;
myself; Mickey Rourke. We all put our-
selves on the line, on a very fine line.
Everybody’s relationships fell apart, went
to hell. Even if you read the book, you
can’t imagine the real relationship
between these people. It is erotic and
intense and happy and sad and de-
pressing—a psychological roller coaster.
The woman I played was taken from
one end of herself to another. It's a
very scary thing to have someone discover
who you are before you discover who you
are—and then have him tell you about
vourself before you are able to let it sink in.
It’s almost like watching a bus hit some-
one before it (continued on page 152)
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THEY DON'T TEACH
YOUABOUT
HARVARD BUSINESS
SCHOOL

article By LAURENCE SHAMES

IN 1985, a bland, frugal year in America, the going rate
for freshly minted Harvard M.B.A.s was around
$45,000 per annum. Some 8,000,000 Americans
couldn’t find a job, and the typical second-year B.
School student was being courted by 15 corporate
recruiters. So spirited was the bidding for the grads
that scouts who had run the salary offers to the limits
of their authority resorted to sweetening the kitty with
such fringes as a $5000 “image bonus’ for picking up
togs at Brooks Brothers. Banks threw parties for the
imminent M.B.A.s, ad agencies took them to tennis
matches, investment houses chartered yachts to show
them Wall Street from the water. Amid all this woo-
ing of the season’s business debutants, everybody was
wondering if the much-talked-about record salary
offer would be topped: One member of the class of
1985 sashayed out of the B. School into an entry-level
slot that paid him a slightly hilarious $140,000.

Now, none of this was particularly logical. By every
law of economics and of common sense, demand for
new M.B.A.s should have been falling off. By 1985,
there were already so many of them glutting the side-
walks of America that you couldn’t spit in a gentrified
neighborhood without hitting one on the leg; more
than half a million active M.B.A.s were out there
scrapping, and every year a higher proportion of
them, for all their grand beginnings, were getting
stranded in the backwaters of middle management.
Further, ever since the economic downturn of the
middle Seventies, serious doubts had been voiced
about the value of an M.B.A. degree and the species
of competence it presumably conferred, M.B.A.s had
been assailed for their obsessive reliance on the num-
bers, for their lack of institutional lovalty and their
salacious eagerness for personal advancement, for
their overconcentration on short-term goals and their
failure as communicators—in short, for playing no
small part in getting the American economy into the
pickle it was in.

Yet American corporations went right on falling all
over one another to hire M.B.A's, Maybe they had no

machiavelli for beginners, the
old sausage game—
mismanaging america is easy
If you know all the tricks

ILLUSTRATION BY DAVE CAIVER
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choice. Maybe the game of business had
become so rarefied, so removed from ordi-
nary reason and from the language used
by the rest of us, that it kad to be played by
specialists. Still, it was a little odd to
assume that a larger dose of the medicine
that had made you sick was suddenly
going to make you well.

It was odd, too, that just when the
M_.B.A. degree was losing the cachet it had
had in its heyday—the decade or so after
World War Two, when the style of modern
American management was just being set
and its “‘scientific’” tenets seemed unassail-
able—M.B.A.s themselves were more in
fashion than ever. People weren't just talk-
ing business now, they were talking life-
style. Money and the pursuit of same were
sweeping back into vogue, and those
whose education had been geared most
specifically toward the accumulation of
dollars were at the vanguard of the trend.

A 1981 Time cover story titled “The
Money Chase” hailed the epic awakening
of the baby-boom generation to the hard
facts of fiscal adulthood and paid M.B.A.s
the dubious compliment of describing
them, in comparison with their non-
M.B.A. coevals, as “chameleons that have
mysteriously evolved into some slightly
more agile species of lizard.” By 1982,
M.B.A.s had become a hot enough item,
mediawise, that two recent Harvard B.
School grads saw fit to write The Official
M.B.A. Handbook—a volume that hit the
best-seller lists in spite of its inability to
decide if its purpose was to summarize,
satirize or glamorize. In 1983, the term
Yuppie was coined and, almost overnight,
the Yuppies became the most readily iden-
tifiable new class in America, everybody's
target audience, role models for everyone
who didn’t hate their guts, as well as for a
lot of people who did. Suddenly, it was
respectable and even hip to work on week-
ends and to substitute networking for a
social life, to wean the libido from carnal
desires and direct 1t instead toward the
wooing of wealth. That was the Yuppie
way, and Yuppies were setting the tone.

M.B.A s from Harvard constituted their
aristocracy. Nerds no more, boy M.B.A.s
could suddenly be proud of their wing-tip
shoes, their thin socks, their lugubrious
suits and undertakers’ overcoats; girl
M.B.As could slip into gabardine suits
and floppy bow ties and feel, if not exactly
alluring, at least not like total skanks. The
neo-eager-beaver ethos had socked in, and
it didn’t hurt to look the part.

If the hallmark passion of the day was
the simple wish to have it all, these recent
veterans of Harvard’s B. School seemed to
be coming about as close as anybody
could. With their swollen incomes and fi-
nancial savvy, they were already able to
afford the VCR, the BMW, the IRA and
most of the other letters in the alphabet of
affiuence. They dined on shiitake mush-
rooms and routinely traded up on real

estate. They had the cowed respect of
headwaiters and the envy of their peers.
They relished the eminence they were des-
tined to enjoy in an America bouncing
back from bleaker economic times, and
they took pride in themselves for having
turned out, after the wackiness of adoles-
cence, to be just the sort of grownups their
parents had prayed that they would be.

There were only two small crimps in
this picture:

Crimp number one was that most evi-
dence indicated that America, sad to tell,
wasn’t bouncing back; relative to the
immense and steady growth of the Fiftes
and Sixties, the supposed good news of the
Reagan years was nothing more than a
slight slowing of the nation’s economic
decadence. Crimp number two was the
fact that many of the new M.B.A.s’ more
sophisticated -elders—as represented, for
example, by the guys who went 1o Har-
vard back when an advanced business
degree was really hot and who defined the
game that the new H.B.S. grads were so
rabid to play—were less impressed with
the young hot-shots than the young hot-
shots would have liked to think.

Perhaps it was a mercy, then, that the
Yuppies were so enthralled with their own
petty triumphs, so intent on their own next
moves. If they weren’t, they might have
noticed that the golden age of opportunity
in America had largely passed them by
and that the premises on which they based
their efforts and their pride were closer to
archaic every Monday morning than
they’d been the Friday before.

.

The descending portion of a graph is
inherently rather dreary; it’s also unen-
lightening unless you check back to the
contours of the curve that had taken you to
the peak. In the case of America’s recent
economic history, the ride to the top was
Joyously steep but joltingly abrupt. In
broadest outline, the dynamic that pro-
pelled it can be described in a few sen-
tences: At the beginning of World War
Two, still at the tail end of a virtual world-
wide Depression, America was one of, say,
halfa dozen nations that were roughly eco-
nomic peers. By the end of the conflict, all
the others had been decimated, their facto-
ries wrecked, their crops unharvested and
their currencies all but worthless. Amer-
ica, on the other hand, had gotten cranked
up to full industrial capacity, had sacri-
ficed not a single lathe to enemy fire and
had lost only one soldier for every 70 dead
Russians. So radical and unnatural was
the resulting imbalance among nations
that in 1949, America grew, mined or
manufactured as much stuff as the rest of
the world combined. Almost instantly, the
United States was famously rich, and the
pattern of its breakneck growth had
become established.

That same year, 1949, the first great
wave of modern American managers—the

first regular, postwar class from Harvard
Business School—strode off campus into a
seller’s market the likes of which will not
be seen again. During the Depression and
the war, top-notch people had not gone to
business school; on the day the Forty-
niners graduated, there were only 50,000
M.B.As in the entire nation. As of that
day, too, the last of the cyclical postwar
recessions was ending, and a quarter cen-
tury of inexorable burgeoning prosperity
was on the launch pad. The class of '49
was the first to feel the full democratizing
effects of the GI Bill; hungrier, scrappier,
more shamelessly ambitious than any that
had gone before, that first class of postwar
M.B.A.s would clench those fortunate cir-
cumstances to its bosom and run with
them into business history. According to
Fortune, according to Business Week,
according to anvone who was paying
attention, the Forty-niners would go on to
become the richest and most influential
batch of M.B.A.s 10 emerge from any
school at any time.

By 1974, with the dollar worth double
what it is today, one Forty-niner in six had
become a millionaire. Forty-five percent
of the class members who answered the
25th-anniversary survey were chairmen,
C.E.Os or chief operating officers, and
they toiled for companies that held 13
places in Fortune’s listings of the country’s
largest outfits in manufacturing, retailing,
banking and financial service. In all, the
companies in which the men of '49 held
pivotal jobs had annual revenues of more
than 50 billion dollars and employed
1,000,000 people. Forty-niner Peter
McColough occupied the chairman’s slot
at Xerox, and his former roommate, James
Burke, was the boss at johnson & John-
son. Forty-niner Marvin Traub was run-
ning Bloomingdale’s, and his roommate,
Sumner L. Feldberg, had helped found
Zayre Stores. Forty-niner Harry Figgie,
Jr., had founded what is now the modestly
titled Figgie International, with current
annual sales of $700,000,000; a figure com-
parable to the value of classmate Lester
Crown’s holdings in General Dynamics.
Fellow grad Emest Henderson had
recently sold his family business, Sheraton
hotels, to ITT; Thomas Murphy would
become the first man ever to buy a televi-
sion network, when his Capital Cities
Communications pulled a David and Goli-
ath and conquered ABC. One Forty-niner,
Clarence I. Brown, was in Congress, and
another, John Shad, would eventually
abdicate the vice-chairmanship of E. F.
Hutton to do time as Ronald Reagan’s
chairman of the Securities and Exchange
Commission. One Forty-niner made a
small fortune with a pickle factory. An-
other did it with ironing boards. Yet an-
other, Irving G. “Jack™ Davis, took a paint
company and turned it into Resorts
International. So general was the success

(continued on page 132)
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WHEN You SAID You WERE RICH,
I NEVER DREAMED You WERE THIS RICH!
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WEE SENSIBLE THING To DO wAS TOSTAY IN THE VAT, WHERE IT WAS AT LEAST™ CooLER,
BUT WESLEY, Hi5 JUDGEMENT DISTORTED BY THE HALLUCINOGENIC MUFFINS, DECIDED THAT HE
HAD TO MAKE A BREAK FOR IT, LEAVING-BEHIND NOT ONLY MADGE AND VERNON AND HIS TINY
CHUM RODRIG0, THE MINIATURE. POODLE,, BUT ALSO THE SUPPRSEDLY IMPERVIOUS MIRAULE FIBER"

JUMPSVIT; BOUGHT IN HOPE OF PROTECTING HIMSELF IN JUST SUCH A SITUATION, AND HIS SAMPLE
CASE OF FRUIT JELLIES, DILIGENTLY CARRIED BY HAND THROUGH A VARIETY oF SIWILARLY FERILOUS,
IF NOT AS UNCOMFORTABLE, ASSIGNMENTS, ANY ONE OF WHICH, WITH THE PosSIBLE EXCEPTION

OF THIS, HE WoULD GLADLY UNDERGO AGAIN, To PRESERVE DEMOCRACY IN CALIFORNIA.

Oy SR

1117

I

I
[T

~
Ry
"’”//”E..\ ///_,)Vn-

Lo Restaunnl. frremchs

118



LIFE IN AMERICA

PEOPLE WITHOUT TELEVISION
WATCHING LIVER
SLIDING DOWN THE WALL .
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smart and savvy advice to try on for size

N

THINGS TO TELL YOUR TAILOR

YOU CAN SPEND a lot of money on a good suit and still look as if you bought it off the
rack at a warehouse sale. Why? Because for a suit to look good, it has to be a per-
fect fit. Before you confront the man with the pins in his mouth, here are some
things to keep in mind: When you go to try on a suit, wear appropriate shoes. This
is important, because heel height has a great deal to do with where your trouser
leg breaks over the shoe top. If you regularly wear a sweater vest under your
jacket, take one along. Put the items in your pockets that you normally carry—
wallet, eyeglasses, .44 Magnum (just kidding, Clint). Pay attention to the critical
areas: the chest (if it’s very tight, the jacket should not be altered), the lapels (they
should drop straight down the chest and should not buckle when the jacket is but-
toned), the armholes (they should fit comfortably high in the armpits but should
not actually be felt) and the length (a suit or sports jacket should not be shortened
more than three fourths of an inch and it should not be lengthened at all).
And always be fitted in front of a triple mirror. The impression you create
going is equally important as the one you create coming.

OK, let’s step into the fitting room. Here are the ten things to tell your tailor.

1. The collar of your jacket should hug the back of your neck, without gaping
or standing away. To eliminate a horizontal ridge of (concluded on page 154)

fashion By HOLLIS WAYNE

SUIT BY DI MITRE
ILLUSTRATION BY BILL RIESER
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fire siren

janet hightower works to put out flames,
but she definitely lights one in our heart

and Senior Photography Editor Jeff Cohen had just fin-
ished a relaxed expense-account dinner (a dozen oysters
and a lobster apiece) at North Houston’s Pappas Seafood House
& Oyster Bar Restaurant when Hightower’s beeper sounded. It
was the moment Mecey and Cohen had been waiting for since
they arrived in town the previous day. Hightower was about to
fight a fire. “Better to work on a full stomach than hungry,” she
said, heading for the door.
Ten minutes later, decked out in her heat-resistant rubber coat
and fireman’s hat, Hightower and the rest of her crew were
aboard a pump truck, racing to a burning abandoned frame

' ANET HIGHTOWER, PLAYBOY Staff Photographer David Mecey

house on the outskirts of Houston, with Mecey and Cohen fol-
lowing close behind in their rented car. Within minutes of her
arrival at the fire site, Hightower had unrolled her hose, rigged it
up to the truck and begun inching through waves of heat toward
the burning building, laying down a fog (a fine spray of water}) to
keep the fire from spreading to the surrounding trees and brush.
Mecey snapped the action as Janet approached the blazing front
wall of the house and entered the building. *“And then,” he says,
*“I just kept my fingers crossed for her until she came back out.”
Which, fortunately, she did—hot, perspiring and exhausted, as
Mecey captured her on the facing page. “Still, even though she
was covered with soot and water from the hoses,” says Mecey,

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DAVID MECEY
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In the photo ot left, Jonet sits proudly alongside o bright-red pump truck, the
same one that tokes her and fellow fire fighter Chorley Dibalo (below)
through the streets of North Houston to the fire they battle in the photos
on these pages. Since our photographer, David Mecey, wos a firemon in his
lote teens, he knew how to follow the action better than some photographers.

“Putting down a fog,” says Janet, describing what she and other fire fighters
are doing in the photo obove center, “does three things: It pulls oxygen away
from the flomes—we call it ‘not letting the fire breathe"—it covers a large
area ond it crectes a cool layer of air in front of you, so you can get closer.”
But sometimes it gets so hot, Jonet has to toke o breather herself (above).



Below, Janet and Charley try to move in closer to the building; but despite
the cooling spray in frant of them, the heat from the blaze forces Janet ta turn
back. In the photo below center, her suit is wet down so she can get close enough
to the unstable walls of the building to push them inward—using on eight-
foot-long crowbar—and keep them from falling outward on the fire fighters.

Above, Janet goes through the cleanup procedure after a fire. “All the hoses
are dirty, and you can't just roll dirty hoses up an the truck. When you get
back to the statian, you wash the hoses, put them an a rack ta dry, then rall
them back up and stare them on the truck again.” Coming down fram the
rush of fire fighting, Janet relaxes (right) at the station with a cup of cocoa.







If you were wondering what kind of man turns on a femdle fire fighter, Janet
says, “l love cowboys; | ga to radeos, and | think the guys ore just fascinat-
ing. 1 also demand honesty and openness from men. Physically, | like guys
with big chests, small waists and cute little round butts in tight blue jeans.
Definitely. That's why | like Texas men. A lot of them look like that.”

“she was the prettiest damn fire fighter I'd ever seen.” And that,
of course, is why Janet is unusual. Here you have a 110-pound
woman who has the training and physical strength 1o bust down
a door, crawl up two flights of stairs on her belly and, if neces-
sary, drag a 200-pound man back downstairs with her. In short,
she puts the lie to the stereotype of fire fighting’s being men’s
work. Her boyfriend, a detective on the Houston police force,
*‘has a dangerous job,” she says, “but I think being a fire fighter
is the most dangerous job there is.”” Then why, when she could
be doing any number of jobs that don’t require risking life and
limb, did she choose to be one? “I was invited to an open meet-
ing of the local volunteer fire fighters’ group, and after listening

to what they had to offer, I was sold. The biggest attraction was
that they’d send me to the Texas A & M fire-fighters-training
program. I figured that getting through it would be an accom-
plishment in itself. Besides, it was a switch from shining shoes.”
Shoes? “Yeah. At the time, I was working for a company called
Shine on Texas, which sent female shoe shiners around to vari-
ous bars in the area to shine men’s boots.” She signed on with
the volunteer fire department of Ponderosa, a Houston suburb,
two years ago, took another job as a secretary at a local finance
company and has been fighting fires in her spare time ever since.
We discovered her when we sent Mecey to shoot The Girls of
Texas (pLAYBOY, February 1985). “I wanted to be in that pictorial,
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“When I'm ot a fire, things are happening so fast and there are so many
things to do that | never think about how much energy 'm using. But
after it's over, I'm exhausted. When I'm off duty, | want fo do twa
things: eat a good dinner with a glass of wine and go hame and take o
hot bath.” Janet's loft apartment “is where | cool aut after a hot shift.”

but by the time I applied, it was too late. When David asked me
if I'd like to be in a pictorial all by myself, I said, ‘Are you kid-
ding?’ If there’s one thing that could be more exciting than fight-
ing fires, i’s being in pLAYBOY.” And here she is, in photos hotter
than a three-alarm fire. Too hot, in fact, for the Ponderosa F.D.

to handle; its brass, nervous about Janet's planned pLavBOY
appearance, at the last minute nixed the use of its equipment for
our shooting and asked her to turn in her uniform. Fortunately,
two red-blooded squadrons of smoke eaters from neighboring
areas came to Janet's rescue, with the results you see here.
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HARVARD BUSINESS

(continued from page 116)

“Two different educations were being offered at the
Business School. One was official, the other wasreal.”

of the M .B.A s of ’49, and with such seem-
ing ease had wealth and eminence come
their way, that on the occasion of their
25th reunion, Forfune dubbed them “‘the
class the dollars fell on.”

But the job titles and tax returns, sexy
as they are, don’t quite cut through to the
real significance of the M.B.As of *49.
That significance has to do with the
almost unbelievable power they were
given to do things their own way, to shape
American management in their image.

Today, a mere generation later, it takes
a leap of imagination to understand how
shiny-new the game was then, how moist
and supple was the clay of the nation’s
possibilities. Professional management in
those years was, to the average Joe, only
slightly less abstruse than quantum phys-
ics but a good deal more important. Man-
agement, after all, had just won the war.
Sure, the movies always zeroed in on three
handsome Gls capturing an island or tun-
neling out of a prison camp with a spoon,
but that was pap for the masses. Anybody
who understood the war eflort realized that
it had been a matter of goods and serv-
ices, of organizational know-how. America
won because it produced more matériel
and got it there on schedule.

Faith arrives in a flash; skepticism takes
time; and in that postwar flush of victory,
faith in Yankee management skill was rid-
ing a still-unbroken crest. The abraca-
dabra that made things go was an arcane
and persuasive magic, and in 1949, it was
suddenly in the hands of a few supremely
confident young men from Harvard. The
cocky, wide-eved, pre-eminent America
was so much a work in progress that
nearly everything those young men did
would set a precedent. Their hunches,
right or wrong, would echo through com-
pany hallways till they’d been amplified
into national priorities. Their style, their
mannerisms, their very tics would be pon-
dered, admired and mimicked till they had
congealed into the standard American way
of getting things done. The America of
1986, in which the rest of us are scrabbling
out a living and grappling toward a des-
tiny, was already on the drawing boards at
Harvard Business School in the years that
produced the class of 1949.

L

In 1947, Herbert Shayne, who now pre-
sides over a $50,000,000 family business in
Tennessee, was 22 vears old. Canadian-
born and unchastened by the war, he was
uncomfortably tall and chronically thin,
with bright-red hair, a translucent skin

that showed orange and blue underneath
and a voice that skidded upward through
the tenor range and cracked whenever he
waxed emphatic. Shayne didn’t kid him-
self that smoking a cigar changed any of
that. Stll, a cigar seemed to help keep him
calm, and he was seldom without one dur-
ing his first semester at the Business
School. He was trying very hard not to
show the older and more worldly guys how
atwitter he was to find himself at Harvard.

He’d thought about it all his life. As a
Canadian, he’d invested Harvard with the
awe that Americans reserve for Oxford.
Harvard, believed Shayne, was where the
exchange of thoughts had the profoundest
resonance, where intellectual rigor was
most sublime. Harvard would be the per-
fect cask for maturing the raw ideas he'd
picked up as an undergraduate at Mon-
treal’s McGill University. Central among
those ideas was the conviction that the dis-
cipline of economics, while its tools were
numbers and equations, was in essence a
thing of flesh and blood, of ethics and of
soul; economics, in the actual practice of
business no less than in theory, could be
rightly understood only as a branch of
moral philosophy. Shayne could hardly
wait to share this viewpoint with his B.
School roommates.

His roommates found it novel, mystify-
ing, eccentric—and dismissable.

“Moral philosophy, Herb?" they said.
“Herb, we’re not trying to get rid of you,
but does it ever occur to you that maybe
you’re on the wrong side of the river?”

They had a point. Shayne had made it
to Harvard, but he'd landed one trolley
stop short of Cambridge, the place where
the college of his fantasy was to be found,
if it existed at all. The Business School was
on the Boston side of the river, the side
where pragmatism reigned. The college
cogitated through to logical, disinterested
insights; the Business School got results.
That’s why people went there.

Not that the school didn’t have its share
of the rhetoric of lofty purpose. The official
catalog, then as now, fairly oozed it. A
course called Human Relations, for exam-
ple, promised to promote on-the-job good
will by addressing the “problems of secur-
ing cooperative action . . . [regarding]
the specialized functions of personnel.”
The Advertising seminar would probe to
the heart of common needs by focusing
““especial attention . . . [on] the habits
and behavior of consumers whom adver-
tising is designed to influence.” Then there
was an elective whose very name—Public

Relations and Responsibilities—bespoke
a social awareness and commitment that
was the very swfl of an enlightened
approach to business.

But those, of course, were the orthodox,
approved descriptions, and, as Herb
Shayne came to understand, one thing
could be described in many ways. Around
the dorm, for example, the gist of Human
Relations was summarized as “making the
contented-cow syndrome work for vou.”
The meat of Advertising lay in *teaching
the native to want.” And in the classroom,
as Shayne would remember decades later,
“P.R. and R., when it dealt with anything
at all, usually addressed questions like
whether you’d generate more business by
heading up the United Way or being presi-
dent of the local Rotary.”

What all of this suggests is that two dif-
ferent educations were being offered at the
Business School. One was official, the
other was real, and the two were held to-
gether, more or less, by the pedagogical
technique known as case method—a
teaching strategy that proceeds by the
consideration of real-life business anec-
dotes rather than precepts, of situational
dilemmas rather than philosophy.

Case method, of course, has long been
virtually synonymous with the Harvard
Business School; without it, for that mat-
ter, there might not have been a B. School
at all. Its more recent glamor notwith-
standing, when H.B.S. limped into exist-
ence in 1908, it had no campus of its own
and only the puniest of endowments. It
also faced two not inconsiderable obstacles
in its quest to bring businessmen and aca-
demics together: Businessmen hated aca-
demics’ guts and vice versa. To scholars,
handing out honorific titles denoting
expertise in such squalid processes as
psyching out markets, selling widgets and
accumulating wealth was nothing short of
abject whoredom. To the day’s rugged-
individualist businessmen, the thought
that any cloistered, wispy-bearded and
probably reform-minded professor could

(continued on page 137)
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(continued from page 132)

“Three quarters of them testified to faith i God;
92.5 percent proclaimed a faith in Ad Prac.”

tell them how to run their show was laugh-
able if not grotesque.

Case method was the seductive master
stroke that persuaded the captains of in-
dustry and the princes of intellect to hop
into the sack together. Case method
offered something for evervone. By study-
ing cases, the practical-minded types
could fcel that attention was being prop-
erly focused on the nity-gritty, rather
than frittered away on texts and theory;
and the academics, far from being abashed
that they were teaching in a field that had
no texts or theory, could tell themselves
that they were helping to build a new intel-
lectual edifice by the time-honored means
of deductive reasoning.

The whole 1dea, then, was to bridge the
gap between business in the abstract,
which was respectable, and business in
practice. which made money. Striking a
bhalance between the two, however, turned
out to be a problem, since business theory
tended to be pallid, pompous and usually
sell~evident, while business practice was
gripping. human-scaled, endlessly com-
pelling in its stakes-on-the-table actuality.
So theory, in practice, got short shrift; and
practice, in practice, is what the curricu-
lum was all about.

But if case method was not conducive to
balance, it certainly fostered a point of
view. The view was bird’s-eye, since, in
real life, no one except a company’s top
two or three exccutives would be faced
with the kind of decisions that B. School
students were routinely asked to make. It
was great daydream material,” Shayne
remembers. “The case would open, “You
are the chairman of the XYZ Corpora-
tion,” and, poof, just like that, you were
chairman of the board. We had lots of
cases about dealing with subordinates. I
don’t think we had one about dealing with
a’boss. The assumption, from the first day
on, was that we'd be the boss. The analogy
would be studying {reshman poli sci from
the perspective of a future king.””

The approach was not to everybody's
taste. It was not, daydreams aside, partic-
ularly to Herb Shayne'’s, and as 1947
phased into 1948 and the clenched excite-
ment of the first semester faded into the
drv routine of the second, he found his ear-
lier enthusiasm turning wry, even sclf-
mocking. Increasingly, as the warm spring
days greened the grass of the B. School
quad, he'd end up sitting on a bench fac-
ing the Charles, smoking a cigar and gaz-
ing longingly toward Cambridge.

He must have looked unhappy, because
one day a classmate named Conrad Jones
asked him what was wrong. Shayne tried
to put his finger on it and came around

to a voice-cracking complaint about what
he saw as the Business School’s elitism.

Connie Jones, who was square-built and
had been away to war and had an cngi-
neering degree from Purdue, would even-
tually become the senior partner of the
New York consulting firm of Booz, Allen &
Hamilton. Consulting would fit him like a
glove, because he had a gift for telling peo-
ple things they didn't want to hear and
having them thank him for it. It wasn’t
that Connie Jones was gentle in his deliv-
ery or even tactful, exactly; but there was
about him a profound neutrality that
seemed the very soul of justice. Devoid of
malice, sparing in aflection, he called them
as he saw them, and he proceeded to tell
Herb Shavne that he was full of beans.

“No, Herb,” he said, “it doesn’t bother
vou at all that we're treated as an elite.
What bothers you is that we're not the
elite vou thought we were going to be. You
thought we were going to be the intellec-
tual elite. Well, we're not. We're not the
hereditary elite, and we're certainly not
the artistic or creative elite. What we're
being groomed as is the competent elite.
Get used to it, Herb—we're being trained
to be the guvs who stay sober at the party.
We're being handed the tools to get out
there and run things.”

That, finally, was the erux of the B.
School exercise, and of all the tools the
class of "49 was handed, the most versatile
by far was contained in the course called
Administrative Practices. Ad Prac was the
center of the B. School universe, the grav-
ity that held the rest of the curriculum
together. Other courses taught you a lot of
what and at least a little bit of why. The
beauty of Ad Prac was that it had a way of
making those preoccupations disappear,
so pure, unadulterated how came shining
through. Ad Prac, like aspirin or dyna-
mite, would work on just about anything.

The catalog described the course’s aim
as teaching the f(uture manager how
““to obtain action by working through peo-
ple [by] maintaining harmony
between the individuals and groups of
which his organization is composed . . .
[and by utilizing] the capacities of the
individuals concerned to the greatest
advantage.” The students were terser.
They dubbed the class Machiavelli for
Beginners. It was lcadership and games-
manship, politics, negotiation, hardball
and the end run. Future conglomerateur
Harry Figgie, Jr., summed up its lesson as
“how to saw the rungs out of somcone'’s
ladder without his even knowing it.”

So central was Ad Prac to the B, School
way of doing things that the phrase soon
overwhelmed its boundaries as a noun and

began being used In various forms as a
transitive verb, a past participle and an
adjective. You could Ad Prac the mailman
into stamping a fraudulent postmark onto
a rtardily finished report. A fellow who'd
been finagled into doing more than his fair
share of work on a group project had been
Ad Prac’d. Wellesley girls were now and
then Ad Prac—able, and even B. School
professors could occasionally be cast as Ad
Prac—ecs. Ad Prac was more than a
method, it was a world view; it was the
tool you used when, come hell or high
water or an inconvement value system,
something just had to get done.

Ad Prac, in [act, was almost a religion.
The Harvard M.B.A.s of 1949, having an
apparent inkling that their destiny would
be worth keeping tabs on, did a class sur-
vey shortly before they graduated. Among
other things, the survey was intended as a
profile of what these men believed in.
Three quarters of them testified to faith in
God. Ninety-two-point-five percent pro-
claimed a faith in the effective wisdom of
Administrative Practices. Ad Prac was
Gospel, it was Torah, it was Tao. It was
the austere, pragmatic and unrelenting
creed by which they were setting our to
manage America.

°
But again, one thing could be described

in many ways and, to another member of’

the class of 1949, the essence of the B.
School could most cogently be defined as
the learning of the old sausage game.

“You know what the old sausage game
is?"” asks Leonard Caust.

He lifts an eyebrow and lets the question
dangle; he knows how to work an audi-
ence. What he had set out to be as a young
man, in {act, was an actor. But after a sin-
gle postwar season of open auditions and
closed producers’ doors, he decided to play
a shorter shot. It was ironic—a lot of guys
were going sleepless and half crazy tryving
to cop a berth at Harvard Business School,
and Caust scttled for a spot there because
getting in was casicr than landing a part as
a second banana ofl-ofl-Broadway.

“So here’s what the sausage game is,”
he resumes. “You win voursell’ a market
with a nice all-meat sausage, the best sau-
sage you can make. People eat that sau-
sage and they say, ‘Mm, mm.” So now
vou've established the product, right?
Now you can aflord to start slipping in
some sawdust. Add the sawdust by small
enough increments and no one’ll even
notice. People will stll say, “Mm, mm,

because they're creatures of habit. Of

course, five or six increments down the
road, you'll end up with a product that
bears little or no resemblance to what you
started with, but vou’ll get away with it
For a while, at least. Your market share
will hold, your margin will increase and

everybody will think vou’re smart.
“Look,” says Caust, who retired in 1980
as manager of the marketing-information-
services department at Lever Brothers,
(continued on page 186)
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Notebooks
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tling ® ..

Wessex ¢

at last, a look at the doodlings

and scratchings of literature’s itchiest eroticist

humor By LARRY TRITTEN

WHERE PORNOGRAPHY EXDs and literary merit
begins is a question that has long vexed
scholars of literary erotica. It can be
answered graphically with several pages
from The Notebooks of Gatling Wessex, the
work of a self-avowed pornographer who
has written about sex with an intensity
and poetry that would rank him as a great
writer in any other field. Wessex” carcer
has been distinguished by an extraordi-
nary level of craftsmanship. From the
ambitious searching of carly novels such as
A Legend in His Own Pants and Knee-Deef
in Nectar through the mature perversity of
middle-period novels such as Blondes in
Brass Brassieres, Pig-Iron Panties and Gal-
vamized Garter Belts and Slaves of the House
of Pancakes 1o the experimental boldness of
Post-Holocaust Proctologist and Corgi and
Bess, his work has always illuminated sex-
uvality with literary definess. Here, for the
scholar of eroticism—or the merely horny
reader—is a selection from his recently
published notebooks.

STRAY THOUGHTS
* Exirasensory perversion—“Don’t come
in my mind!”
* What does it say on the bottom of a Coke
bottle on Lesbos? USE OTHER END.
* Woman raped by ghost, impregnated
with ectogism.

* Ambition—To be the 50-Foot Woman's
gynecologist.

* Poetic fetish—Eating lood lelt on plates
in caleterias by beautiful women.

* Some women are born to greatness—
others have it thrust into them.

* Bumper sticker—1 (2 SOINANTENEUF
« Dream—In Museum of Modern Art, he
enters candlehit room labeled MENAGE A
Trots in which two people are making love
on a couch.

SCENES

“Ouch!” he gasped.

“Relax,” she whispered. Her tongue
made its debut below his waist. Lt seemed
as if a mouthful of hummingbirds had
been relcased upon his shaft. He watched
wide-eved. then narrow-eyed, and then
with his eyes squeezed shut but his mind’s
eve resuming the view as her tongue
whirled, swirled, skipped, skittered and
flickered across the pulsing catwalk of his
cock. As the sensation sweetened, the
nerves in his cock began a taciile tinkling,
like wind chimes in a sirocco. His buttocks
oscillated. Her nostrils Hared. She suckled
him with vivid passion and, as he watched,
her mouth became a churning vortex nto
which he feared he might be drawn and
vanish, cock first. In the meanume, time
froze solid, then a few acons thawed
slowly, one at a time; and the next thing he

knew, he was climaxing with a series of

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HDLLAND

sensations like high hurdies leaped against
a driving wind, and she was making a
sound like a somnolent turkey backed into
a table fan.

°

“I say that man is innalely sensual,”
Colander said, unzipping his pants and
wagghing his lingers with comical valgarity
at his hostess across the crowded room as
he spoke, “that as long as he has an ap-
pendage, he'll look for vacancies to Ol
and as long as he has access to an orifice,
he'll look to its tenancy. After all. nature
abhors a vacuwum. . . " He left the sentence
resonating in our minds and, as if to dem-
onstrate his point, drew a throbbing crec-
tion into view and soared ofl in its wake
oward the nearest blonde.

L]

During the 60th second of their
lovemaking and with the 120th stroke of
his phallus (each one embellished by a
stvlish sideways twist on the backstroke),
Karen had an orgasm so powerful that she
felt totally subsidiary to it, which meant,
she supposed, that the orgasm had really
had her—she was its, its clearly subservi-
ent and spectacularly sentient servant;
and then, all at once, the neural whirlpool
into which her senses spun her became
more chaotic as another and continuing
orgasm jerked and jolted her this way and
that, reminding her of the clunkv banging
of an unruly washing machine’s rotator
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ncar the end of a spin-dry cycle. Yet she
herself was no more dry than monsoon
carth—she was in a briny sweat, and all of
her vulvar musculature was vividly wet
with interior leakage, like the inside of a
pink submarine whose seams are begin-
ning to burst inward from skillful depth-
charging.
°

“Say it.” she said.

“I want vou,” he gurgled.

“On vour knees, litter brain,” she can-
nonaded. He was there at once, and she
extended one leg, the sole of her leather
boot directly at his lips. She had been to
the theater, and the bottom of the boot
was brindled with dried cola syrup, a sin-
gle Jujube honded to its surface, the ruby
candy crushed and blackened from her
walk through the slums.

As his affenpinscher might, he tugged at
the candy with his teeth and would have

had it, too, if a sudden Charley horse
hadn’t seized her, spasming her leg and
throwing her to the floor, where she went
through a series of thrashing convulsions,
massaging and hammering at her leg fran-
tically until the pain slowly dissipated.

“Time out,” she whimpered. and he
knew the mood had been lost.

.

“Who's your favorite analyst?”’ she
asked.

“Rank,” he said, smiling. “Otto Rank.
Who's vours?™

“Horney,” she said, returning his smile.
“Karen Horney.”

“Rank,” he mused.

“And Horney,” she grinned.

They gave cach other a noschleed in
their rush to fuck.

.

In the Cimmerian darkness, he would
have to find her by the scent alone, that

was the game; and in a #)-room chateau,
it would not necessarily be easy—vet the
moment it I'acgzlm his olfactory nerves were
tingling with the distant bouquet of her
sex, that incffable fragrance of burnt
sugar, shellish buffets and storm-flagel-
lated dahlias when the winds bore away
and a pale gilding of sunlight brightened
them. The molecules of smell seeming to
sparkle in his nose like the effervescent
bubbles of a carbonated drink, he was vir-
tually drawn along by his nose, and he
found her finally on the second floor in a
bedroom, supine and ready, the hot mag-
net of her redolence pulling his face into
the palpy shoals of her cloven vulva with a
soft adhesive bunting of lips and chin; and
it was in that glorious moment that he
sprained his tongue yearning for her cer-
vix, for his tongue was, alas, somewhat
shorter than any other part of himself with
which he had also failed to touch the gos-
samer bottom, the ultimate oyster with its
apocalyptic pearl just beyond reach in the
sodden abyss of the cozy chasm.
°

“Oh, wow,” she gasped in the after-
math, her face ashen, cunt rumpled, her
eyes bluer by a shade. “Where’d you learn
to give head like that?”

He grinned. “Took lessons,” he said.
“From a lesbian yogi. She could tumble a
hassock with her tongue. Why? Ya like it?”
But he was already talking to a corpse.

.

Novella had a penchant for duplex sex
(as she called it): taking one penis into her
mouth while another impaled her vagi-
nally or anally. She’d come a long way,
she thought, since those wvirginal days
when her sex had been like a studio apart-
ment visited only by a familiar thumb or
forefinger, which loved the ambience and
stayed for hours on end.

L ]

During timeless nights, she taught him
all she had learned from the Incarnadine
Countess and her Carnelian Acolvtes.
Where once he had startled her by buffing
his penis on a razor strop while readving
for a set-to, now the tricks she could show
him made that seem like a trivial novelty:
Her cloister had become a veritable
machinery of agile musculature whose soft
wheels, resilient rollers and subterranean
gizmos commenced a turbulent pulsating
and clutching that astonished him with its
precision—it was like a gilding of the very
lily of sentience, and in its throes it scemed
as if his penis were a celestial cud being
worked and reworked by the mouth of
some divine bovine; he felt as if the neu-
rons all along its sultry length were being
irradiated and marinated in a sort of ef-
fervescent salt brine. She belabored him
with her cunt: Her mobile vulva chewed
him over methodically, like a loving dog
with soft electric tecth, and when she had
achieved her own orgasm, which he recog-
nized by a gaudy cry like that of a peacock
flushed from cover by a Fauvist games-
man, she brought him off as well with a

1



sudden series of muscular tugs and primp-
ings analogous to those of a mother urging
her son onto a public school stage for a
holiday performance.

.

She came for the first time not with a
bang but with a whimper. But by the end
of their honeymoon, she would bring psy-
chic luggage for cach orgasmic journey,
monogrammed and covered with travel
stickers from Xanadu, Shangri La, Val-
halla and, of course, Baton Rouge.

°

Concussion! Convulsion! Haroldine
undulated with orgasm, coming in great
whopping spasms, coming, coming, com-
ing, coming, coming, coming, coming and
coming again {after all, the sign on the
door had suggested it!), and as the roaring
waves of release carried her onto the hot
beach of fulfillment, she felt more eroti-
cally pleased than she had ever felt before,
as if she had just stepped from a solitary-
confinement cell, been ushered into a lilac
Rolls-Royce and driven along a jungle
highway where all the trees dripped sperm
in the aftermath of an extraordinary storm
that would have every bird and animal
staring skvward for days to come.

&

It was in her mghttime dreams that her
daydrcams came true. There, freed from
the cold bondage of her priggish upbring-
ing, her hothouse fantasies blossomed in
candy colors: She crawled through an orgy
in a pitch-dark room, tasting everything
she touched until the flavors made her
brain ring like a holiday bell; she per-
formed a fantastic cartwheel through a
constellation of stars and blue moons onto
a cosmic buffet table where she lay amid
the viands and desserts, dappled with
sauce, prinked with flecks of celestial may-
onnaise and meringue and sweet adhesive
gravies, herself the piéce de résistance for
the gods and goddesses who began to jos-
tle one another in competition to taste her
hot and savory corpus; she drank ginger
beer from the black-leather boot of a
countess while the lovely lady’s toe tickled
sparks of orgasm from the tender tinder of
her clit; and she swung on a braided
golden rope across a huge ballroom where
a host of naked lords and ladics played a
roistering parlor game on all fours, drop-
ping herself’ carcfully and with unerring
accuracy onto an uptilted erection that her
plush sex encapsulated as smoothly as a
velvet glove did a well-manicured hand.

L ]

Without women, Grayson learned, men
do strange things. In the twilit yard, he
came upon a heavy-set man from Prague
who had tricked up his penis in a little
dirndl and sketched a likeness of a female
face on his glans. He was engaged in the
act of trving to bob his mouth down low
cnough to kiss the minuscule face—and
that with a bad back, as Ivan would later
point out in the infirmary.
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NEW HARDBODY

P> THE HOT SET-UP. The totally new Nissan

4x4. Inspired by an attitude that can only
be described by one word—domination.
Start with the sheet metal. It's tightly wrap-
ped around a sleek, muscular body. Not

an ounce of fat on it. So taut, so tough, so
utterly bold in design, it could only be called
a Hardbody. Pop the hood. Checkout the
SE, with the biggest engine available in any
compact truck—ever. Size-up the biggest

factory-available tires on any compact truck.

TOTALLY NEW ENGINEERING—
BIGGEST V-6 IN THE CLASS. in the
SE, workout Nissan's fuel-injected 3.0 liter
overhead cam V-6. With 140 horsepower,
no other compact truck pumps out more
power. Or, choose Nissan's twin-spark,
hemi-head 2.4 liter NAPS-Z inline-4. It's
got the most power—106 horsepower—and
torque of any leading standard compact.

TOTALLY NEW DESIGN—BIGGER,
ROOMIER INSIDE. Nissan designed this
new truck around its most important pay-
load—you. The cab is Nissan's biggest ever.
Large side windows and a huge windshield
provide Nissan's best-ever visibility.

New insulation reduces interior noise.
Ventilation is improved, too. Nissan calls it
ergonomics. You'll just call it intelligent.
With full instrumentation laid out the way it
should be. Easy to read. Easy to reach.




NISSAN 4X4.

TOTALLY NEW SHAPE—LONGER,
WIDER OUTSIDE. This new Hardbody is
the longest, widest, most aerodynamic
truck Nissan's ever built. Double walls of
steel shape a cargo box so wide, so deep,
S0 long, the new Long Bed (shown here)
has the biggest cargo volume of any com-
pact truck, including all other Long Beds.
For heavy-duty loads, there’s a Heavy Duty
Long Bed 4x2 available: 88" bed, 2000 Ib.
payload, and the new V-6 powerplant.

BUILT TOUGHER FROM THE

GROUND UP. Every Hardbody truck is
built around a new, reinforced box-ladder
chassis as tough as the steel from which
It’s stamped-—a chassis that handles 1400
Ibs. of payload. A clean new underbody
design—featuring a beefed-up independent
front suspension, stronger torsion bars,
and new rear leaf springs—delivers the

BIGGEST, FATTEST TIRES. The big-

gest, widest (P235/75R15) factory-standard
tires for any compact truck are on the SE
model 4x4. If the biggest aren't big enough,
trick-out the SE with Nissan’s optional
31x10.5R15’s mounted on new alloy wheels.
There’s only one hot set-up. The name is

Nissan.
THE NAME IS

highest, minimum running ground clearance N’SSAN
of any leading compact.

Enissan|
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<JOHN KATZMAN

the student’s prince

You might expect a self-proclaimed mediocre student
who got into Princeton on the basis of his impressive
S.A.T. scores (1480 out of a perfect 1600) to harbor
warm feelings for the testing process. Not John Katzman.
“That just shows what bullshit the tests are,” he says.

The S.A.T. has now done more for Katzman than turn
him into an Ivy League grad. [t is, in a way, making him
rich. The Princeton Review, the little S.A. T .-prep course
that Katzman began five vears ago with a $3000 loan
from his parents, is now a nationally franchised opera-
tion with projected revenues of $8,000,000 by the end of
1986—and a big enough success to embroil him in a law-
suit with the Educational Testing Service. E.-T.S. admin-
isters the S.AT. and doesn’t appreciate the fact that
Katzman’s students, who pay about $500 for the inten-
sive eight-week course, increase their board scores by a
documented average of 150 points.

In the Review's crowded four-room Manhattan head-
quarters, Katzman, 26, avoids big-business trappings,
and everyone schedules his own 40-hour week. Katzman
claims, “Anyone who starts playing office poliucs gets
fired.”

His goals, when he makes enough money, include
opening a private school for underprivileged kids, an
ironic choice for someone with a ho-hum academic
career. ‘I was a mediocre student in high school, and I
stayed mediocre in college,” he reports. “Ask anyone
who knew me then. He'll tell you I was a highly moti-
vated [uck-off.” — SUSAN SQUIRE
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PAULA POUNDSTONE~

acid yoks

Paula Poundstone remembers her childhood well. “Some people
found me amusing,” she recalls. “Some found me annoying.” Such
reactions mace the choice of a career seem clear. And now, at 26,
Poundstone is one of the most-talked-about comediennes on the club-
and-college circuit. Robin Williams tells interviewers she’s destined
for stardom, and David Letterman has brought her back four times.

Poundstone’s inventive wit is sometimes acidic, a product, she
claims, of a troubled childhood. “My parents told me not to say funny
things, but their discouragement served as encouragement,” she
explains, “Making jokes in front of my mom is like spelling things in
front of a little kid. To this day, she hasn’t gotten one of my jokes.™

Poundstone was undaunted. *“I wanted to be Carol Burnett,” she
says. She first performed in Boston when she was 19 and moved to
California, where she developed her understated stvle and unique
delivery, which includes the audience in what is almost a round-table
discussion about her day, her family and her problems. Because of her
improvisational approach, each show is different. “The West Coast is
more conducive to the kind of stuff I do,” she maintains. Budd
Friedman, owner of The Improv in L.A., finds her unusual even by
L.A. standards. *“She takes incredible chances on stage,” he says.

Off stage, Poundstone drives around San Francisco in Dave, her
anemic powder-blue 1965 Mustang (*1I'm the only one [ know to be
pulled over for attempted speeding”), and crawls into her doorless
apartment through a window. Although she has no dog, her apart-
ment is full of cans of dog food. “I like the labels,” she says crypti-
cally. She also likes to watch her video cassette of Mary Poppins. *‘Not
a day goes by that you don’t nced it.” she says. “You don’t have 1o
watch the whole thing, but if you can see the nannies blow away, it
does a good thing 1o the rest of your day.” —VICKI SHEFF

“DWIGHT YOAKAM

JAMES SCHNEPF

cow-punk hunk

“Here’s a great Kentucky meal,” says Kentucky-born
Dwight Yoakam, 29. “Stewed squirrel, fried apples,
squirrel gravy and homemade biscuits. Now, that's a
dinner” Unfortunately for Yoakam, that meal exists
mostly in his memories. Since moving to L.A. nine ycars
ago, Yoakam has been eating more mainstream victuals,
while playing country music that would please a purist—
as well as some of his more unusual fans.

While Yoakam started performing in the Urban Cow-
boy type of honky-tonks, he found a new, unlikely audi-
ence and instant local fame when that fad began to fade.
“I stumbled onto the blooming cow-punk scene,” he
recalls, and by switching to L..A.’s hip New Wave clubs,
he went from crowds with blue collars to ones with pur-
ple hair.

“These kids would come up to us and say, “You guys
are real good—you're rock-a-billy but you're kinda
not,”” Yoakam remembers. Soon, his old audience
caught up with the new, and the two since then have
coexisted peacefully at various punk and country clubs.
Meanwhile, Warner/Reprise released his critically
acclaimed first album, and Yoakam has found new work
as an opening act in both country and rock concerts.

“I won’t abandon what we've developed as far as tran-
scending the traditional country audience goes,” he says,
“but I have an obligation to my family to address issues
about our cultural background. We attract a 50-30
crowd, and that's gratifving to me, because this is really
the most universal American music.”” —MARK HUMPHREY
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The best sound you can hear
next to Carnegie Hall.

Toshiba's new CD player makes concert quality sound portable.
Yet, hooked up to your stereo system it's a top of the line home CD player.
Offering 16 program random memory, 3 beam laser pick up, even
a wireless remote. Toshiba's XR-P9 is the InTouch withTomorrow

complete, portable CD player. Outside of TOSH' BA

a concert hall nothing sounds better. T Armenca, o 82 Toioma Road, Wayne, NIO7470

Battery dead? Get help immediately, with. . .

“Start-n-Charge” just$19%"

*But read the ad for an even better deal! o Do ot

” 5 ; : Can't start? No

When you turn thekey inyour ignition, you enpgcl your car's engine i i

1o jump into action with a reassuring “whoosh”. But sometimes — Start-n-Charge

usually quite without warning—you hear a sickening “click-click”: your you are ‘,suaﬁ}

battery is dead. Nothing can move you. It's one of life’s truly great SR T

annoyances, in less than five
You can charge your battery and start your car with Start-n-Charge, minutes.

one of the most useful automobile accessories to come along in
years. Simply plug the unit into your car's cigarette lighter, and the
other end (connected by a 15-ft cable) into the cigarette
lighter of another car with a wrking battery. Usually, the
job will be done in five minutes, and you are ready to go.
This advanced unit is much superior to the primitive
“jumper cables” that careful drivers carry. They are bulky,
dirty and dangerous: you subject yourself to acid bumns,
electric shock, and serious eye injury, With them, you
have to work under the hood, you are exposed, and you
might not know which pole is which. How different
with Start-n-Charge: no fuss, no bother, no dirt, no dan-
ger. Plug it in, and in five minutes you are ready to go!
We import this proven autormotive product in large
quantities and can offer it for just $19.95. But we have
an even better offer, a very special deal: Buy two for
$39.90, and we'll send you a third one, with our com-
pliments—absolutely FREE! For safety and for peace
of mind, you should carry Start-n-Charge in the glove
compartments of every one of your cars. You may not
meaﬁl for months. But if you do, will you ever be
glad that you have it!

FOR FASTEST SERVICE, ORDER Start- n-Charge, $4.95 for three. Add s.:les tax for C.
TOLL FREE (800) 431-9003 delivery, You have 30-day return privilege and one
24 hours a day, 7 days a week year warranty.

Flease give order #1700B166. If J'ou prefer, mail
check or card authorization and expiration. We
need daytime phone for all orders and issuing
bank for charge orders. We cannot ship without
this information. UPS/insurance: $2.95 for one

haverhills

since 1967
131 Townsend Street, San Francisco, CA 94107

MARRIAGE

(continued from page 89)
Jack was cating a hot dog when he
dropped the bomb. The hot dog was drip-
ping chili and onions, and he put it down,
swallowed the bite bulging his checks and
said, “Peggy and | are eloping to Hot
Springs tomorrow night. She’s pregnant,
and we’'re gonna have our honeymoon at
Graceland.”

Everyone laughed but Peggy. Some of
us had been friends as far back as grade
school; now we were in our late 20s, grab-
bing dinner together and listening to
another one of Jack’s colossal jokes. But he
soon convinced us it was no joke—for once
in his life, Jack wasn’t kidding.

“IC’s true,” Peggy said. “We really are.”
We looked into her solemn, almost wistful
face and realized that Jack and Peggy—
the least likely candidates of us all—were
going to be the first to bite the dust and set
up housckeeping.

We weren't so surprised about Peggy.
She was a quiet hipster who taught fifth-
grade English at a private school and who
had, more than anv of us, settled into a
nice life for herself. If we all got together to
eat dinner or watch Hill Street Blues, we'd
usually end up at Peggy’s. If we really
nceded someone to talk to, Peggy would
wake up in the dark and answer our phone
calls. She hadn’t always been happy: That
had come with Jack. For a couple of years,
she’d lived with a Polish-American
novelist/dishwasher in the East, where
she'd gone to get her master's. But she
missed Dallas and the gang, and her boy-
friend seemed to us, on the one occasion
we met him, to be the gloomy cause of a
pall that had fallen over her for a long
time. When Peggy moved back to Texas in
1983, she and Jack began hanging out
together, and they finally faced us one
night with the astonishing, embarrassing
admission that they were going steady.
Jack’s high-jinks brought Peggy to life; she
became straight man and yukster to his
constant stream of goofy observations and
roadhouse antics.

They were fun to watch: They were both
so alike and so different from everyone
else. They liked drive-in movies, antique
clothes, Busch beer and the National En-
quirer. They loved baseball and everything
in pop culture; Peggy had a master's degree
in it, which put a cool curve in the short
stories she wrote and in the way she taught
her fifth graders.

They did have some differences—
Peggy’s family was fairly wealthy (she
wore Neiman-Marcus underwear beneath
her Salvation Army clothes), while Jack
cared little about money, career, ambition.
And now here they were, noisily sucking
the last drops of milk shake from their
cups, with a one-way ticket to Preg City.

We all wished them good luck. **Luck?
We don’t need luck!” Jack said expan-
sively. “We have the whole world in the
palm of our hands!” He held up his palms,
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pretended to fumble the planet on the res-
taurant’s linoleum floor and went, “*Oops!™

THE HAPPY COUFLE RETURNS

The Monday alter their weekend elope-
ment, Jack and Peggy screeched up my
driveway in Jack's '66 Tempest. They
locked like they’d just done something ille-
gal and were going to let me in on it.

“I had my finger up her butt crack the
whole dang time,” Jack said, closing the
car door. Peggy got out on the other side,
swinging the Newlywed Gift Pak they’d
gotten at the courthouse three days belore,
protesting this account of their wedding.

“Not up it,” she said. “I had a dress on.
It was on my butt.”

“l was goosin’ her, was what T was
doing. The whole dang time.”

Peggy rolled her eyes. “I almost missed
my cue to say ‘I do.’ I was too busy swat-
ting his hand away.”

They'd driven straight to Hot Springs
Friday and gone to the courthouse, in one
of those sleepy Southern squares where
World War One veterans sit on benches
watching the traffic. Inside, their first sight
was a holding cell full of prisoners. (**We
figured that was a good sign,” Jack said.)

Peggy held up the Newlywed Gift Pak.
“Look at all this neat stuff,” she said.
“Tide, Massengill disposable douche,
Scope mouthwash, Midol. . . .»

“Yeah,” Jack said. “l picked up the
Midol and waved it around in the court-
house and went, ‘Hey, honey—no excuses
tonight!"”

Peggy rolled her eyes, which she did
with amazing regularity. “It was like 95
degrees that day—we’d just driven all the
way there, we were hot and sweaty and our
faces were all red.”

I winced. “Sounds romantic.”

They went to a justice of the peace, who
spent most of the brief ceremony talking
about himsell. “And he slipped some Jesus
stuff in the vows, which we really didn’t
want in there, but what could we do?”

“I paid the J.P. twenty bucks, too,”
Jack said, “which means with the mar-
riage license, Peggy still owes me a total of
twenty bucks. Actually, you don’t have to
pay the J.P. anything, but he was looking
at me with ten-dollar signs in each eye. I
wanted to rabbit-punch him a few times.”

This all left me a bit pained—my pic-
ture of weddings is a little more idealized.
I think of weddings like they are in Thir-
ties movies, or like the one between Prince
Charles and Lady Diana back in ’81, when
the whole gang got together at five Am. 1o
watch it. We scattered black-and-white
portable TVs all around my place and
munched on wedding cookies and cheap
champagne while the royal couple kissed
outside Buckingham Palace. This Hot
Springs wedding just seemed to be missing
something.

“Did y'all kiss then?’ 1 asked. ““You
know, like you're supposed to?”’

“Sure,” Jack said. “The J.P. smiled and
said, ‘You can go ahead and score now,

Mr. Turlington—you’re married! You can
get some of the sweet stuff?"”

Peggy rolled her eyes.

The rest of their wedding weekend went
along those same lines—they motored to
Little Rock for their wedding night and
called their parents from a **cheap, clean
hotel room with free HBO.”

“Yeah, my mom started bawlin’,” Jack
said.

“My mother wasn’t there,” Peggy said,
“and my father didn’t believe it. He just
started laughing and hung up.” The next
morning, they went to Memphis, so they
could always say they’d honeymooned at
Graceland. They barely had time to drop
50 bills at Elvis gift shops and catch a few
dog races in West Memphis before it was
time to head back to Dallas. On the way
back, they had their first argument: Since
Peggy was keeping her last name, what
would the baby’s last name be? Peggy,
who has no brothers to carry on the family
name, voted for Norvell. Jack insisted on
Turlington, traditional this one time. They
finally came up with a way to settle the
issue when they got home—they would
decide who got to name the baby by play-
ing chicken with their cars.

“Well, how does it feel”” I wanted to
know. “To be married, for life?”

Pegoy shrugged. “I have to admit, it felt
a little shocking to wake up in Little Rock,
Arkansas, married.”

“I guess it was like . . . real, real beauti-
ful,” Jack said, affecting an angelic glow.
“Here we were, married in Little Rock,
married as shit, and | woke up, the little
lady sull asleep, so cute and precious, all
curled up and snorin’ like a sawmill, and I
thought . . . Yeah. Yeah. This is it. This is
perfect.”

They drove off to break the news to
Jack’s roommate, the lead singer of the
Shitty Beatles. The group had just
released a single, though it had never had
a gig, and Jack was afraid that John would
take the news hard. And they still had to
convince Mr. and Mrs. Norvell that they'd
actually done it. I watched Jack’s Tempest
sail around the corner at the end of the
block, with Jack and Peggy inside, heading
off together, married as shit.

FINDING A LOVE NEST

“Well, what do vou think?"’ Jack pulled
an ottoman from the bed of his old pickup
and gestured back toward the house. It
was something, all right—rtwo stories tall,
60 years old, with a long, open porch and
French windows all across the top. Just a
block down Swiss Avenue, in the historical
district, houses like this had been fixed up
into mansions years before and went for
$1,000,000 apiece. But a lot went downbhill
m a block: Here the sidewalks were
cracked, half-naked children ran around
squealing in Spanish, and a crumbling
apartment house across the street adver-
tised rooms for rent by the week.

“Dream home, huh?” Jack said. ““Dream
home!”* We clomped up the wooden steps

and went inside, where Peggy and a few
friends were touring the high-ceilinged,
oddly painted rooms. There was a lot of
work to be done, but the house was cnor-
mous, and it had possibilities. They'd
decided to rent it, with an option to buy in
a year or two if things worked out.

1 asked Jack how Peggy was doing—she
looked tired.

*“It’s morning sickness,” he said. “She’s
in E.ZN.S.—the Early, Nasty Stages. Hey,
look at this.” He picked up a crumpled
sheet of paper, smoothed it out. *“Peg and [
were talking about baby names, and she
asked me to write down ten names, in
order of preference.”

His list went like this:

. Dale
. Dale
. Dale
Dale
Dale
Dale
. Dale
Dale
. Bud
10. Special Ed

Jack had had a thing about the name
Dale ever since he saw a commercial in the
Sixties in which a teenager goosed his girl-
friend’s mom by mistake at the bottom of a
pool and came up sputtering, “I'msorry . ..
[ thought you were Dale!” He had maga-
zine subscriptions sent to him in that
name, and it was his dog Sam’s nickname.
So it was natural that he name his kid
Dale—it kept the joke going. But there
were people who would see this list as a
danger signal. This was no joke to
Peggy—she could no longer smoke, she
never so much as sipped a beer and she
was looking more and more ragged out
every day. Some of us in the gang, now
that we'd had time to fully realize that
Jack and Peggy were actually married and
expecting, were wondering if they would
be OK. Jack, who could be deadly serious
about things like politics (he subscribed to
the Anti-Klan Newsletter), seemed to be
dealing with married life on a comic level.
Sooner or later, it was bound to hit him-
he would wake up and realize where he was.

*“Did you hear about Sam?” Jack asked
me, sitting on a just-moved-in couch and
rubbing down his old mutt’s shoulders.
“We heard that sometimes dogs can get
jealous of newborns, and you can deflate
the situation by getting a doll, carrying it
around the house, kissing it and showing it
to Sam, giving him some attention, too, Lo
sort of break him in. So we did that, and
then we went out to a movie. When we got
home, the doll was scattered in a million
pieces all over the house, and Sam was in
the corner, growling and foaming at the
mouth, with the doll head hanging out of
his jaws. And we went, ‘Uh-oh. . . '”

Later on, our friend Rich came over and
the three of us drove in Jack’s pickup to
Sears, took the escalator 1o major appli-
ances and walked up to a Kenmore. The
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house didn’t have a relrigerator, so Jack
and Peggy had bought this one, on sale.
We helped get it loaded in the truck, and
Rich and I stood gripping its sides as Jack
careened back toward Swiss Avenue. We
had a great ume, just like in the old days of
a month belore, cutting up like high school
kids. Buving a refrigerator at Sears . . sud-
denly, the whole thing seemed so ridicu-
lously bourgeois it was absurd. and we
were goofing off all through East Dallas. as
il it were really just a great big joke.
JACK GETS A CURFEW

Mr. and Mrs. Norvell seemed 10 adjust
fairly well to the idea of Peggy as a sud-
denly married, expectant mother. None of
their four daughters had ever been very
predictable, anyway: They’d been in punk
bands. designed wild clothes, cracked up
cars. gotten into various levels of heart-
ache and trouble, and one ol them had
even married a forest ranger. Yes. the
Norvells could handle chis all right. A
month after the wedding. they gave a
reception for the newlyweds, sending out
engraved invitations and preparing a feast
at their mansionlike North Dallas home
for an odd mix of guests (teachers from
Peggy's school. old family [riends, some ol
the old rowdy crowd from Austin, the rest
ol the Shitty Beades). Evervthing went
smoothly. though Jack bridled when Mrs.
Norvell insisted that he and Peggy pick
out a china pattern and get 1t registered at
Crate & Barrel. (“It's stupid.” Jack said.,
belore caving in. I people can’t think of a

present, they can just give us stacks and
stacks of cash!”) At the party, only a few
people brought dishes: Jack and Peggy's
favorite gilt by far was a five-foot-long
plastic airplane that had hung on the wall
outside the Jet-Away Lounge on Cedar
Springs. until the place was being torn
down just as Rich happened by. Now Jack
was running his hands back and forth over
the jet’s shiny gray surface, his vision
blurred by joy, as a dozen discarded
blenders and woasters lay strewn at his feet.
“This,” he said reverently, “is going over
the mantel.™

As the night progressed, the quict crowd
staved in the house, munching veggies and
listening to  Mr. Norvell's big-band
albums, while the rest of us bopped in the
huge yard out back. downing long-necks
and catching up on stull’ with the Austin
kids. Things got sort of hazy alter two or
so, and 1 wasn’t really aware of things
until Rich called me the next day with
incredible news.

“You won't believe this,” he said. “Last
night. Peggy gave Jack a curfew.”

“No!*

“Yep. He got in real late, and she was
real mad, and so he has a curfew now.™

“What is 2"

Rich didn’t know. Whoa. boy. This was
too much. This was great. | tracked down
Jack to get the scoop.

“Well, vou know, I hadn’t seen a lot of

those guys from Austin in a long time,”
Jack said, “and Peggy got ured preuy
carly, around two, and said she wanted to

“Speaking for myself and the jury, we’ll try
not to be swayed by the fact that The New York Times
has already found you gwlty.”

g0 home, and I told her 10 go ahead. that
I'd be home before oo late.™

“When did you get home?™

“Uh . .. live thirty. And. boy. was | in
the doghouse. Peggy was thinking, Oh. no,
shades of things 1o come. And I thought,
Hmmm . . . this isn’t really atypical behayv-
ior for me . . . what have we done?”

After a moment of seriousness. Jack was
laying on the sarcasm. “Oh, God. what
have [ got mysell into? A woman who
doesn’t like 1o party at all—she only stays
out nll. hike, two, two thirty as. that's it
She gets tired and can’t even knock ofl a
twelve-pack; she stops alter eight or nine
beers! What a wimp! What have I done to
myself? A gilded cage is a cage all the
same!™

Jack’s curfew was a joke, too—it was
officially set at +:30 as—but at least it
was a goal, something to shoot for. Two
weeks went by and 1 heard nothing clse
about that night. until one day 1 had lunch
with Peggy. alone with her for what I real-
ized was becoming a very rare time. Peggy
had gotten over her morning sickness and
looked pretty chipper. “I'm feeling great.”
she said. But when I made a joke abou
Jack and his curfew. she didn’t laugh.

“That’s not really how it happened.”
she said, alter staring at her plate a long
time. “It wasn’t that I was mad at him; |
was more hurt than mad. 1 really wanted
him to go home with me from the recep-
tion. [ wasn’t feehng oo well, and 1 get
real sleepy these days—1I can’t stay up all
night like I used to. But he wanted to go
out with his friends—which 1s fine, | can
understand that, he never gets to see them
anymore—so | went home. | warched part
of an old movie on the VCR. then I went
to bed. but I couldn’t go to slecp. I started
crying at four and kept it up till he got
home at five thirty. I'd cry for a while,
stop. then start crying again. When Jack
came home, my face was all swelled up.
the tears were starting to sung. and I think
he was really shocked. He felt real bad.
and he put his arms around me and said
something like. ‘Once we get all settled in,
things will be all right again.” and [ felt
better, but then I thought, Bullshit! and
started crying again, | didn’t say anything
about him needing to act like a father.
because 1 thought he was uncomfortable
with that. . . . | just said, “You can’t do
this to me!’” She ook a breath. looked
around our table. ““Then he said some-
thing like, “Yeah, I oughta start becoming
more responsible.” or ‘I'm a family man
now.” He's never said anything Iike that
before, and 1 think he really meantit.”

Peggy and | talked about things the rest
of us had all discussed but had been afrad
to bring up with her—what kind of father
Jack would make, whether he'd be able to
take it seriously.

“Someumes I'm scared.” she sad. 1
was scared that night. You know that
movie, St. Elmo’s Five, where Rob Lowe
plays a kid who's a terrible father? I was
alvaid either I was gonna have o deal with
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something like that or else I'd strap him
down so badly that we would both be mis-
erable. But so far, that hasn't happened—
he’s begun to accept it all gracefully.”

“Do you ever talk about the baby?”

“Not really . . . it's . . . it's not exactly
a taboo subject, but neither of us quite
believes it yet, I think. I mean, until lately,
I felt so sick, and I guess I thought, How
could I be happily pregnant and have this
wonderful creature inside, and feel so sick?
I don’t think either of us has really faced it
yet”—almost imperceptibly, her hands
dropped toward her stomach—*‘we just
don’t think of it as real.”

BABIES AT THE BASEBALL GAME

A wet diaper has a certain inescapable
smell, even when it’s in the back seat of a
'66 Tempest hurtling along Interstate 30
with all the windows down. Sitting in the
back of Jack’s car, I knew the baby beside
me had loaded his pants, but obviously
Jack hadn’t noticed—he had one elbow
out his window, his palm slapping the
hood to the beat of a Ventures tape, and
beside him, Peggy was adjusting a cool
six-pack of Busch in her lap, probably
thinking about how much she’d like one.
We—Jack and Peggy and I—had made a
date to go see the Texas Rangers drop
another game at Arlington Stadium, and
at the last minute, Peggy decided to bring
her nephew along, to see what taking care
of a baby in public was like. It would be
sort of like a dry run.

“Will is wet!”" I yelled into the wind.

Jack jerked his head around. “Gosh
dang it, Will"”” he said. “Quit acting like a
baby!”’

Will played with his tennis shoes in his
car seat and chewed a wad of gum, per-
fectly content. He wasn’t quite two and
rarely understood anything Uncle Jack
said. Sometimes, Jack would explain com-
plicated algorithmic theorems, then stop
midway through, feigning impatience, and
say, “Why ... why...youre not even
paying attention!™

“He'll be OK tifl we get to the game,”
Peggy said, reaching back to check Will's
diaper. “What’s that on your shoe, Will?
Gum?”’ She pointed to a tiny dot of green
on the heel. “Gum? Gum?”’ Misunder-
standing, Will pulled the gum from his
mouth and spread it out on his shoe.

“Will, act your age!” Jack yelled.

Actually, Jack seemed happy to have
Will around on the rare occasions when
Peggy’s sister brought him up from Pasa-
dena. He treated him as a toylike, minia-
ture man, pointing out busty women on
the street, offering him cigars, suggesting
improvements for his car seat (“When we
drive him in the pickup, we can make him
a little pickup baby seat, with an itty-bitty
gunrack™).

We slowed down behind a mile of cars,
which made no sense. Only a handful of
people ever went out to sec the Rangers get
shelled. “Maybe there’s a special promo-

tion tonight,”” Jack said. “Maybe it’s Saab
Turbo night.” Peggy asked the folks in the
next car and found out that everyone else
was going to Six Flags Over Texas, right
next door to the ball park, to see the New
Edition in concert.

“Watch this,” Jack said when we'd
stopped completely for a moment. He
reached over the seat, tenderly touched
Will’s litde chest. “Hey—what’s that on
your shire?” Will looked down, and Jack
flipped his fingers up to catch his nose.
““Haaaa! Gotcha! Betcha he falls for that
for the next five years.”

It wasn’'t Saab Turbo night. Jack
assured the ticket tearer that he'd read all
about it in The Dallas Morning News. but
no dice. Just when it looked like Jack was
going to give up, his face brightened. *Oh,
now 1 remember,” he told the guy. “This
is Krugerrand night.”

We went way up in the cheap seats in
time to see the bottom of the second. Peggy
spotted Cal Ripken of the Orioles popping
his glove near second base. “Ooo, Cal
Ripken!” she said. “'If I don’t go home
with you guys tonight, I'll be with him.”

We guys—including Will—couldn’t let
that pass. We began looking around for
dames. Jack tried to teach Will to say,
“Hi, girls!” and by the fourth inning, he
would go, “*Hi, girsh!” if either of us even
nudged him.

“Now I remember what tonight is,”
Jack said as six cute teenagers made their
way up our section. “‘It’s Nude Teen
Night! Will—when they come by, say,
*Hi, girls, drop 'em!”

Will popped a bite of hot dog into his
mustard-coated mouth and squealed, “Hi,
girsh, doppim!” Jack patted him on the
back, glowing, as proud of his young
nephew as if the kid had just discovered a
cure for cancer.

“Hey,” Jack said in the middle of the
fifth, “this is already the fifth inning, and
I’ve only had, what, fifteen beers? C'mon,
Will, let’s go get us some brews.” As he led
Will down the aisle, he leaned down and
said, “Remember, if you get lost, you're in
Plaza Box Level seating, section 414, row
G, seats 11 through 14. Got that?”

At the concession stand, Jack ordered a
‘Texas-size Budweiser for Will, a pretzel for
himsell. The ladies behind the counter
made a big fuss over Will, and Jack ate 1t
up, proud as a poppa. ‘‘Yeah, he's a really
good kid,” Jack told them, picking up Will
and nudging his chin with his finger tips.
“Now, if he could just do something about
that horrible, horrible drinking problem.”

Deep in the eighth, Peggy was sitting
next to me, dying for a beer and a binocu-
lar view of Cal Ripken’s buns as he went
into his batting stance. She looked beauti-
ful these davs—her complexion had that
clear, beatific radiance pregnant women
sometimes get. She was always in a good,
tranquil mood, too. She looked next to her,
where Will was dozing off in Jack’s arms.
“He loves Jack,” she whispered to me.

On the way home from a rare Ranger
victory—about the only one we saw all
year—Will got restless and cranky,
started bawling. Jack pulled a pen from his
pocket and said, “Will! Hey, hey, Will!
Look at this!”” It was one of those action
pens, with a picture of Graceland at the
top. “Look, Will, what's that hiding
behind that bush? That bush right there?”
He tipped the pen over. “Why . . . why . ..
it’s the king of rock v’ roll”™ The rest of the
way home, he sang Are You Lonesome
Tonight?, until Will was asleep in his car
seat, exhausted from another eventful
night out with Uncle Jack.

DRESSING DOWN THE SHITTY BEATLES

In a big booth at Campisi’s Egyptian,
an ltalian pizza place, the gang was eating
Thursday night out. Jack and Peggy had
been married nearly three months and
something remarkable had happened—
Peggy was starting to look pregnant. I
mean, there it was, right there. You
couldn’t miss 1t. Before, it had always
secemed so abstract, something to be con-
cerned about, to fret over. But as Peggy's
belly began ballooning like a soccer ball, it
all suddenly seemed so simple.

Our waitress raced over, tugging at her
apron. “Who had the Lite beer?”’

“Yo!” Jack said. “Tastes less.”” Jack and
Peggy were wearing matching plaid Ber-
muda shorts—both Jack’s. (“They fall
down around my hips, but they're starting
to fit better,” Peggy said.) Peggy had been
to the doctor that day, but she could
hardly describe it, because Jack kept butt-
ing in. He'd gone, too.

“Yeah, we listened to the little guy's
heartbeat,” he said. He pointed at his
wife’'s stomach, and we all looked. “It
sounded like electronic music. We were
waiting a long time, so 1 decided to be
indiscreet. [ said, “Doc, as long as we're
waiting, I've got a butt problem.””

Everybody groaned and threw garlic
toast at him. This was becoming his
1000th Reagan-operation joke.

I said, *Maybe you could checkitout . . .
I may have a polyp or something. I'm
pretty sure I have areally huge butt polyp.”

The waitress saved us by coming with
our orders. Jack and Peggy were splitting a
plate of linguine; money was getting pretty
tight for them. The rent and bills on the
big house were higher than they had
thought they’d be, and besides, they'd
been making baby purchases. Just that
day, they had bought a baby car scat at
Storkland, and earlier in the week, Jack
had bought a crib at a garage sale. They
weren’t rich, but they looked happier than
I'd seen them in months.

“Hey, have y’all heard me and Peggy’s
latest get-rich-quick scheme?” Jack said,
wolfing down a last forkful of pasta. “A
nude teen petting zoo! It can’t miss! Work
a few extra weckends a month! We'll do
testimonials: Hate your boss? Tired of
forty-hour weeks? Be your oum boss! Open



The Ujena Yellow-Twist Bikini, $44.00

Model: April \Wayne Photographer: Stephen Harvey

Call800-227-8318 Now!

To order your Yellow Twist Bikini call
800227-8318. Our operators will help
you select your perfect fit. Tops and
bottoms (S-M-L) sized separately. Or
send $44.00 plus $2.85 postage and
handlingto: Ujena, Dept. PO5, 1400
Stierlin Road, Mountain View 94043.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

Call 800 227-8318 (Now toli-free
from Canada and anywhere inthe
U.S. 24 hours daily.)

wmre to Dur this season’s hotlest ll]’fﬂ

Il'lwﬁl'l

_____—__

P L)

More
PhotoS
Than

Exclusive
New Paris
Designs

Ever

Exotic,
Enticing
Photo
Videos

...The
sexiest
Swimsuits
we've seen
this side of
St. Tropez.”

—PLAYBOY

nd thisis why:

French-cut sides for legs

to the limit. V-cut bottoms
slim your waist. Tiny gathers add
fullness and shape to your bust-
line. And the rich yellow Tricot
makes you look firm and shapely.

The Ujena Yellow Twist Bikini.

One-of-a-kind.

<
All suits shipped within 48 hours.
Call toll-free 800-227-8318.

More Than 250 Photos!

Swimwear liustrated maga-
zine—more than 250 photo-
graphs of the world’s most beau-
tiful women at exoticbeach
resorts, exclusively in Ujena
swimwear. Includes a 48-page,
full-color Ujena Swimwear Cata-
log, with more than 50 designs
to choose from. Send $2.95 to:
Swimwear Illustrated, Dept. PO5,
1400 Stierlin Road, Mountain
View, CA94043.

Come by the Ujena Retail Outlet, 1400 Stierlin Road, Mountain View, CA 94043. Open everyday 9-9.
FINE SWIMWEARAFTERWEARACCESSORIES

&) J

N s



PLAYROY

154

a nude teen petting zoo! I earned $400.000
my first weekend, tax-free!™

As we walked outside into a glittering
blue twilight, Peggy pointed at three enor-
mously fat women waddling down Mock-
ingbird Lane. “That’s what I'm gonna
look like,” she sighed.

Jack snorted. “What do you mean,
gonna®”’ But then he put his arm around
her and patted her back. They were going
off o a Shitty Beatles rehearsal—Jack’s
band had its first real gig ever that week-
end, at the wedding of a friend of a friend
in Wimberley, Texas. Peggy was going
along, which had the makings of trouble—
it was no secret that Dennis and John, two
AAA salesmen who were the other Shitty
Beatles, thought this marriage business
was a bunch of baloney, an aggravating
inconvenience to the future of the band. If
Jack wanted to leave a practice before mid-
night, they’d say stuff like, “You mean you
let your wife tell you what to do?”

Later on, from Peggy, I heard what hap-
pened that Thursday night. Something
about the visit to the doctor—listening to
the baby’s heartbeat, hearing and seeing
tangible reasons for sacrifices he’d made
for months—had really seemed to get to
Jack. Just the way he walked with Peggy
the rest of the day, putting his hand on her
elbow, acting protective, seemed to sug-
gest a change in him. Then, during a busi-
ness discussion with the band, Jack did
something he'd never done before, at least
as far as Peggy knew. Dennis and John
wanted to invest all their $300 fee for the
gig back into the band. “No hotel rooms,”
said Dennis. “We'll just sleep on people’s

floors and save the money.”

Peggy was in the bathroom when she
heard Jack do it—he stuck up for her and
the baby. “But Peggy can’t do that!” he
yelled. “*She’s pregnani!™

Peggy left in mid-practice; she had to be
up at 6:30 for school. When Jack got home,
about midnight, she was already half-
asleep. He walked right up to the bed,
stretched out beside her and reached out
gingerly to touch her belly. His breath was
sweet in the air, from a few cans of Old
Milwaukee, and Peggy lay awake, watch-
ing as Jack slid down and put his ear
against her stomach, trying to hear that
tiny heartbeat again, It was a moment, the
most romantic seconds of their lives. Then
Jack shook his head and looked up at her.

“Peggy,” he said sadly, as if what he
was about to say caused him to feel all the
sorrows of the earth, “yon don’t really
want to name him Dale, do you?”

Peggy gathered him up in her arms, tou-
sled his dark mop of hair. “Yes, I do,” she
said. “Just as long as we can give him
other names, too.”

They went to sleep that way, with Sam
chewing a Frisbee at the foot of the bed,
with firecrackers popping in the alley out
back, with sirens in the distance and their
whole lives ahead of them. They went to
sleep, lulling each other toward Storkland,
snoring like sawmills. They had no idea
what was going to happen to them, any
more than the rest of us did, but they were
almost absolutely sure that when it did,
they would be there together.
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“The big mystery to me is where in hell they
got all that wood.”

YOUR TAILOR

(continued from page 120)
fabric or to ease a pull in the upper jacket
back, the tailor can lower or raise the col-
lar as needed.

2. The back of your jacket should fall
without creating a vertical crease in the
upper back and should gently follow
the curve of the lower back and break over
the hips. Depending on the fabric, the
Jacket can be let out or taken in on the
center seam. Pads can be added to even
out the shoulders.

3. Forget the antique rule of thumb that
stated that “the bottom edge of your jacket
should be long enough to reach the bend
in your fingers when your hand is cupped
at your side.” That's nonsense, since the
length of your arm has no relationship to
the length of your jacket. Remember this:
A suit jacket or a sports coat should cover
your rear end completely. Short legs, obvi-
ously, call for a shorter jacket, and vice
versa. Let your mirror dictate the ultimate
jacket length, but always cover your ass.

4. To be measured for proper slecve
length, stand with your arm naturally at
your side. The point where your hand
meets your wrist is the length, making sure
half an inch of shirt cuff shows. Always
have both sleeves measured and marked;
your arms may be different lengths.

5. The waist of your jacket should corre-
spond to your natural waistline. A one-
half-to-three-fourths-of-an-inch alteration
on cither side is about all that can be made
without changing the balance of the gar-
ment.

6. The vent or vents on your jacket
shouldn’t pull when you're standing
straight. Also, your upper arm shouldn’t
bulge bevond the jacket’s shoulder line. 1T
it does, don’t try to alter it; try the next
size up.

7. Your trousers should fit at the waist,
not at the hips. Most manufacturers leave
about one and a half inches of fabric in the
waistband to be let out. When your tailor
is taking in the waist, have him chalk and
pin the waistband so that you can check
for tightness. If you wear suspenders, the
waist should be one half inch wider than
usual. Also make sure that the pockets
don’t gape or pull and, with pleated trou-
sers, that the pleats are not spread apart
when you're standing straight.

8. Your trouser seat can be casily
altered to make it fuller or tighter, but
keep in mind that this alteration will also
raise or lower the trousers’ crotch a bit.

9. ‘Trouser bottoms should cover three
quarters of your shoes.

10. Trouser bottoms should break at the
mstep of your shoes. Culfled bottoms
should be hemmed perfectly straight.
(Cuffs should be one and a half inches
wide.) Uncuffed ones should be about one
half inch longer in the back.

That about sews up the subject.
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“'le OASIS (continued from page 111)

“A smile sneaked across her face. You or the dog have
to be at work in the morning?’ ”

you to come home with me now, Jane.™
Jane wasn't walking. Jane was doing lat
pulls. The old guy kept it dignificd. Laid
down a roll of bills, called it taxi money.
made the slow exit. At the door. he said,
“Good night, Miss Jane.” Then the big
car wheeled away.

Jane stared for a time out the window,
as il at things only she could see, then re-
garded the attendant and the other cus-
tomer and, finally, me. It was her first
square look at me, and she secmed o be
thinking me over. After a moment, a smile
sneaked across her face. “You or the dog
have to be at work in the morning?"”

“No, ma’am,” I said, for both of us.

She would need a ride to Palm Springs,
it turned out. We were in LL.A_, 100 miles
away. She would pay me—she counted out
all the bills the old man had given
her—$500. In 50s. She bent close and
slipped them into the waistband of my
shorts, front and center. There were circles
of sweat around her nipples, which
alfected me, and she had a salty smell that
affected me, too. With this look in her eyes,
she said her name was Jane L. Wooley
and, in case I was wondering, she was a
frec agent, by virtue ol widowhood.

“The car,” 1 said. “l should tell
vou ” 1 stopped. I didn’t know what 1
should tell her. *“That it’s just a little, shall
we say, irregular.”

The woman was unperturbed. “Long as
it gets us there,” she said and disappeared
into the shower. Dolores looked at me with
the wide brown eves of astonishment.

PATENT
ATTORNEY

“iCaramba!” 1 said. 1 said it merrily. It
was a merry world.
[ ]

Palm Springs is known for its dry heat,
sloppy morality and expensive living,
which may explain why so many of our
older stars dic there. 1 mysell had been
there just once, and that was with Em, the
night we were married. Took a suite at
Gene Autry’s joint. After Em went to
sleep, I found a Ramar of the Jungle on one
of the local stations. Jon Hall was every-
where, looking dynamic and carnest
What I remember is that in spite ol many
obvious good qualities, he wasn't very lik-
able. I watched and watched. There were
a lot of commercials, after every one of
which Ramar returned, even when you
were sure at last he wouldn’t. “Em! Em!”
I shouted, coming into the other room.
“We've got ourselves an honest-to-gosh
Ramar narathon! A Ramarathon!” 1
whooped this message: it scemed important
at that moment to make it sound like a large
charge. But Em turned without waking.

°

The widow Jane and I were eastbound
on the interstate. Dolores slept on the seat
between us. The windows were down, and
warm summer-night air moved into our
clothes. In conversation, Jane called me
soldier. She asked a lot of questions. **So
tell me, soldier,” she said finally, “whar do
you do for a living to be up all night on a
Thursday night?”

The question I dread. I sell insurance,
have my own office, employ four older but

—

zealous men and women who for five
months now have covered my rear end.
Every month, I tell them they’ll see more
ol me soon. | told Jane a different tale. |
pointed to the freeway in front of us and
said, “Sce those reflective lane markers?
Those are called Botts dots. afier the
inventor, but my family manulaciures
them. [ oversce the swing shift.”” Before
Em left, I never lied about my job; since
then, I never tell the truth. 1 can’t tell you
why. Sometimes I even give a bogus name.
I think it’s probably something as simple
as this: Say vou mect a woman who is
spunky, bright, beautiful and not averse to
monogamy. Experience tells you she will
not fall in love with vou. Betier, then, that
she not fall in love with someone not quite
like you than that she not fall in love with
the exact unvarnished yvou.

On the freeway, | stayed to the right.
From the faster lanes, we were getting
looks because of the tuzz. I should mention
the fuzz. It’s pink, and every squarc inch
of the car, interior and exterior—except
moving parts—is covered with the stuff.
Hood, fenders, bumpers, doors, dash and
seats are all plastered with pink fuzz. “I've
got another car that's more conventional,”
I explained to Jane, “but it’s in the shop.”

Jane thought it over and said, “I've
never seen a car more ideal for cruising the
outer ring of Saturn.”

I thought that was a pretty good one
and stashed it away. For Em, probably.
With the flat of her hand, Jane was mat-
ting the fuzz, then watching it spring back
to form. “Pink Plush is its actual catalog
name,” [ said.

Jane snuffled. “So how isit in the rain?™

“Well below average,” 1 said, and Jane
laughed, but not undividedly, and used an
old-fashioned bottle-and-bulb atomizer to
clear up her sinuses. She asked how I'd
come by the car.

“From a friend,” I said, a little lie. It
was actually Em’s car. Em had driven it in
a Kiwanis destruction derby, though vou
wouldn’t know it now. This was prefuzz.
The Kiwanians were not happy with the
prospect of a woman in their derby. Nei-
ther was 1. Too risky, I said. Em said 1t
was because of all my clients n
Kiwanis—a cheap shot, 1 thought—and

just like that the argument dissolved into

unbudging silence. (I'll admit, though,
that Kiwanians are dandy clients; buy a
lot of whole life.) Em, anyhow, vanished
and didn't reappear until derby day, three
days later. Pulled into my office parking
lot, sitting inside her jalopy Dodge. I've
got this Thomas duck call. She asked if I'd
come to the derby and whisde it for her.

I said, “You've been gone three days”—
a long ume for your wife w be gone.

“I left because I was mad,” she said,
looking straight ahead: then she tuned to
me and her face soliened. So did her voice.
“I'm going to be in this derby thing,
Harry”"—she touched my hand—"and I
came by because I really want you there.”

The separation of two people is an
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accumulation of differing inclinations
badly adjusted for. Little mistakes adding
up. But usually, one or two stand out. This
one, for example, stands out. I said,
“There are oodles of things I'm not doing
today, and one of them is going to watch
my wife in a demolition derby.”

She drove off fast and there [ was.

1 went, of course. At first, I cringed
every time Em got hit and hoped the
Dodge would fritz out early; but after a
while, T found myself rooting for Em and
the jalopy Dodge to keep rolling. My jaw
clenched. My hands fisted. Under my
breath, 1 gave instructions. “Get that
number seven! There! Watch out for the
Pontiac! OK, now, creamalize the Chevy!”

Em and that Dodge took shots you
wouldn’t believe and wobbled on. They
were excellent, just excellent. In the end, it
got down to Em and a guy in a Buick Elec-
tra built to last. Em and the Dodge had
only reverse, and for almost ten minutes
the Electra bashed them to kingdom come
before the deed was done. The Buick
dragged itself away. The Dodge was dead.

I started down to the arena. I'd already
thought of what 1'd say to her, but halfway
down something stopped me. Em  had
shinned herself up through the window
and people were closing around her,
[riends, all of them grinning and glowing,
and [ thought, On the other hand. it’s not
my party. A mistake, looking back. |
mightve been made welcome and carried
along by the festive point of view. I did
have the right thing to say. 1 was going to
lcan close and whisper, “You're a peach.”

.

“This Banning?” the widow Jane said,
looking out at the lights passing by.

“Bingo,” I said. We went over the low

—
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pass, slowly descending. The desert looked
black down there.

I slid the dial through the stations. Jane
took another blast from the atomizer.

*“So who was the old guy who came into
the gym?" I said.

“Raymond,” Jane said. “Raymond has
money, soldier.”

Raymond, 1 thought. The name suited
him. He resembled Raymond Massey.
“What does Raymond with the money
do?"” I said.

“Defaces self-images,” Jane said amia-
bly. *Nobody’s better.”

“I meant——""

“He sells things. Started with junk
yards, then real estate, then drugs. He's
got a nice little mountain home outside
Bogota. He calls me his little widow. He
collects vintage cars and Sixteenth Cen-
tury Venetian paintings. What else would
vou like to know?”’

“Something juicy,”
something to say.

She looked at me for a time. “Maybe I'l]
tell you about our dinner tonight,” she
said. “Tonight, we had the number-two
table at Ma Maison, the two of us and this
small Italian with a muscular neck. Over
dinner, Raymond negotiated the cost of
having the Italian unhook—that's what
they called it—a painting by someone
called Tintoretto [rom a museum in Tur-
key. All dinner long they haggled. The
ltalian’s name was Elmo. Elmo kept say-
ing, “Elmo doesn’t think so.” Once, when
he left to take a phone call, Rayvmond told
me that the negotiations were entering a
tricky stage and that I should help try to
put the wop at ease. That the painting was
important to him. When Elmo returned,
they began to talk in French. Elmo looked

I said, just for
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at me appraisingly. Nodded, finally.
Shook Raymond’s hand. You probably get
the picture. The idea was that I grant Elmo
the favor in the back seat of the Rolls.
‘He’s a small man,” Raymond said. it you
can believeit. “There’ll be plenty of room.” ™

“Jesus!”™ 1 said. Room where? 1 was
thinking. Inside the car or inside her? Sex-
val ambiguities throw me.

“Afterward, I felt numb,” Jane was say-
ing. “I told Raymond that. I told him I
couldn’t respect either of us anymore.
That I wasn’t going to see him again.
That's what the argument in front of the
gym was about. I couldn’t wait to sweat
the feeling out, shower it ofl.”

I felt bad for her. But after a minute or
so—I couldn’t help it—1I said, “So what
was Raymond doing while you were in the
back of the Rolls?”

“Warching.™

I chased after the idea. *‘For somebody
who might come by?"”

“So he said. But whenever | looked up,
he was looking in.” Jane gave me a quick
study. When she talked again, she
sounded weary. “Well, true love doesn’t
come casy,” she said. “Fact, nothing comes
easy.”” She leaned forward, tuned up the
radio, fell silent.

°

After the derby, the Dodge sat for a year
before Em started rebuilding it. She had
the frame straightened by a mechanic she
knew, a girlfriend took off the top with a
cutting torch, and Em hersell began to
pound, patch and fill. It was ragged work,
but Pink Plush covers a multitude of sins.
Friends came and helped, made a project
of it. Em rode in it in the Doo-Dah Parade
in Pasadena, Thanksgiving week. Driving
her was a fully liveried chauffeur (she'd
asked me to do that; I wasn't about to),
and she had Dolores sitting regally up
front, with sunglasses on. Em sat back on
the deck behind the rear seat, wearing a
crinoline prom gown and striking cheesy
poses. She was pretty good. | ran along-
side and fiddled with the thermostat every
50 vards or so to keep it from hoiling over.
We were behind a Yard-Vac dnll team,
and they were pretty good, too.

I mentioned some of this to the widow

Jane, except | referred to Em as “this

friend of mine.”

After a tme, the widow said. “This
friend of yours being vour wife?”

“We're separated,” I said.

“But not divorced.”

“Right.”

Jane didn’t seem w0 mind. “Sometimes
that's worse,”” she said.

On the highway, a mouse, in confusion,
scuttered first out of our lane, then back
into it. Froze. Looked up as we bore down.
Afterward, I checked the rearview. Noth-
ing but dark roadway.

Dolores, who'd raised her head when 1
decelerated, abruptly slapped her head
back down to Jane’s lap when I resumed
speed. Jane started to smooth her hand
over Dolores’ long ears. Dolores writhed
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with doggy pleasure.

“*Didn’t know Dobermans could be so
sweet,” Jane said. “F'm glad vou didn’t
crop the cars. She looks nicer lop-eared.”

Dolores is a sentimental brunette, a
shameless seeker of aflection and comfort,
something people have a hard time squar-
ing with their Doberman notions.

I said. “Em and 1 were arguing one
time. Loud and long, one of those. Finally,
Dolores clapped her paws to her ears the
way dogs do in cartoons. Like this”—and
here 1 steadied the wheel with my knee
and put my hands over my ears and rolled
my eyes. “Anyhow, Em stopped velling
midsentence and said, “You know, Dolores
definitely has a sense of humor.” I said [
couldn’t go that far. I said droll was as far
as I could go.”” I grinned at Jane. 'l guess
I wasn’t ready to quit arguing yet.”

Jane laughed. It was a salty laugh. One
was gone and vou wanted another. 1 told
her a story about a high school buddy of
mine named Oops Lucas. The story was A
Visit to Tuckenroll. It was about a sexual
excursion south of the border. Jane
laughed at all the right places. I was feel-
ing just excellent. “Your turn,” I said.

Jane told a story about her cats, Vera,
Chuck and Dave. Before her husband’s
death, Jane said, they had lived in an old
house in the center of an avocado grove.
When it came to avocados, the cats were a
model of cooperative action. In the dead of
night, Vera, the calico, would knock them
from the tree; Dave, the one with the
glossy coat, liked to chew a hole in the skin
and eat the meat; and Chuck, the dullard
with the enormous mouth, would carry the

pit indoors, trot to the head of the uncov-
ered wooden stairs and roll it down—
thunk! thunk!—again and again, until

Jane’s husband got up and heaved it out

the window. This may not seem funny or
sad now, but the way she told it, it was both.

Jane took a deep breath. “Sage,” she
said dreamily and became quiet. She was
staring out there at the desert. It was July.
The kind of middle-of-the-night heat that
could take you other places. I imagined it
was taking Jane back to a snug home with
a healthy husband in it, and it seemed sud-
denly possible that her beauty was not
merely external. That it extended inward.
Was taprooted to a good soul.

Dolores needed to pee. We'd already
turned onto 111 when she began to whim-
per. I pulled off near the Whitewater,
where 1I'd fished once with Oops Lucas,
the buddy I mentioned.

Dolores peed and shat, waded in the
water, rolled in the sand, a happy dog. She
trotted ofl into darkness.

“Scorpions out there!” Jane sang out.

I smiled at Jane. “Not tonight, there
aren’t,” T said quietly. Things seemed too
dreamy for scorptons.

On the warm, fuzzy hood, we were sit-
ting close enough to touch. When she shift-
ed her legs, I could hear the whish of those
white stockings crossing. The air moved
gently and there was a chorus of frogs and
the riffling of water. I hummed along.

“So define your wife,”” Jane said out of
nowhere. “Sketch me a sketch.”

I didn’t collect my thoughts. I just
started, ““Well, she's red-haired,”” I said,
“head to toe, A to Z, and I'm queer for

A(]
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“You didn’t do anything, folks. We're just
pulling over everyone with clever license plates
and detaining them for a bit.”

natural redheads. Our hrst kiss was a
monster kiss. It went on awhile. We peeled
down and made love without breaking
contact. We were more alike then. She
was—is—a legal secretary. worked like an
army ant in poverty law. Dralting pet-
tions, slapping actions, exacting justice. |
took up whatever came easy. One day, she
found out I'd joined an upscale Presbyte-
rian church for business contacts, and in
front of friends—as 1if, in fact, 1 wasn’t
there—she said, "Harry's gone. Lost. One
more good man folded into the batter.”™

“] don’t see what's so bad about making
Botts dots,” the widow said and took lrom
her bag a straw, cut diagonally, a safety
razor and a mirror, onto which she began
to tap the atomizer’s last contents. She of-
fered and I declined.

Dolores emerged from the darkness,
made sure we were there, loped ofl again.

“Em left me,” | said, “not vice versa.
Came to me on a Saturday afternoon and
said she needed time to look over the old
life circumstances. But that it definitely
wasn'’t curtains for us.”

I stopped talking. I didn’t feel like it
anymore. It was OK, though, because
Jane did. She was rattling on. One thing I
remember is her claiming that Powson Iy,
one of The Coasters’ big hits, was about
V.D. After that, she got into Vee-Jay
records and I drifted a little. Somewhere
along the line, 1 asked her to repeat some-
thing I thought I'd heard her say.

*“To a certain extent,”’ she said, 'l am
not a widow."

“I've never heard of being partially wid-
owed,” T said. “How do vou do that?”

Her husband, it turned out, was alive
but not well. Besides living in an avocado
grove, he'd been a Yalie, a pilot, a hero; a
sailor, skier and rock-climber, which was
how he’d been injured. Jane said, “His
problem is paraplegia,”” a funny way of
putting it, [ thought. She was telling me
about the accident. Accidents put me in
mind of insurance. [ was wondering who
the carrier was and was about to ask when
Jane let it be known that her husband was
at the Mayo Clinic for experimental ther-
apy. She brought out a photograph I
couldn’t make out. I turned on the head-
lights and held the picture in front. It was
of a man, evidently her hushand, leaning
forward from a wheelchair, grinning. His
outstretched hands held the corner of a
building. Attendants stood by. They were
grinning, too. On the back, in handwrit-
ing, 1t said, YOUR HUBBY HOLDING THE MAYO!

I flipped the photograph over and stud-
ied him in this new light. Decent, |
thought. The kind of guy you might like
passing time with in the neighborhood
bar. I handed the picture back. Looked off.
Ou the opposite riverbank, staring back,
caught in the headlights, was the eyeshine
of something. A rat or an enormous lizard
or maybe something else altogether. It
gave me the willies. | whistled in Dolores.
We all climbed into the car.

When we were back on the road, Jane
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SERENGETI DRIVERS.
The only driving glasses
that shift gears

automatically...

rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr

Funny thing about other sunglasses that
purport to be for driving: they're not. They
can't help you drive any better than ordinary
sunglasses.

Only SERENGETI DRIVERS from Corning
Optics are engineered for enhanced vision
and superb eye comfort in changing daylight
weather conditions.

Only SERENGETI DRIVERS with second-

. generation photochromic technology shift

gears automatically, darkening in bright sun-
light to slash glare and sharpen contrast. And
lighten in overcast weather for exceptional
vision.

Only SERENGETI DRIVERS have patented
copper SPECTRAL CONTROL™ lenses that
selectively filter out irritating blue light, pre-
serving a brighter field of vision that’s virtually
glare-free under most light conditions. And
they absorb over 99% of all UV rays in
sunlight.

Only SERENGETI DRIVERS adjust so pre-
cisely to changing light and weather, you see
razor-honed contrast and sharp detail, even in

. haze, fog or rain. Even on snow and ice. Even

on water.
If those other “driving” glasses don't
promise any of this, it's no wonder: they can't.
To discover where you can find the unique
copper-lensed SERENGETI DRIVERS—the
only driving sunglasses worthy of the name
—call 1-800-525-4001. In New York State,

| call 1-800-648-4810.

SERENGET! DRIVERS. They're expensive,

but they get you where you're going.

SPECTEAL CONTROL o o trodemork and SERENGE T+ 0 regetered modesurh of Cosmey Gl Wik, Cosnng, Y. MBS

DRIVERS



“Here's a super exercise for all you expectant mommies who want to
tighten those tushies. . . . A-one and a-two. . . .”
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said, “His name is _John.’

I just drove. Kept my eye on the line.
Finally, I said, ‘“What does husband John
think you’re doing tonight?”

“Working at Lawry’s, slinging cocktails.
I used to.”

“Before Raymond?”

Jane nodded.

“And what if husband John called
Lawry’s and asked for Jane?”

“He wouldn’t.”

Trust is interestung. Like hope, 1t's one
of the things on which double crosses de-
pend. Without trust and hope, we’d have
far fewer double crosses, but it wouldn’t be
a million laughs. I mentioned some of this
to Jane. She seemed to think I was point-
ing a finger. She said, “OK, hot-shot, let’s
hear your spiel on honor.”

I saw her point. There wasn’t much I
could say, wheeling down the highway, en
route to Palm Springs, where I hoped to
have doings with an invalid’s wife. 1
decided that honor was changing shape.

°

Jane’s bungalow was to the rear of the
others, with a private entrance. It was fur-
nished for permanent, not transient,
residence—books, plants,
board by the telephone. Doors led else-
where. On a pad in a rocker, two cats
slept. “That’s Vera and Chuck,” Jane
said. “Dave expired.” It was because of
the cats that Dolores stayed in the car.

Jane went about the room,

stereo; note

cuing up

music, drawing curtains, adjusting the
A.C. She didn’t turn the lights off. We sat
down on the edge of the bed. She
unsnapped one of those white stockings,
rolled it off her leg and onto her arm, slid
the stockinged hand inside my shirt.
Things began to happen.

I didn’t close my eyes. On one wall was
an enormous mirror in which we could see
ourselves reflected. It was as if Jane were
performing for me in that mirror. She
made a slow production of her clothes’
coming off. Struck attitudes. We didn’t
kiss. Her looks got hungrier, crueler, like
she was going to devour me and enjoy
doing it. There was nothing gentle about
it. She knew what she wanted and seemed
to like watching herself get it. Me, too, in a
remote way. [t was vivid, but not since the
visit to Tuckenroll with Oops had I felt
such distance. Tuckenroll was our joke name
for Tijuana. Oops’d heard that The Blue
Fox was closing and wanted to see the deal
before it did. It was your standard donkey
routine. The donkey did a big woman,
then a small one. The place was roaring. It
was tawdry, but it wasn’t tedious.

Quiet, Jane wasn’t.

And then, eventually, she was.
smiled. Looked human again.
know it was my turn. Took a handful of her
long hair and teased it under my foot,
across my ankle, up the leg. I closed my
eyes. On the reel-to-reel, a crooning sax
took over. We were alone, me and this

She

Let me

woman who was less and less Jane. These
were more and more Em's arms
breasts and body, and the hair washing
over me felt like Em's red hair, and this
was Em’s voice in my ear, saying so pre-
cisely what I wanted to hear that a voice
that didn’t sound like mine murmured her
name, and she was gone.

There was then this silence. Finally—
she was staring at the ceiling—Jane said,
“*So how you feeling?”’

“Good,” I said. “Gooder than good.” 1
lay there trying to believe it. Honor was
changing, all right, but not fast enough.

The silence deepened. Got eerie. That
much I began to feel.

Jane turned toward me, propped on her
elbow. “Look,” she said, “I'm glad I ran
into you tonight.”” Something soft came
and went in her face, as if she were having
to smuggle it. Then—and it took a long
moment for this to sink in—she turned off’
every light in the room from a single
switch at her side of the bed.

It would be hard to imagine a deeper
darkness. Within it, the air conditioner
still hummed, the sax sull crooned.

Behind us, a door quietly opened.

A tall human form slowly crossed the
room and, before slipping out the front
door, said, “Good night, Miss Jane.”

Raymond.

Jane and 1 lay perfectly still.

“This Raymond’s place?”” I said finally.

Jane said 1t was, and what about 1t? We

and
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just lay there in the dark. I pictured a
lighted telephone booth I'd seen along the
parkway. I stood and hegan to dress.

“You can stay here to sleep,” she said.
“Nobody said you couldn’t.” And then,
“We’ll be left alone.”

I cinched my belt. My heart walloped.
From my billfold 1 started counting the
50s onto the dresser. “Keep it,” she said,
but I didn’t. T was getting out of there free
and clear. Only [ wasn't.

“And what about vou,
called after me.
other than enriching my life:

L]

I went straight to the telephone booth.
Dialed Em on my credit card. It was ring-
ing. It rang and rang. Still ringing.

“Hello?™

She’s there. 1 could see her. Standing
barefooted. Her red hair touching the
Kings hockey shirt she always sleeps in.

“Em?"” [ said.

“Where are you?" Sleepily.

“Palm Springs. We can be there in two
hours. We need to see you. Dolores and 1.

Em wasn’t jumping at this opportunity.
“It's four am,” id. There was some-

soldier?” Jane
“What were you in it for,
403

she said.

thing hidden in her voice. “Why now?
Why this morning?”’
“Because it's important to me,” [ said,

“and because why not?”’

She hesitated. “Well, for one thing, this
new dog I've got—he's very territorial.
He's a champ until another dog crosses

the threshold; then he just loses 1t."”

A new dog? Into whose ear she would
whisper? Who she would accuse of having
a sense of humor? Who would snarl at
Dolores?

I heard Em on the Trlr‘ph(m(‘ say,
name’s Chester.”

I couldn't help it; I was d\'illq to know
what he looked like. “Limp?” [ said. I was
thinking of the gimp on Gunsmoke.

“No. no. Cheshire. He comes and goes.”

What? I scrambled along behind. 1
“There’s something else.”
“Somebody else, actu-

“His

heard her sav,
A moment passed.

ally.” Another moment. “He's here
now."
[ didn't know what to sav. 1 said, “Do-

lores s right here. Say hello to Dolores.”

I held the receiver to her ear. Her nubby
tail was wagging, then it wasn't, so I knew
Em wasn’t talking anvmore.

I put the receiver gently down. Walked
toward the arroyo behind the bungalows.
Stared off. I could see that something had
happened. That while I'd thought I'd
been simply driving a hot number {from
L.A. to Palm Springs, | hadn’t been. I'd
heen driving out of one life and into
another. Leaving the redhead behind for
good, forever, for always.

Along the parkway behind me, a line of

sprinklers started up. the shush-shush-
shushing of Rainbirds. When they
stoppe d, others farther off kicked in. Oth-

erwise, it was quict. No cars in the

distance. No planes overhecad. The moun-
tains just black silhouettes.

Dolores began to whimper for no appar-
ent reason, and when 1t grew msistent, I
followed her gaze to something moving at
the ringes of my visibility. Dolores jacked
her whimper up to a whine, cowed close to
my [eet. There, coming into view, trotting
warily, looking hangdog, was a single coy-
ote. 1 looked at Dolores. Her
€normous.

The covote lapped water from the park-
way gutter, glanced up, lapped some
more. | didn’t mind him, even if Dolores
did. He was making survival a creauve
act. When he’d quenched his thirst, he
gave us his direct look. Just stared. Such
was the shape of his long snout that 1
thought I could see him grinning.

Behind the black mountains, I noticed,
the skv was beginning to lighten, a vast
gray with a single streak of red. When 1

CVEeS were

looked again, the coyote had vanished.
Dolores, all courage now, sashayed about
chestily, as if taking personal responsi-
bility for driving the riflrafl’ offl
mysell smiling.

“iCaramba!” 1 said. I said it saltily. It
was a salty world.

I found

Like peanuts. You get
I headed for
Dolores ambled alongside. We
were going., We weren’t going great guns,
but we were going.

£

onec day,
the car.
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SUNDAY MORNING

(continued from page 90)

“The Washington Square Bar & Grill uses three forms
of heat in its bloody mary, but just a whisper of each.”

HARRY’'S ORIGINAL BLOODY MARY

From Harry’'s New York Bar, Paris,
where it all began.

1 dash salt

2 grinds black pepper

2 dashes Tabasco

1 dash Worcestershire

Juice of ¥4 lemon (about Y2 oz.)

2 ozs. vodka

4 ozs. thick tomato juice, chilled

Add first 5 ingredients to chilled 10-oz.
glass. Muddle to combine. Toss several ice
cubes (not cracked ice) into glass. Add
vodka; stir quickly. Add tomato juice; sur
again to combine well, and serve.

Note: Harry’s New York Bar, Munich,
serves a slightly different bloody mary,
substituting 2 dashes cayenne and Y%
teaspoon  dehydrated  horseradish  for
Tabasco.

BRENNAN'S SPICY CREOLE BLOODY MARY
(For two)

Owen Brennan, of Brennan’s in New
Orleans, says he serves 10,000 of these
every week, mostly at breakfast.

3 ozs. vodka

1% cups tomato-vegetable juice

2 ozs. canned bouillon, undiluted

1 tablespoon [resh lime juice

2 teaspoons Pickapeppa

2 teaspoons Worcestershire

2 dashes Tabasco

Y4 teaspoon salt, if’ desired

Lawry’s lemon-pepper scasoning

Celery suck

Shake all ingredients but lemon pepper
and celery stick in shaker with ice cubes,
just until chilled. Strain over Iresh ice in 2
12-0z. glasses. Sprinkle lemon pepper
lightly over both drinks. Celery stick
optional.

WS B.&G. BLOODY MARY

The Washington Square Bar & Grill
uses three forms of heat in its bloody mary,
but just a whisper of each, so the drink is
balanced but not a burner.

1'% ozs. vodka

3 ozs. thick tomato juice, chilled

1 oz. beel bouillon

Y4 oz. lemon juice

Y& oz. Worcestershire

‘Tabasco, 10 taste

Pinch cayenne

Pinch celery salt

2 grinds black pepper

Lime wedge

Add all ingredients but lime w shaker
full of ice and agitate vigorously. Strain
into chilled wineglass or goblet. Squeeze in
Juice of lime; add peel to glass. Stir once.

Note: WS.B.&G. co-owner Sam
Deitsch takes his mary the Mexican way.

First he knocks back a shot of vodka neat,
then he chases it with a few gulps of the
tomato-bouillon mixture.

BLOODY MARTINI

A clever twist on a couple of classic
cocktails—I[rom the classy Pen & Pencil
restaurant.

1Y% ozs. gin or vodka

Y5 oz. dry vermouth

3 ozs. tomato juice

%4 oz. lemon juice

Vs oz. Pickapeppa or Worcestershire

4 shakes celery salt

3 grinds black pepper

Lime wedge

Add all ingredients but lime to shaker
with ice. Shake vigorously. Squeeze in lime
juice, then drop peel into glass. Garnish
with stuffed olive if desired.

MICHAEL'S BLOODY MARY
(For a brunch lunch)

Michael McCarty started out as a chef.
He used that training to advantage in
devising this drink mixture.

1 quart thick tomato juice

1 small Maui onion (or other sweet on-

ion), quartered

6 cloves garlic, halved

| fresh jalapenio pepper with seeds,

halved

1 bunch chives, chopped

I bunch cilantro, chopped

I vellow bell pepper, quartered and

seecled

PeR THROW.
| THE BATTER GETS

+ 2400.50 PER HIT,

IGeET $¢4.85
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1 red bell
seeded
1 tablespoon salt, or to taste
3 tablespoons cracked black pepper-
corns
1 teaspoon Tabasco
4 ozs. Worcestershire
Combine all ingredients in large jar; stir
well, cover and marinate in relrigerator for
24 hours. When ready to use, strain mix-
ture and add % cup orange juice. Stir,
taste and adjust scasonings if necessary,
To serve: Pour 2 ozs. chilled mixture
and 1% ozs. vodka into shaker, and shake
just ance. Pour over rocks in old fashioned
glass. Squeeze juice of lime wedge into
glass, drop i peel. Decorate glass with
celery stick and sprig of cilaniro if desired.

pepper. quartered  and

AF.C.'S BLOODY BASIL

Note how New York’s American Festival
Café neatly straddles the lemon/lime con-
troversy in this aromatic drink.

4 large fresh basil leaves

14 ozs. vodka

5 ozs. tomato juice, chilled

Y4 teaspoon celery salt

I or 2 dashes Tabasco

I teaspoon Worcestershire

I tablespoon freshly squeezed lemon

juice
' teaspoon horseradish
Celery stick and lime wedge, for gar-
nish

Clip stems of basil. Add all ingredients
but garnish to chilled blender container;
blend until smooth. Pour over ice cubes in
12- or l4-0z. glass. Plant celery stick in
glass. Squeeze in lime juice and drop peel
into glass.

“21" CLUB SUPERMARY

The *“217 Club’s talented bartender,
Bru Mysak, will mix your drink any way

- ‘.——’-—!’: -3
q“—.ﬂ,‘{"’*.}__’-_
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you want it. Here’s a special mary he
whipped up for Clark Gable.

1Yz ozs. vodka

2%, ozs. thick tomato juice, chilled

Juice of %2 lemon

3 dashes Worcestershire

Y2 oz. clam juice

I oz. consommé

Y4 teaspoon prepared horseradish

3 dashes Hungarian paprika

3 or 4 grinds black pepper

3 dashes celery salt

Add all ingredients to shaker with ice
cubes. Shake gently, with rocking action,
just until ingredients are combined. Strain
over ice in chilled 12-0z. collins glass.

BARTENDER'S BLOODY MARY

From Dan Lessa, president of the
International Bartender's School, New
‘ork City—an educated bloody mary.

1% ozs. vodka

3 ozs. tomato juice

1 teaspoon tomato paste

2 dashes Worcestershire

s teaspoon white horseradish

1 teaspoon fresh lemon juice

{

=

“So, Ludung, these are your goddamn ‘Variations

2 grinds black pepper

Salt, if desired

Chill everything that’s chillable. Add
vodka, juice, tomato paste and two ice
cubes to shaker. Roll shaker gently, using
wrist action; do not shake up and down.
Add remaining ingredients and another
ice cube. Turn shaker over several times
more. Strain into chilled glass without ice.

BERMUDA MARY

A local variation on the bloody mary
from the Rum Runner’s Pub & Restau-
rant, Hamilton, Bermuda—featuring a
hot local product, sherry peppers.

1Yz ozs. vodka

6 ozs. V-8, chilled

Y4 oz. Outerbnidge’s Sherry Peppers

Sauce

Y, oz. Worcestershire

Juice of % lemon

Pepper, to taste

Salt, if desired

Lemon slice and celery

garnish

Stir all ingredients but garnish until
well combined. Pour over ice in collins

stick, for

'!9,

glass. Hang lemon wheel on rim of glass.
Add celery stick.

SOFT LANDING

Harry's Bar, Florence, adds the digestif
properties of Unicum to the restorative
powers of bloody mary for a gentle
Unicuming down.

1% ozs. vodka

1 teaspoon Unicum

3 ozs. thick tomato juice, chilled

2 teaspoons lemon juice

2 dashes Tabasco

Salt, to taste

Cucumber slice, for garnish

Add all ingredients but garnish to
shaker with ice. Shake well to combine.
Strain into wineglass. Hang slice of
cucumber on rim of glass.

RITZY MARY
(For four)

From the Ritz-Carlton, Atlanta, a drink
they call the ultimate bloody mary.

4 ozs. Pertsovka vodka

2 ozs. Aalborg Akvavit

12 ozs. tomato juice, chilled

Y2 teaspoon horseradish

Yz teaspoon Pickapeppa

¥ teaspoon white pepper

V4 teaspoon celery salt

Tabasco, to taste

Cherry tomato, shrimp and tall celery

stick, for garnish

Prepare 4 tall, salt-rimmed glasses
(directions below). Combine all ingredi-
ents but garnish in large pitcher or mixing
glass. Stir well; chill. Fill prepared glasses
with ice cubes. Pour tomato mixture over
ice in glasses, dividing evenly. Garnish
each glass with cherry tomato, shrimp and
celery stick.

To frost glasses: Combine 2 ozs. salt
with 1 scant teaspoon Lawry’s seasoned
salt and sprinkle onto linen napkin. Mois-
ten rims of glasses with lemon juice. Invert
glasses and swirl in salt mixture.

BIANCO BLOODY MARY
(For two)

Casa Grasanti, Louisville, has a strong
commitment to wine, which is reflected in
this untraditional bloody mary.

6 ozs. V-8, chilled

6 ozs. dry white wine, chilled

2 teaspoons beef broth or bouillon

2 teaspoon Worcestershire

Dash Tabasco

Dash celery salt

Combine all ingredicnts in pitcher. Stir
well and chill. To serve, pour over ice in 2
wineglasses, dividing mixture evenly.

What's the best bloody mary of all?
That’s a matter of taste. What's the best
bloody-mary presentation? T.G.I. Fri-
day’s, hands down. This New York bistro
brings the bottle to the table and encour-
ages you to add as much vodka as vou like
to vour drink. Nice idea! Why not try it at
your next brunch blast?
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(continued from page 92)

“The whole affarr would have a Zenlike quality—:if

the ramifications weren’t so distressing.”

This may well be one of his sanguine
moments. My reavsoy editor’s idea, of
course—always looking for a discomfiting
¢lement in whatever story I'm assigned.
“*Hook up with Sam in Geneva,” he said.
“He’ll be a great help and lots of Tun.™

“Has it occurred to you.” I replied,
“that this man makes his living heckling
my father on national TV?”

Sam eyes me with a mixture of curiosity
and skepticism, his bushy evebrows, so de-
monically prominent at relevised news
conferences, arching quizzically. “How far
1s the conference center?” he demands.
“I've got 1o make the McFarlane briefing.”

“Pretty close,” | tell him, but he has
already spun on his heels and headed off
down the street for the press conference
being held by then—Natonal Security
Advisor Robert **Bud™ McFarlane.

The same weird, morbid fascination has
drawn both Sam and me to Geneva. We're
not alone. About 3000 journalists from
every crevice on the planet have gathered
to watch as the President of the United
States and General Secretary Gorbachev
ol the Soviet Union’s Communist Party
meet for the first time to see il they can’t
forestall nuclear oblivion. Optimism is not
running rampant. Each side has more
than 10,000 multimegaton  warheads
aimed at cach other—hideous radiation-
spewing devices capable of reducing entire
citics to glassy parking lots, their citizenry
to shadows on fragments of walls. The
President promises a vast. laser-equipped,
particle-beam rail-gun space shield to pro-
tect us from Soviet missiles. The general
secretary, his economy in a centralized
shambles, is in no mood for technological
leaplrog. Under such circumstances, the
terrain of traditional psychology drops off
precipitously. Survival mechanisms over-
load and shori-circuit. Leaders subjected
to the stress of impending Armageddon
could shp into a dangerous what-the-hell
nihilism: “General, tell your boys to give
those keys a crank, then high-tail it up to
Camp David. Nancy’s mixing up a pitcher
of margaritas. We're gonna circle the lawn
chairs and watch the whole show [rom the
back porch.”

Other issues reverberate in the frosty
Alpine air. Is a 7.1 percent unemployment
rate an atocity equivalent to the gulag?
Will the Soviets agree to destrov their
chemical-weapons stockpiles before using
them up on Afghamstan? When will the
Bolshoi Ballet revisit New York? But the
overriding  concern  is  nuclear  peril.
Bounding along in Sam’s wake, shuttling
between press conferences, 1 begin 1o
glimpse the frayed edges of a story con-
taiing major elements of the human con-

dition—{frustration, rage, hallucination.

The design ol the main conference hall
at the International Conlerence Center is
early Umited Navons. Unadomed. Vaguely
Scandinavian. Audiences—in  this case,
reporters—sit  at  long.  baize-covered
tables fitted with microphones and head-
sets lor simultancous translation. Sam and
I take [ront-row seats in a section reserved
by ABC. It’s a full house. Journalists
are attending this press conference and
others like it not in hopes of scaring up any
real news—there is none—but in the
interest of seeming busy to their bosses/
editors/news directors back home. Fact 1s,
there haven’t been any stories for days, a
situation unlikely 1o change undl at least
Tuesday, when the President and the gen-
eral secretary meet in a small lakeside chi-
teau, soon to become a condominium.
That leaves a lot of newsies on deadline
with nothing to report. The whole allair
would have a Zenlike quality—masons
building a wall without bricks—if the
ramifications weren’t so distressing.

For a change, Americans aren’t the only
ones holding press briefings. The Soviets,
increasingly eager to join their Western
counterparts in manipulating the Western
media, have made themselves unusually
available. Just prior to the McFarlane con-
lerence, Georgi A. Arbatov, head of Mos-
cow’s Institute ol the United States and
Canada, and Soviet spokesman Leonid M.
Zamvatin conducted thetr own encounter
with the press. Both are grizzled veterans,
long practiced in the Kremlin’s grim
methodology. Suddenly, they find them-
sclves having to attempt charm when con-
fronted  with all these running-dog
Jjournalists. The straim on their jowls must
be excruciating.

The Western press, for its part, responds
with an excess of circumspection. Ques-
tions posed to the Soviets, far [rom being
pointed or combative, float in like looping,
slow-pitch softballs.

Ome incident, however, offers a glimpse
under the Soviets’ cheery masks. Irina
Grivnina, a diminutive, gray-haired wom-
an, until two weeks previous a Russian
citizen, now working for a Dutch periodi-
cal, took a microphone and launched into
a tirade against human-rights abuses in
the USSR, Morally delensible but
clearly out of line for a working journalist.
She drew boos from some reporters in the
hall. Now, any Western press spokesman
worth his air fare would have defused the
sitnation and carried off the day with a
gently humorous retort. The Soviets got
hufty. “Do we have 1o call in the militia
and have this woman removed?” shricked
Zamyatn, who must have thought he was

back m Moscow.

Back at the McFarlane briefing. things
are proceeding fitfullv.

“Let's get Sam out ol the way.” says
Press Secretary Larry Speakes. winking.

Sam bristles. 'l wait until My, McFar-
lane calls on me.”

There is nothing meaningful, though,
that Sam or anvone ¢lse can ask—at least.
nothing McFarlane is likelv 10 answer in
depth. Finally, Sam waves his bright-red
necktic at Speakes. “Let’s wrap this up,”
he rumbles, pointing to his watch. A few
last desultory attempts at interrogation
and everyone hles out into the damp eve-
ning air.

Late night. I fall into a deep and deeply
troubled sleep. Somewhere among ravaged
synapses and arrhythmically firing neu-
rons, a twisted dream takes shape.

.

There comes an insistend rapping at my
door. 1 fall out of bed into a yoom that has
taken on the contovted proportions of Dr.
Caligari’s cabinet. Operang the door, I find
Sam standing in the hall, clad head to toe in
back, furiously working his brows—arch
left, furrow right, arch right, furrow lefi.
“Gel dressed,” he says. “Something dark. We
haven’t a momeni o lose.”

“Sam,” I sav—I feel like 've wandeyed
mio a German-expressionist wel dream—
“whal the hell?”

He veaches out and clamps a hand onto my
face, pinching the checks together. “Say,
‘Bubby-chub.””

“Bmphf!™

“Close enough.” He unlocks his grip and
vesumes arching and furrowing. “Gol any
camao paint?”

“What's with the eyebrows?™ I ask, pulling
a sweater over my head,

“They're a valuable tool of my trade.” He
stares at me. “T've gotta keep “em in shape for
mtimidation purposes.”

Snow is falling lightly as we it the streel.
It dusts the sidewalk. making our shoes
squeak with every step. Sam breaks into a
rangy lope, knees bent, arms low, head sweep-
ing back and forth. He seems lo be scanning
for something—some scenl, perhaps.

“What are we doing out heve?” I pant, jog-
ging alongside.

“This 15 what we big-time journalists call
investigative reporting,” he replies.

“OK, OK." I take another swallow of cold
air. “And just what are we mvestigating?”™

Without breaking stride, Sam reaches into
a leather bag dangling from his neck and
brings a pinch of small green leaves io his
motth. Ruminating slowly, he throws me a
sidelong glance.

“The Greal Game.” he says.

Now I'm confused and pissed off. I grab
Sam’s arm. pulling hom up short. “It’s the
middle of the wight; it’s freezing; and you
drag me out of bed with some bullshit
story. . . ."7 The look in his eyes—fixed on
somellung up the way—culs me off. I follow
his gaze just in time to caich a long black car
silently turning onio a side street.

“That’s a ZIL hmousine!” shouts Sam. "It
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must be Gorbachev!” Without another word,
he takes off in purswut.
.

Journalists unwinding after a tough day
have certain requirements: well-stocked
bars with breakaway furniture—joints
where vou're handed a tab as vou come
through the door and vour employer can
mail a check to cover damages; floor shows
featuring lusty youths performing in risqué
fashion with dancing bears; in short,
debauchery made quick and easy. These
and many other amusements are not to be
found in staid Geneva. What vou will find
are banks and watches. Banque Suisse,
Cartier, Citicorp, Patek Philippe.  All
eventually blend together. Time is money
and, in Geneva, money buys time. George
Will, columnist and ABC commentator,
observing sadly these temporal commodi-
tics, proclaims the Swiss “penultimate
bourgeois capitalists.”

With saturnalian excess a dim prospect
and shopping cxpensive, most journalists
are chividing their time between two
conference halls, one at the conference
center, the other at the Inter-Continental.
Searching for Sam at the latter, I fight my
way through a maelstrom of tripod-
mounted cameras, boom mikes and arc
lights. Despondent reporters clatter away
on typewriters or portable word processors.

Up front, a commotion erupts. The
throng surges, then parts, and 1 catch
sight of Sam, his teeth locked onto the
hand of a statuesque CNN field producer.
As I reach them, Sam is stll emitting ter-
ricr growls from between clenched jaws
and the woman is looking around for any
heavy object within reach.

No one labors under the illusion that
these press bricfings provide anything but
fresh television pictures for the evening
news. If Bud McFarlane should neglect to
change his tie from day to day, even those
would be worthless. The mood among
those with daily deadlines has turned
particularly ugly. TV reporters from local
stations in California, for instance, feed
live dispatches at one, three and five am |

\

then spend all day vainly chasing leads.
Not surprisingly, they've taken on the
aspect of journalistic junk-yard dogs,
snapping at anything that smells ripe.
Some have decided that, in the absence of
legitimate news, | would make a good
story. Photographers and camera crews
have begun showing up in the lobby of my
hotel and chasing me down the street. One
German reporter, rumpled and bleary, looks
as il he spent all night staking out my lobby.

Sam is bearing up relatively well, but
even he feels the strain of piccing together
coherent news segments out of disjointed
nonevents. “Is this a summit meeting or a
mecting at the summit?” he yells at a
departing McFarlane, who ignores him.

[rina Grivnina has returned to the con-
ference center, causing Arbatov and Co. to
stalk out in a rage. Local authorities, she
claims, are trying to strip her of press
accreditation. Some of the assembled jour-
nalists are sympathetic, vouching for her
story. Others are downright belligerent.
One short, stocky man lunges at her and
has to be physically restrained. A tall
Asian fellow berates her at length—“You
ruined our press conference!”—until
somcone tells him to go fuck himself.

Picking our way along the fringe of the
crowd, Sam and 1 look for an opening.

“I don’t think we can get any closer,” |
shrug.

“Wanna bet?”’ says Sam.

Wielding his walkie-talkie like a bolo,
Sam leaps onto a table. More timid souls
scatter like dry leaves.

At dinner, over a bottle ol '79 Chamber-
tin, I apprise Sam of my plans for the next
day. When the summiteers meet for the
first time at Chateau Fleur D'Eau, 'l be
on the inside. I'm aware that the White
House press corps, stuck out in the cold,
will probably become enraged. I might as
well jump into a cage full of hungry lions
dressed as a lame zcbra. But, hell, oppor-
tunities like this don’t come along often.

Sam nods in solemn assent. “You'd be a
fool not to go for it.” He raises his glass.

“I hate it when you overtip!”

Huddled against a stiff wind on the sec-
ond-story-window ledge of a nondeseript
warchouse, Sam and I peer through frosted
panes at a scene almost breath-takmgly
bizarre. Inside, the two superpower leaders,
fanked by their most prominent advisors, are
seated around a cooular green-felt labletop.
Chips are stacked high and cards are flying.

The general secretary execules a rapnud deal
from a crimson deck.

“Ante up, boys,” he grumbles in heavily
accenled English. “Intevmediate vange or bel-
ter lo open.”

I look to Sam for explanation. “Like I told
you . . . the Greal Game.” he whispers. “You
probably thought that tevm veferred to geopol-
itics. It's rveally five-card stud.” He squnis
intently through the window. “The entire
course of history could change with the heck
of the draw.”

Gorbachev slaps his cards onto the tabie.
“Ha! I've got a pair of mines in a Nicara-
guan harbor!”

The President smiles faintly and carvefully
arranges his own hand in front of him. “You
lose,” he says. “I'm looking at a Helsink
walch committee . . . Sakharov high.”

For a moment, Gorbachev is speechless;
then he begins to sputter. “This . . . this s
impermissible. There arve no such cavds in the
deck.”

“Well, Mickex™—the Presidenl is still
smiling—"maybe not in your deck, but they're
sure as hell in mine.”

The general secretary davkens with anger.
“Viktor!” He snaps his fingers at a urly aide
looming in the shadows. “Bring me my “fool-
ball""

Viktor slides a bulky attaché case onto the
table. Gorbachev flips it open and poises hs
forefinger over a phosphorescently glowing
red button. “Is this what you want?” he asks,
glowering.

.

I wake in a cold sweat. Outside my win-
dow, the morning is gray, threatening. A
frigid wind blusters off the lake.

At 7:45, in the lobby of the Inter-Conti-
nental, 1 rendezvous with my White
House contact. In tow is ace photojournal-
ist David Hume Kennerly, on assignment
for Time magazine. Kennerly and [ have
both exploited ties to the Administration
to gain access to the first plenary session at
Fleur D’Eau. As far as 1 know, we're the
only outsiders with ringside seats.

The scene outside the chateau is rem-
iniscent ol a coup in some small co-
caine autocracy. An excited mob, wielding
a dangerous assortment of light poles,
telephoto lenses and various extension
devices, heaves insistently against the main
gate. The press pool wants inside . .
now! Stern-faced Secret  Servicemen,
shoulder to shoulder with Uzi-toting Swiss
army regulars, just manage to hold the
line. Atop the walls, menacing coils of con-
certina wire deter the intrepid,

“My God,” gasps Kennerly, “we’ll
never make it through that crowd. If they
catch on we're getting special access,
they’ll. . . . He swallows. “*Have you
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ever seen a man literally torn to picces?”
Not a pretty sight. “There must be a
tell him, and we back
away from the increasingly ugly spectacle.
Kemnerly and I are treading a razor-
thin line. In the news business, people lose

side entrance,” 1

sleep worrying about getting scooped.
Consequently, among the best journahsts,
a camaraderie develops that precludes
back stabbing. In gaining entree to the
summit, the two of us are trampling all
over that camaraderie. We both have our
rationales. Kennerly, a White House pho-
tographer during the Ford Administration,
applied months in advance and, as far as
he knows, no one else ever did. My own
interest is a citizen’s curiosity. With peace
and war on the agenda, how could 1 pass
up an insider’s perspective? Regardless, at
the end of the day, we’ll have to leave the
cozy. firelit warmth of the chiteau. Out-
side the walls, stomping around in the bit-
ter cold, an angry gang of reporters will be
waltling.

The chateau is empty except for a few
advance personnel and Secret Service
agents. With nearly two hours to kill
before the scheduled ten-a.s kickoll, Ken-
nerly and I wander about unhindered.
Well, not exactly. Upon recently returning
from a short trip to Vietnam, Kennerly
discovered that a particularly nasty para-
site had taken up residence in his large
intestine. He now requires constant rehy-
dration. In the midst of his perusing the

stretch-oval table over which the two lead-
ers will parlay, a look of sheer anxietv
washes over him and he dashes upstairs
secking relief.

About ten minutes before the appointed
hour, the President’s motorcade roars up
the dnve. The Secret Service A-team
sweeps in, followed by the President, Sec-
retary of State George Shultz, Chiel of
Staff Don Regan, McFarlane, Ambassador
to the Soviet Union Arthur Hartman, Paul
Nitze, Rozanne Ridgway et al. Quickly—
there isn’t much time before Gorbachev
arrives—npeople collect in clusters to go
over last-minute details or maybe to psych
up. There is an understandable
expectancy and uncertainty. Whether or
not history will be made here today, this
event is clearly a bigger deal than, say, the
Rose Bowl. The stakes, for one thing—the
potential incineration of the Northern
Hemisphere—are somewhat higher.

In the blue antechamber where the two
summiteers will shortly suffer the atten-
tions of various press pools, Shultz, Regan,
McFarlane and Larry Speakes huddle
around the President. Discussion turns to
his midnight-blue overcoat. Should he
wear it when stepping outside to greet
Gorbachev? The Soviet leader will almost
certainly be bundled up against the damp
chill. Will he consider it a subtle effort at
one-upmanship if his opposite number
isn’t similarly attired?

The leader of the free world makes a

air of

command decision. “Hell, if you're at
home and somebody comes to visit, you
don’t put on a coat just to answer the
door.” The off. “He'll
understand.”™

There is a whisper of tires on gravel as a
big ZIL pulls up to the back entrance.
Gorbachev slides out and

OVErcoat comes

doffs his hat.
The President guides him up the stairs
with an amicable hand on his elbow.

Flashbulbs pop, motor drives whir as
members of the internauonal media file
through the blue room, Propped up in
beige-upholstered  armchairs, the Presi-
dent and the general secretary look like
part of a diorama in some Disney caval-
cade of nuclear history. Both men seem
tense, Gorbachey more so. He smiles oc-
casionally but soon settles into his
customed deadpan. No wonder. If the
President fails here in Geneva, his ap-
proval rating drops. If Gorbachev blows
it—is tricked, say, into allowing demo-
cratic reform in Poland-—he could wind up
as kibble for Sibenian sled dogs.

Pressed into a corner, fecling more and
more empathy for Gorbachev's plight, I
try to remain inconspicuous to the press.
It's hopeless, not least because I'm wear-
ing a bright-red shirt.

What does one wear to a summit meet-
ing? The U.S. team scems to have opted
for standard, Washington-issue, sober
suits. (The exception: Bernard Kalb,
who’s sporting a god-awful bright-orange

ac-
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necktic with a cigarette burn at the tip.)
The Russians are actually a bit funkier
than our guys, but I'll bet I'm the only one
on the premises wearing blue jeans and
red hightop Recboks.

Gorbachev is staring at me, perhaps
wondering, Who's this guy in the funny
clothes? | give him a nod and return the
gaze. The general secretary, | read some-
where, likes to intimidate with eye contact,
a la Lyndon Johnson. Maybe he figures to
warm up on me. We stare and stare, long
past the point of comfort or courtesy. His
eyces are coldly critical. The problem—his
problem—is that I've got nothing better to
do. No cne 1s thrusting a boom mike into
my lace, asking, “How’re you two getting

along so far?” His eyes glaze and trail off

toward the floor.

Kennerly is doing a crackerjack job of
insinuating himsell into places he’s less
than welcome. Cameras strapped around
him like bandoleers, he angles from room
to room, popping up unexpectedly, work-
ing the margins of tolerance. Already,
Soviet advance men are incensed because
he has upset the agreed-upon balance of
reporters—two per side. The last straw is
delivered when he actually follows the
President and the general secretary into a
second anteroom, where they’ll conduct
their first téte-a-téte. He's muscled out by a
K .G.B. agent the size of a Celtics center.

Those who (A) believe the President is
too dim-witted to resist giving away Long

Island to a wily Gorbachev and/or (B) sul-
fer anxiety at being so long removed from
what they fondly call the *‘process”
become increasingly edgy as the leaders’
private meeting, originally scheduled for
ten minutes, stretches to an hour. One
hapless aide asks the Secretary ol State
whether someone shouldn’t step in and
break things up. Shultz replies that he
ought to reconsider his notions of states-
manship or seek employment elsewhere.

Just over an hour since they began, the
President and the gencral secretary
emerge, smiling, and repair to the plenary
session—six advisors to a side, simultane-
ous translation (a victory for the Ameri-
cans: The Soviets preferred to slow things
down by translatimg only after someone
had finished speaking). Another hour or so
passes before they break for lunch.

The afternoon session begins more
briskly than the morning’s—no more
photo opportunities. Along with Presiden-
tial biographer Edmund Morris, 1 decide

to remain closer to the action. Instead of

whiling away the time in an upstairs hold-
ing room, we adjourn to the blue ante-
chamber. Ears pressed to the door, we can
with difficulty make out what's being said
in conference.

Gorbachev launches into an extended
summary of world history as viewed
through the Kremlin’s magic kaleido-
scope. He goes on for so long | end up
slumped on the floor, exhausted. As the

President gears up to respond, Morris
whips out 2 small note pad and begins to
scribble. We're just about to review the
Baruch Plan when a member of the Soviet
delegation enters the room from outside.
“Nyet! Nyet!” he cries, upon spotting
Morris and his pad. He rushes over and
pulls the startled writer away from the door.
I don’t move a muscle but try, instead,
to appear coolly nonchalant—difficult
when you're crouched down with your ear
to a keyhole. The stocky Russian eyes me
up and down disgustedly and mutters
something under his breath. For a
moment, I'm afraid he may fling open the
door and denounce me to his superiors. [
can picture the headlines: “PEACE TALKS
COLLAPSE/YOUNG REAGAN CAUGHT SPYING.”
What started out as a fine idea—a soli-
tary stroll to a pool house for a quiet
chat—turns into a circus train. As Gorba-
chev and the President wend their way
down a garden path, the Secret Service
and the K.G.B. compete to see who can
secure this bush, that hedgerow. Everyone
else hurtles around in rough approxima-
tion of a soccer riot. The leaders hunker
down in the warm glow of a fire while the
rest of us shiver outdoors, and the day
ends with word of a news blackout. Once
again, there will be little of substance for

journalists to report, leaving them plenty

of time to find tar, feathers and rope, and
go hunting with Kennerly and me.
Returning to my hotel, 1 find messages

simoke

please try Carlton.
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from what must be every news organization
on earth. Collectively summarized, they
amount to, “*You cheesy bastard, how dare
vou employ nepotism to scoop us and, by
the way, could we have an interview?”

The phone is ringing as I reach my
room. A voice | barely recognize as Ken-
nerly’s quavers over the line. “Have vou
gotten vour messages vet?” he chokes.

“Yes.”

“We're dead men. You know that, don’t
you?” The poor guy is now gibbering. *'I'm
sure Newsweek has a contract out on me!”

Vel s 5

“Listen,” Kennerly savs. “We've gotta
get out of the country . . . fast. I know a
casino across the border in France . . .
seedy joint; nobody goes there. Don’t sav
anvthing to anvbody . . . I'll pick vou up
in 15 minutes.” He hangs up.

The next several hours disintegrate into
a blur of high-speed driving, roulette
wheels and cheap champagne. Kennerly is
a wraith, haunted by dcath, plagued by
his bowels, squandering his money on the
long-shot hands of dissipated Frenchmen.
Not until the wee hours do we risk crossing
back into Switzerland, there to dream or
confront our nightmares.

L ]

The President slides his chair back from the
table. “Two can play this game,” he says, his
voice suddenly gone steely. “My foothall.” He
motions to Bud McFarlane, who dutifully sets
a boxy case on the table.

Out on the window ledge, I hear my teeth
begin to chalter, more from fear than from the
cold. I think of my wife, the children we may
never have, and stare dumbly through the
glass al two men plunging headlong into a
nuclear inferno. Soon the missiles will leave
their silos, carrying with them on vast, arcing
trajeclories the demise of civilization, the
death of humankind. Nuclear winter. Fall-
oul. The End Days. At my side, Sam begins
softly chanting what sounds like a prayer.

The President fiddles with a couple of
latches, unzips a zipper and opens his case.
Slowly, purposefully, he draws out . . . a
foothall. “Caich,” he says, grinning, and flips
the ball to Gorbachev.

Around the table, tense jaws relax ever so
slightly. LZven the general secretary allows
hamself a faint smile.

“I's getting a little warm in here, Mickey,
don’l you think?”" The President loosens his
tie. “Why don't you and I go out back and toss
the old pigskin avound? C'mon . . . for the
Gipper?™

From behind some trash bins, Sam and [
watch as the two most powerful men in the
world cavort across a deserted back lot, clouds
of steam huffing from thewr mouths. On the
side lines, the Secret Service and the K.G.B.
have gathered into an impromptu cheerlead-
g squad; “Hit ‘em high, hit 'em low. . . "

Sam turns to me. “We may as well pack it
in and get a good night's sleep. There's noth-
g more to report on heve.”

Tiptocing away, 1 take one last look
over my shoulder. The President fades back
and then pump-fakes to Secretary Shultz.

Spotting Gorbachev on a sprint-outl inlo
the flat, he hollers, “Go long, Mickey! Go
long!”

.

“U.S. out of Nicaragua! Get out of Cen-
tral America!” On his way into the Inter-
Continental following a day’s haggling at
the Soviet Mission, Shulz glances up at a
woman shouting down from the mezza-
nine balcony. Sam and I look up, too, just
in time to see her wing a roll of toilet paper
over the Secretary of State’s head. Sam is
not technically on duty; Jack McQuethy,
ABC’s State Department correspondent,
is covering the Shultz arrival. But while
you can take a race horse out of the run,
you can’t take the run out of a race horse.
Sam grabs a camera crew and dashes up
the stairs just in time to see the woman
carried into a back room by security
agents. Back down an escalator he goes
and hits the revolving doors at a run.

“Where're you going?” I'm getting an
eerie feeling of déja vu.

“*They’ve gotta take that woman out of
here,” he vells over his shoulder, “and
they’re not gonna usc the front door!™

In the dark, we race around the side of
the building. Sam lunges up an ivy-
covered slope, his shoes slipping on the
wet ground. Behind us, lugging camera
and sound cquipment, his crew struggles
gamely.

Sam is the only reporter on hand as the
woman is led peacefully w a squad car.
Upon seeing lights and a camera, she
launches into her best impression of an
abused political prisoner.

I've had better days. As expected, the
press is furious that I was allowed in-
side the chiteau. At the Soviet Mission for
the President’s arrival, [ was heckled from
the rooftops by a CNN reporter. Other
journalists have resorted to sarcasm.
“*How're you coping with the news black-
out?” they jeer. I can’t blame them, really.
In a strange country. Jet lag. Bad weather.
No access to the big story. They feel
cheated—by their editors, by the White
House Press Office, by Kennerly, by me.

Where 1s Kennerly? Last I heard, he'd
padlocked himself in his room and slid a
note under the door expressing his belief
that Newsweek, the K.G.B. and possibly
the French Mafia werc after him and
detailing demands for sale passage out of
Switzerland and a safe house in northern
Verment. Obviously, his years as a war
correspondent, plus that parasite, have
taken their toll.

The fourth floor of the Noga Hilton is
command central for ABC. Entire corri-
dors of rooms have been given over to
Good Morning America, ABC Evening
News, etc. In editing room number one,
what he refers to as “‘the center of the uni-
verse,” Sam struggles to patch together his
segment for the night’s broadcast. Images
of the day’s events flicker across a bank of
video monitors. Here is the President
wheeling up to the Soviet Mission for the
afternoon session and facing a gaggle of

reporters. What does he make of Don
Regan’s suggestion, in a Washington Post
interview, that women are not interested
in the particulars of arms control? True to
form, instead of admitting that Regan has
a few screws loose, as well as a porcine
perspective on feminism and womanhood,
the President stands by his man, explain-
ing, ““T'hat’s not what he meant.” Gorba-
chev, who has soaked in the exchange,
draws a bead on the same question and
knocks it out of the ball park. Soviets, 1;
U.S., 0. Thanks, Don.

A burst of static, a flurry of video snow.
There's Raisa Gorbachev, throwing a lav-
ish tea for the First Lady and wearing a
prison matron's black skirt, white shirt
and black necktie. What gives? Where's
the Givenchy? As it turns out, these will be
just about the only television pictures of
Raisa broadcast in the US.S.R.

Sam plays enfant terrible for most of the
cvening, occasionally driving his pro-
ducer, Dave Kaplan, out of the room in a
barely controlled rage. What Kaplan does
during these interludes. 1 don’t know, but
I can just make out the muffied thud of a
head banging against a wall. This has not
been an easy assignment for any of us—an
event of far-reaching consequences that
defies in-depth coverage, in a soulless city
socked in by inclement weather. Even the
Alps are obscured by fog.

It is almost midnight when Sam and 1,
along with Kaplan and correspondent
John Martin, pile into a car and head for a
restaurant whose owner has promised to
hold dinner for us. There is little traffic.
The rows of shops are shut tight. The
entire city seems locked in an icy embrace.
Only the prostitutes valiantly ply their
trade. As we round a corner, one mini-
skirted gamine wobbles across the street,
her stiletto heels accentuating the length of
her bare legs. She huddles with a friend in
a doorway, sharing a cigarette.

Several bottles of wine later, we leave
the restaurant. The car Sam radioed for
half an hour earlier is nowhere to be
found. He tries the walkie-talkie again but
receives only vague, garbled transmis-
sions. In an cflort to keep warm, we swing
into a misbhegotten dance—part ballet
grotesque, part Tae Kwon Do. Sam,
graceful in the way of some large, fightless
birds, is a study in gyrating angles.

There’s one day left to go. The President
and the general secretary will appear to-
gether, smiling, shaking hands. They’ll
issue a bland joint communiqué, sat-
isfactory to no one but diplomatic bu-
reaucrats. Raisa’s limousine will be scen
flashing up and down the quai, perhaps
in pursuit of one last fashion bargain. But
for me, the story ends in a lamplit coda
outside a restaurant. in the shadow of a
railroad trestle.

Just one more day.

“Heeevaaah!” Sam shouts and flings
himself into the air. His voice echoes from
stone facades across the frosted streets.

tl
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records on Sony Digital equipment, play him back
on a Sony Compact Disc Player.

When it comes to capturing the experience of live
music, no audio equipment delivers the performance of
digital audio.

Thats why George Benson, creator of Breezin' the
best-selling jazz recording n history, has decided to
invest in digital equipment.

And the name this leader in jazz/pop fusion chooses,
interestingly enough, is the leader in digital audio: Sony.

Not only has Sony led the way in professional digital
recording equipment, we also invented the digital system
for playback—the compact disc player. Sony introduced
the first home, car and portable CD players. And Sony
sells more types of compact disc players than anyone
else in the world.

But whichever Sony Compact Disc Player you
choose, each allows you to hear the music the way the
artist originally intended.

So why not do what George Benson does? Play back
the top-selling compact discs the same way they were
mastered. On Sony Digital equipment. Youl find that
when 1t comes to bringing you close to the music, nothing
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Presenting the Sony Discman," the world’s
smallest portable compact disc player.
Hardly larger than the disc itself, the fully program-
mable Discman®* D-7DX comes complete with carrying
case, headphones and a rechargeable battery. Every-
thing you need for digital audio on the go.
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I- '\lj C- I-I (: I.C N IE {continued from page 79)

““I didn’t see what was really going on until this

cvening. And I was nearly too late.

1

pulled us apart, I had Mulroney beaten.
113 had a fat lip and a bloody nose, and
my4 ear hurt like blazes, but nobody laid a
hand on me2, Mulroney had three black
eves, a split lip, a bruised check and was
out cold and had to be revived.

“Get some more cuffs in here,”” 14 told
one of the guards. “You’ve got a would-be
killer on vour hands—all six of him.”

“You're crazy, Kilborn!” Mulroney6
shouted. reddening.

“Yeah! You'll lose your license for this,”
het added and shook his35 fists in my?
direction.

Hel wiped his! bloody nose and said
contemptuously, “It's all a blull. He
thinks he'll be a hero.”

“He’ll be on skid row by the time I'm
finished with him,” he? said, wincing at
the pain of his2 split lip.

“If it’s a bluff, call me,” I4 said. “Open
the mail you brought down with you.”

Mulroney® gave a superior snift of
laughter. ‘I don’t open my mail, Kilborn.
Barry gets paid to do that.”

“That’s what you counted on. But
tonight it’s your turn.” I4 turned to Barry.
“Give me the mail you were taking
inside.”

“Go ahead, Kilborn, tamper with my
mail. Add a Federal rap to the assault
charge I'm going to hit you with,”
Mulroney? said.

I4 took the mail and locked at him one
by one, then 14 started to sort through the
letters. 14 had a pretty good idea of what
4 was looking for. 4 Aipped one envelope
into Mulroney6’s lap. He# jumped and
12,6 turned pale, but he3.5 didn’t flinch. 14
flipped a second and a third, and as 4

“You figure it. We're naked, and we’re not
horny and we’re not frustrated. They wear clothes, and
they're continually preoccupied with sex.”

picked out a slightly thicker one, he3
cracked.

“Not that one, Kilborn! That's the
bomb!” hed cried, jumping to his$ feet.
Heli25 buried hish25 face in hisl25
hands and 4 passed out.

Mulroney® glared at me? with icy eves.
“Two hundred million people are going to
hate you for this, Kilborn,” heb said.

[4 shrugged that off. “They'll have to
get in line, like everybody else,™ 12 said.

“I could have been a great dramatic
company. The Provincetown Players . . .
the Group Theater . . . the Royal Shake-
speare Company!” heb said in a deep,
rolling voice none of us had heard belore.
Suddenly, heb rose and Aung out hisé arm
to point at Barry, who flinched at the sheer
power of the gesture. “But fie chained me
to bufloonery with contract after contract!
He condemned me to prance and caper for
the groundlings when 1 should have been
moving the gods to tears! He . . that
greedy little man . . . Burgo Barry . . .
made me a clown!”

“He also made you a millionaire,” 13
reminded him.

I! rose and went to the bar. “Why don't
I make us all a drink?”

°

Gutierrez came back to the dressing-
room lounge afier secing Mulroney safely
downtown. She had a rough night ahead,
handling a sellout crowd that was about to
be told that The Great Mulroney was
going 1o be performing for a very select
audience of fellow prisoners in an engage-
ment that would last for the next ten to 20
years, with no tours. All the same,
Guuierrez was wearing her Christmas-
morning smile. There were smiles all
around, even on Barrv. When [ told him
the story, he nearly collapsed, but when he
recovered, he promised me a fat bonus.

“What the hell are you, Kilborn, a
magician? Or were you holding out on
me?” Guticrrez asked as she raised her
glass of Mulroney's best Scotch in a
grudging salute.

“I didn’t see what was really going on
until this evening. And 1 was nearly too
late. Another two minutes. . . .77 14 shook
my4 head and sipped my? Apollinaris.

“What was the tip-off ?”

“We all overlooked one obvious fact. We
told ourselves Mulroney couldn’t be in any
real danger, because nobody could smug-
gle a weapon of any kind into this building.
And all the ume, we ignored Mulroney's
private entrance and private elevator.”

“And private scanners. Right,” Gu-
tierrez said, nodding.

“One of which—the one that scans the
mail—was probably conveniently out of
commission for a brief period today,” 14
pointed out. ““That's how Mulroney could
cover himself for the letter bomb.™

I1 was still confused, though 11 was cer-
tainly proud of my4 work. “But we had no
reason o suspect Mulroney. He was the
one being threatened.”

*“That was the ingenious part of it. He
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If you've been reluctant to purchase sensual
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection
would like to offer you two things that may
change your mind:

1. A guarantee

2. Another guarantee

First, we guarantee your privacy. Should
you decide to order our catalogue or products,
your transaction will be held in the strictest
confidence.

Your name will never (never) be sold or
given to any other company. No unwanted,
embarrassing mailings. And everything we
ship to you is plainly packaged, securely
wrapped, without the slightest indication of
its contents on the outside.

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction.
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection
is the result of extensive research and real-
life testing. We are so certain that the risk of
disappointment has been eliminated from
our products, that we can actually guarantee
your satisfaction — or your money promptly,
unquestioningly refunded.

What is the Xandria Collection?

Itis a very, very special collection of sensual
aids. Itincludes the finest and most effective
products available from around the world.
Products that can open new doors to pleasure
(perhaps many you never knew existed!).

Sensual Aids:

How to order them
without embarrassment.

How to use them
without disappointment.

Our products range from the simple to the
delightfully complex. They are designed for
both the timid and the bold. For anyone
who's ever wished there could be something
more to their sensual pleasure.

If you're prepared to intensify your own
pleasure, then by all means send for the
Xandria Collection catalogue. It is priced at
just three dollars which is applied in full to
your first order.

Write today. You have absolutely nothing
to lose. And an entirely new world of
enjoyment to gain.

i The Xandria Collection, Dept. PB0586 :
1 P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 1
: Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the :
} Xandria Collection catalogue. Enclosed is my check or 1
1 money order for three dollars which will be applied 1
1 towards my first purchase. (LLS. Residents only). ]
Y P X
I 1
1 Name 1
I 1
1 Address - 1
] ]
1 Cit g AL
) Y y 1
: State Zip :
! 1 am an adult over 21 years of age: .
iy 1
: {signature required} :
: Xandria, 1245 16th 51, San Francisco. Void where :
1 prohibited by law. 1
1 I
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more: large. magnificent replicas
(many over 4 feet long!) with beautiful
walnut and mahogany planking, fit-
tings and details exquisitely cast in
bronze, brass and rare hardwoods.
Large scale plans, step-by-step in-
structions, all materials included.
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set it up so he could kill someone clse and
make it look like a botched attempt on his
own life. 1 should have figured it out when
I saw the pictures he had up all over the
walls—scenes from Oedipus Rex, Hamlel,
The lceman Cometh, Death of a Salesman,
The Novolny Affarr—all of them great
tragedies. There wasn’t a single comic
scene 1o be found,” 14 said, taking a sip of
my? mineral water.

“Just like the dressing rooms—all tragic
stufl. Here's the world’s greatest clown
and you'd think he hated comedy!” I3
said.

*He did. 1t was when he contradicted
himsell about the comedy material that it
all came together for me. Glad you raised
the question,” 14 said to mel. “1 was get-
ting a hittle suspicious of Mulroney. That's
why I asked for his autograph, so 1 could
get a comparison of the handwriting. But |
didn’t have anvthing solid until he got his
stories crossed about the absence of comic
memorabilia.”

Gutierrez finished her Scotch and set
down the glass. “Why Barry, though?
How would killing his manager get
Mulfroney out of comedy and into tragedy?
That was what he wanted, wasn™t 1it?”

I' shrugged. “Who knows? Check the
contracts.”

“He may have fhgured that Barry's
death would provide a believable excuse
for turning to tragedy. A final tribute,” 14
suggested. “Or maybe he was just punish-
ing Barry for inaking him a comic.™

While we were thinking over the
possibilities, the outercom rang. It was for
Gutierrez. While she talked, 113 refilled
my 1.3 glass and 12 sank back down into the
sofa. 12 was exhausted.

Guticrrez put the outercom down and
said, “I have to get back downtown.
Thanks again, vou guys. I won't forget
this.”

“Compliments of the Lucky Clover
Detective Agency. We gave vou the
motive, the method and the weapon and
cven subdued the perpetrator. What more
could you ask, Gutierrez?" I3 said.

*A confession—which I just got. Two ol
Mulroney broke down and agreed to tell
everyvthing. Two of them swear they didn’t
know anything about it, one says the oth-
ers forced him to go along, the other won’t
say a word. If this ever gets to court, it'll
never get out. Good night, Kilborn,”
Gutierrez said and headed for the fire
exit.

I didn’t feel much like talking alter she
was gone. [2 was just oo tired to care, and
113 preferred the Scotch to a post-mortem.
14 finished my4 glass of Apollinaris and
wandered around the room, studying the
tragic scenes mounted on the walls. They
certainly suited my? mood.

Mulroney wanted a tragedy, and that’s
what he got. Here was a tragic scene, in-
deed. If' a man can’t trust himself, what
can he expect from all those others?
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KIM BASINGER

{continued from page 113)

“When I was in the most vulnerable position, my

wrologist said, ‘Boy, were you mean to Roy Hobbs.

29

happens and then have it happen three
seconds later. It's more than sceing the
future. It’s somebody else secing vour
future.

9.

prLavioy: How did you learn about sex?

BasINGER: My brother told me in a swing
one afternoon. I think I was in the fifth
grade. He told me all about having a peri-
od—and everything else. He loved to talk
about sex all the time. He said, *Let me
tell you what I found in the hall closet.
You won’t believe this.” [Laughs] I said,
“Oh, stop, you're kidding me.” And he
said, “When Momma comes out here to
hang the clothes, I'm gonna show you
something.” And then out came this big
purple box of sanitary napkins. [Laughs] 1
said, “*‘Well, what are those?” And he said,
“She wears these things.” [Laughs] He
said, “All girls do, all girls.” What he

didn’t know was that I'd seen a lot more in
life than he thought I'd seen.

10.

pLavBov: Let’s play doctor. What emer-
gency medical procedures do you know,
and where did you learn them?

BasiNGER:  Absolutely none. Isn’t that a
shame? I saw a man the other might in a
restaurant who 1 thought was going to
choke to death. | started sweating. We
were the only other couple there. This
man’s wilfe and boy looked like they
couldn’t have helped at all. So 1 thought,

Jesus, what are we going to do? What if

this man just dies? I got him some water.
I1.

pLaYBOY: What's the most surprising thing

a doctor ever said to you in a checkup?

BASINGER: [Laughs] Oh, my God. When I

was in the, ub . . . most vulnerable posi-

“I can explain the lipstick on my collar, dear. I used
my shirl to wipe it off my pecker.”

tion, my urologist said, “Boy, were you
mean to Roy Hobbs.” Can you believe
that? What a hell of a place to be when this
guy is geuting so involved in The Natural. 1
couldn’t believe it.

12.

rLaveoy: When you cook, what's your
dinner-party specialty?

BasinGER: When [ cook, it’s such a joke
that everyone says, “*“Why don't we just go
to the Mexican restaurant?”’ If I had a
specialty, it would be fertuceini made with
red pepper and vodka. A guy at Orsini's
restaurant taught me. The secret is putting
the hot Italian peppers in the vodka and
letting it all age for a month or two.

13.
pLAVBOY: What leaves you breathless?
BasinGekR:  The outdoors. Christmas.

Watching my animals. A flield full of
pumpkins. The first days ol fall. Some-
times it makes me crazy, like I'm zipped
all the time, like I'm a fool. I dance around
the pool and play with the dogs.

14.

rLavBoY: Whom do vou trust?

BASINGER: Very few people in life can really
be trusted. That’s unfortunate. I work in a
strange business, and trust is a word not
even in the vocabulary. I trust some mem-
bers of my family, but that's about it.

15.

rLavBoy: Where is location hell?

BASINGER: The Santa Fe desert at night and
Buffalo, New York, in the winter. Every-
body thinks Santa Fe at night must be
warm and wonderful, but it was freczing.
And pouring rain. And we'd chosen sum-
mer clothes to do Fool for Love. We also
had a moth infestation: Millions of bugs.
like The Birds, would come down. We'd
have to wrn out the lights for two hours. |
hate location. I like my house. I want to be
with my animals. On location, 1 put pic-
tures of my dogs all over the wall.

16.

rLavioy: Delend vour Hard Couniry co-
star, Jan-Michael Vincent.

BASINGER: Against the critics or against all
the charges? [Laughs] 1 love him. People
have called his style macho, but 1 think
there is an incredibly sensitive—almost
strangely sensitive—very misplaced hu-
man being underncath it all. He’s al-
ways been popular, but in an unpopular
way. He’s always had crowds around, but
his crowds have changed. First it was surf-
ers, then cowboys. He was just all over the
place. He had a great sense of life at one
time. He was more silent, more stable,
with his marriage and his child and even
his meditation. But sometimes, instead of
your getting caught up in it, it catches you
by the neck. In Jan’s case, that may be
what happened. His career and everything
grabbed him by the neck and pulled him
into wrong things. The other night, |
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watched another news story about Jan's
troubles, and it was unbehievable. How
many times can they report on one case?
He’s not in the news lor nothing, but it’s for
less than they’re making it out to be. He
didn’t pull a gun on the world. He was a
bad boy. but it's not evervhody’s concern.

17.

rravsoy: What was the last thing that
made yvou so mad vou broke it?

BasiNGER: The kitchen cabinet. The handle
comes off’ and the door sticks. So Anally 1
grabbed the door and just ripped it right
off with my bare hands. It would have
been an easy little job to fix. But I just got
crazy. [Laughs] 1T bent it backward so it
popped ofl.

18.

rLAYBOY: You've kissed vour share of lead-
ing men, What's your advice to future co-
stars on the art of kissing? How do you like
to be kissed?

BasingEr: Have clean, wonderful breath,
needless to say. A mouth is so atractive if
it's clean and wonderful. And don’t slob-
ber. That’s sickening. 1 think a guy ought
to develop his own style. I he doesn't
know how, he ought o practice. There is
absolutely an art o it. But very few people
in the world really know how to kiss, and
I'm not sure there are many people who
really like it. That's the most important
thing. You have to think iC’s as good as
what’s coming later.

I like to be kissed with caution. And
passion. Kissing is almost more fim than
anything else. It's the sexiest part of the
whole thing. It's where you can pay the
most attention. It's also the chanciest
thing vou can do. It takes guts to kiss
somebody and to be a good kisser.

19.

pLAvBOY: What sort of present from a man
makes you suspicious of his motives?
BasiNGER: |[Laughs] A surprise package
from the drugstore. You get corny things. 1
get suspicious when it’s a note hand-
delivered by his chaufleur. Or roscs. Roses
are nice. but most of the tme, the inten-
tions are not real. Actually, I've never
really gotten a present from a guy except in
the sixth grade. 1 got a floppy-eared dog
that said THE GEORGIA BULLDOGS on it, and [
still have it right in my room. [ got 1t from
Charles Birch—and I think his intentions
were very admirable. Come to think of'it, 1
once got a pair of hanging legs Irom a man.
It was hall of a body, stufled. A dust
catcher. It made me wonder what his
mientions were.

20.

pravsoy: What are your three rules for
happiness in Hollywood?

BasiNGER: Be sincere with yourself. Find
someone with whom you can laugh. And
don’t listen to any of the bullshit said or
written about you.
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HARVARD BUSINESS

{(continued from page 137)

“You could make money at any level of quality—

which meant that quality could get canceled out.

233

“your average M.B.A. pays lip service to
the notion of providing what the customer
wants, because that’'s what he’s supposed
to talk about—publiclv. But I'll tell you
what really gets their juices Aowing: It's
these arcane statistical formulas that have
nothing whatsoever to do with the cus-
tomer or the product. New, improved! How
many times have you heard that one? But
come on—the real energy doesn’t go into
improving anything, it goes into figuring
out how to make it cheaper and advertise
it better, Take this little piece of hardware,
make it thinner, make it lighter. It 1sn't
going 1o work as well, it isn’t going to last
as long, but, oh, boy, we’re gonna sell a lot
of 'em. Is that business? That’s bullshit.
Thar's the sausage game, But that's
basically what goes on. I'm glad, in a way,
that the Japanese have been rubbing our
noscs in it lately, because at least they've
shown that the American consumer isn't
quite as stupid as a lot of American busi-
nessmen seem to think—that, in the long
run, the quality job will still win out.”
The quality job, ol course, used to be an

American specialty. Through the Forties
and the Fifties, American products were
the world’s standard, the nonpareil; any-
thing clsc was cheap imitation, mimicry
that didn’t quite come ofl. MADE IN USA.
meant that it wouldn’t shrink in the drier,
that it would write through butter, that it
would keep on ticking even when attached
to the propeller of an outboard engine.
Then the sitmation changed. Exactly
when it changed is impossible to say, since
a great deal of time and money, as well as
heroic exertions of the national ego, went
into ignoring or obscuring the fact. Cer-
tainly by the early Seventies, however, it
was unmistakably clear that the shift had
come. Foreign competition was applying
the squeeze, and not just with cheaper
goods—that’s what the Japs and the Tai-
wangese were for, after all—but with better
ones. Sony was no baloney, while one of
Motorola’s plants (before it was taken
over by the Japanese) was turning out
more delects than televisions—140 gools
per 100 sets. While American suburbs
were abuzz with conversations about the

“A young wine.”

reliability of Datsuns and Tovotas, certain
Detroit products were shown to have an
unfortunate propensity to explode when
nudged from behind. Even in the high-
tech fields, those postindustrial marvels
supposed to be America’s salvation, Ameri-
can firms were getting aced out; a 1980 study
indicated that Amcerican computer mem-
ory chips were five to six times as like-
ly to fail as their Japanese counterparts.
Embarrassed, bafHed, frustrated and
terrified, the various constituencies of
American enterprise addressed their com-
mon problems in the ttime-honored demo-
cratic way: They called one another
names. Management, the unions, Con-
gress, Federal agencies—suddenly, every-
body was either a knave or a {ool or both.
But in the midst of all the squirming and
recriminations, the most basic point of all
secemed to be overlooked by almost every-
one: The quality of American goods
slipped—more precisely, failed to keep
pace with the improvements made else-
where—for the simple reason that once the
pattern of American dominance became
established, quality ceased to be a high pri-
ority m American enterprise, period.
Planned obsolescence—the phrase has
itself become a grim joke that summarizes
everything shortsighted, cynical and disas-
trous about a certain way of moving the
goods. For a couple of decades in the re-
cent past, however, all the phrase really
meant was business as usual. Throughout
the Fifties and the Sixties, the American
consumer was essentially a captive audi-
ence, since production in the rest of the
world still lagged. The distance between
the check-out line and the garbage can was
getting shorter, but people didn’t seem 1o
mind, because every year they had more
money to spend. So the old sausage game
was working fine, and the straight-ahcad
wisdom ol Ad Prac dictated that you
didn’t fix something if it wasn’t broke.
“Think of it as algebra,” says Len
Caust, gesturing as though slashing chalk
onto a blackboard. *Remember when they
gave vou those long, complicated problems
to solve? How'd ya solve 'em? The trick
was to line things up in such a way that
most of the factors got canceled out,
remember? The more factors you could
climinate, the easier the problem got.
Well, that’s how we leamed business.
“Certain factors had to stay—fixed
costs, analysis of what the competition was
up to—but quality? Look, it could be
demonstrated—gproved—that  you could
turn a profit at the top of the market or at
the bottom of the market. You could make
money at any level of quality—which
meant, conveniently enough, that quality
could get canceled out.™
That is not to say that quality had to get
canceled out. American management had
a choice in the matter. Even before Pearl
Harbor, a former US. Census Bureau
statistician named W. Edwards Deming
had developed a system whereby the costs
and value added of quality control could
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be analyzed numerically and factored into
the “scientific”” way of running a company.
Deming’s schema had nothing *soft” or
“subjective’ about it—it didn’t aim at
value judgments about the essential valid-
ity of a product but dealt only with uni-
formity, reliability, the maintenance of a
set standard. But even this degree of con-
cern with quality seemed to annoy the
American executives of the late Forties,
whose reaction, according to Fortune, was
*Go away, Deming, we're making monev.™

So Deming did go away. Specifically, he
went to _Japan, where he was embraced as
a prophet. The Deming Prize for quality
control, awarded annually since 1950, is
considered so important in that country
that its bestowal is broadcast on national
TV, like the Oscars.

But who knew? The chance offered by
Deming was just onc more opportunity
that American business could easily afford
to pass up at the time. Strange to tell,
throughout the Fifties, one of America’s
biggest cconomic problems was an un-
wicldy trade surplus that, as in penny
poker, threatened to wreck the game by
bringing all the pennies 1o our side of the
table. In 1960, imported manufactured
goods accounted for a minuscule 1.8 per-
cent of everything Americans bought. A
gambling man could have gotten bank-
busting odds on the wager that, a quarter
century later, that import figure would be
approaching 20 percent, and that America
would be running a trade deficit as high as
17 billion dollars a mondh.

“One thing about the way we learned
business,” says Len Caust, locking his
hands around his knee and rocking back in
his chair, “it was totally [ree of snobbery.
You might have vour personal standards,
your personal preferences, but it would be
made very clear to you that personal pref
erences were not what business was about.
In business, a guy who made a million
bucks in, say, the perfect buttondown shirt
or the finest surgical instrument was no
higher on the ladder than the guy who
made a million bucks selling potato chips
without any potatoes in them. It was the
same million bucks. We had a saying;
maybe you've heard it: “One man’s shit is
another man’s bread and hutter.””

Ad Prac, that is to say, was above taste,
beyond sensibility. [ts genius lay in its use-
fulness in canceling out the shades of gray
and reducing the art of business to the efh-
cient manipulation of a number of elegant
abstractions. Abstractions such as the
markel—that totality of customers for
America's totality of products. There’s
only one thing wrong with the market.
though: It doesn’t exist. What does exist is
Mary Smith and Joe Jones and every-
body’s relatives, and the attitudes and
circumstances ol those lolks consist of
nothing but shades of gray.

Starting in the late Sixties and accel-

erating through the Sevenues, a number of

things took place that turned those grays
mcreasingly somber, as [ar as American

business was concerned. Real disposable
income stopped growing. Foreign goods
and foreign marketing became sophisti-
cated enough to be truly competitive. And
the American consumer, like the kid who
finally gets it through his head that stcak is
better food than candy, was growing up.
Gradually, the claim that a Volvo would
last 11 years came to seem a more impor-
tant selling point than the promise that
next yvear's Pontiac would have a different
configuration of taillights. The Panasonic
sterco that sounded good came to be pref
erable to the Zenith that looked like a con-
tinuation of the break front. By the end of
the Seventies, as quintessentially Ameri-
can a product as the Harley-Davidson was
being outsold ten to one by loreign bikes;
chances were 90 percent that your buddy’s
C.B. radio had been made in Asia; and it
was abundantly clear that American
enterprise had made a wrong turn at the
intersection of quality and Aash.

As the prestige of American products
headed south, so did the status and credi-
bility of the American busincssman. By
the beginning of the current decade, the
M.B.A. mentality had come under wide-
spread if generally toothless criticism, and
scientific management, that shining bea-
con of rational modernity, was being cred-
ited with about as much intellectual
authority as a horoscope.

In 1981, The New York Times Magazine
fanned the confidence crisis with a cover
story chronicling the fall from grace of the
Amencan exccutive. Meanwhile, it had
become all the rage to study Japanese
management, on the facile premise that if
we were so wrong, they must be right.
Amazingly, even the business-education
establishment itself was slipping into the
hair shirt. Professor H. Edward Wrapp,
lately of the Business School faculty at
Harvard, went on record in Dun’s Review,
saying, “We have created a monster. . . .
The business schools have done more to
ensure the success of the Japanese and
West German invasion of America than
any one thing I can think of.”

When that article ran, in 1980, the men
of '49 were at a median age of 56 and were,
in most cases, at the very height of their
professional powers. Throughout their ca-
reers, they’d been fawned on by the busi-
ness press, adulated by their sharcholders,
voted bonuses by their boards and
vindicated by the angles on the graph.
Now, rather suddenly, their alma mater,
many of their most cherished axioms and.
in fact, their entire generation ol business
leadership were under attack.

“For better or worse,” says Conrad

Jones, whom the years secem only to have

confirmed in his relentless objectivity and
drop-dead bluntness, 1 don’t think most
of us really let the criticisms sink in. If we
had—? Well, Jesus, think about the imph-
cations of what's being said. Here we are,
old guys who've been in charge of things
for a while and for whom it's too late really
to undo the things we've done, even if we
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wanted to. We've been rolling along, feel-
ing pretty good—and now someone is tell-
ing us not just that we've hit a snag but
that we've been screwing up all along, and
it just took a while for it to show. [ mean,
that’s a serious charge.

“Is it a fair charge?” he continues, tick-
ing off the pros and cons as neatly as if they
were jotted down before him in two col-
umns on a yellow pad. “It’s dodgeable. 1
mean, partly it just got to be a band-
wagon thing to dump on American man-
agement. Or you can answer the charge
with other charges that are, I think,
equally persuasive—Ilabor costs, tax struc-
tures, pressures that come from Wall
Street, and so forth.

“Still, if the basic complaint is that
American managers have gotten too
caught up in managing per se and not
caught up enough in their products and
their customers, then [ don’t see how I can

deny that my generation of guys from the
B. School have been part of the problem. 1
mean, for the real dyed-in-the-wool profes-
sional manager, there’s nothing illogical
about getting a promotion from number-
three guy at ABC Company, which makes
macaroni, to number-two guy at XYZ
Company, which makes fan belts. I know
guys who are proud of the fact that they’ve
never been inside the plants of companies
they run. And attitudes like that are part
of the problem.”

Connie Jones has worked with more
than 500 businesses in his three and a half
decades of consulting. He's worked with
companies on the way up and companies
on the way down, companies whose prob-
lems he could solve and companies whose
problems he saw as terminal. More than
any other Forty-niner, he’s had an over-
view of how America runs itself.

“You know,” he says, “when we were in

“One thing they can’t accuse me of is pulling
punches with my congregation.”

school, it was still pretty much the norm
that companies were run by families. The
archetype still consisted of the tinkerer
who comes up with a smart idea. puts it
together in his garage, stamps the family
name on it and then ends up as the cranky
old patriarch whose portrait hangs over
the desk that his son, his grandson and his
great-grandson  will eventually sit at.
That’s the traditonal American business.
That’s what made American business.

“Now, those kinds of companies were
driven by a value system that was an
extension of famaly values. After you make
sure that everybody in the family has a
roof over his head and enough money to
fall back on, what's still important?
What’s important is reputation, your good
name in the community, nationally, even
internationally. And what’s reputation
based on but quality over time? The pro-
fessionally managed companies don’t have
anywhere near the same commitment to
quality, because they don’t have anywhere
near the same sense of duration. What’s
the average exccutive tenure—five years?

“So make of it what you will,” he says,
“but I think it’s clear that the postwar
years were the fulcrum on which the coun-
try really turned away from the old kind of
company and toward the new. Our class—
we were mostly GI Bill guys; we had no
family businesses to run, even if we wanted
to. Most of us, when we got to the Business
School, had no idea what we wanited to
manage; all we knew was that we wanted
to manage. And that seemed fine, because
the way it was presented to us was that
managing was a skill unto usclf] like driv-
ing rivets. If you could drive rivets, you
could drive them into pairs of blue jeans or
into the Verrazano Bridge. The exact
application didn't really matter. That’s
what Ad Prac was about—t was the great
leveler, the universal language of manag-
ing. And management itself was the key-
stone. If you managed well, other things
would take care of themselves.

“That was the premise we started
with,” says Connie Jones, “and we worked
from it diligently and in some cases bril-
liantly. We took that premise about as far

" as it could possibly be taken.

“Only problem was, the premise turned
out to be wrong.”

&

Right or wrong, premises like that were
rolled out to be tested mn the grand exper-
iment of postwar America. There is noth-
ing shameful in the fact that certain of
those ideas proved to be flawed and, in
retrospect, naive. [t was a formative time,
and mistakes were allowed, even encour-
aged, if they were the sort of bold, expan-
sive crrors that might point out new
directions. The surprising part is that even
today, a gencration later, in a world less
innocent and far more complicated, there
are tens of thousands of [resh-scrubbed,
ahistoric M.B.A.s who seem convinced
thar they are going to ride much the same
tired brand of expertise to wealth, status
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and boundless self-esteem. This is a song
the men of "49 have heard before.

“You can’t kid a kidder,” says Forty-
niner Edward Dewey, a venture capitalist
whose portfolio includes investments in
gas-and-oil exploration, an offshore insur-
ance company in Bermuda and a pretzel
factory, “and no one is less easily snowed
bv a Harvard M.B.A. than another Har-
vard M.B.A. These kids are smart—
you've got to give them that. But I'd as
soon take a python to bed with me as hire
one. He'd suck my brains, memorize my
Rolodex and use my telephone to find some
other guy who’d pay him twice the money.”

“Can vou tell me,” asks Forty-niner
William C. Eiseman, a senior vice-
president at Morgan Guaranty Trust,
“that the average Business School gradu-
ate is worth 15 grand a vear more, to start,
than someone coming out of, say, Yale
without an M.B.A.? That’s ridiculous.”

“The problem,” observes Jim Burke,
who has actually been grilled by Harvard
about Johnson & Johnson’s long-standing
aversion to its B. School grads, “begins
with the selection process. If you lean
heavily on test scores, you necessarily end
up with people who are very adept at
quantification. Which means that kids are
coming out of business school with more
and more to unlearn, since the really
important decisions don’t have anything to
do with quantification, as everyone figures
out—eventually.”

So go the reservations that the first wave
of modern M.B.A.s has about what may
be the last wave. And these reservations
are being voiced in a context in which the
expectations of the baby-boom generation
are actually on the skids, the Yuppie hype
notwithstanding. Between 1979 and 1983,
the median real income of Americans
between the ages of 25 and 34 declined by
14 percent. True, that statistic includes a
lot of poor souls who'd been laid off at shoe
factories or textile mills, but even M.B.A s
have their justified anxieties. Theyv've paid
out two years of their lives and maybe
$25,000 for the privilege of being part of an
unprecedented glut. Every June in recent
vears, roughly 65,000 M.B.A s have grad-
uated: every year., more of them are bottle-
necked at levels where the bird’s-eye
lcssons from the casebook don't apply.

More than ever, it's a jungle out there,
and at least some of the faults ascribed to
recent M.B.A s can be largely explained in

terms of simple Darwinian pressures. If

the new M.B.A's are known for irresponsi-
ble job hopping, it's at least partly because
advancement within a given company is
likely to be sluggish. If they are short on
layalty to their firms, it's largely because
most of the firms they deal with can offer
them only limited security in return. The
widespread perception that the younger
M.B.As are geared toward nothing but
their own success can be scen as largelv a
response to a justified lack of faith in the
over-all economy around them.

Largely, but not entirely. This is still the

Me Generation, after all, and as Newsweek
observed in *“The Year of the Yuppie,” the
cover story of its final issue of 1984, “a
generation once notorious for discovering
new ways to make itself feel good [has
been finding] the habit hard to break.”
The endorphins released by a sprint on the
fast track, it has been discovered, produce
a cuphoria not so different from that
previously achieved by transcendental
meditation, a midnight plunge into the
Pacific or a hearty whiff of amyl nitrite. It
is still a private euphoria, a solipsistic
high. The pursuit of it makes people simi-
lar while keeping them separate. Business,
like aerobics and like life in general, is seen
increasingly as an individual sport.

But why? It wasn’t always so,

In 1949, enterprise was thought of as a
national crusade, a mission, and even the
most crazed go-getter could ground his
personal striving in the conviction that his
own success would meaningfully contrib-
ute to the common weal. Never mind that
even then, the notion was probably more
convenient than true. What mattered was
that it could truly be believed. A common
purpose was being righteously pursued.
An M.B.A. from Harvard made you a gen-
eral in that glorious campaign; it didn’t
put you outside or above the march.

But at some point, that march became a
scramble, for reasons as old as Rome that
have intimately to do with how people act
at different points in the surge and ebb of
nations. For the men of 1949, the Depres-
sion and the war turned out to be kind-
nesses. The Depression ended, the war
was won and the victory catapulted Amer-
ica into an era that was sweeter and more
hopeful than anyone would have dared
predict. The baby boomers, on the other
hand—those luckv kids who grew up with
shiny bikes, with new schools and virgin
texthooks whose spines would crackle the
first time they were opened—those kids, in
addition to the normal anguish of becom-
ing grownups, have had to absorb the real-
ization that things aren’'t as rich and
automatic as they used to be. These are
kids who grew up knowing that next vear's
car would be bigger than this year's, that
next year's Christmas tree would be a little
taller; like Alice, they inhabited a world
where everything was mysteriously but
reliably growing. Then, just when they'd
gotten used to it, just when they were
about to have their turn at runmng it,
things just as surely started threatening to
shrink. It was so confusing, so heartbreak-
ing, really, that it was easier not to try to
make sense of it but just to change one’s
posture to fit the new surroundings. The
alteration was subtle but decisive.
Whereas the postwar striving had con-
sisted of an upward craning of the neck
toward the lucent American ideal, the
Yuppies' exertions were aimed at just
keeping their backsides ahead of the pack.

The Yuppies are the mirror, and what
they reflect is unsettling and implicitly re-
proachful to the men of the postwar era;

what they reflect is how people act in a
time of diminishing opportunities, how
people play the game when the game is
winding down. Because the bottom line.
explain it as you will, is this: As the post-
war M.B.Ass wrap up their glorious
careers, the country is in a lot worse shape
than 1t was when those careers began. The
men of '49 Ad Prac'd their way to legend-
ary personal accomplishments; perhaps
they also Ad Prac’d themselves out of a
chance to be stewards of something more
important, something more enduring.

This is a possibility that nags at deep
and primitive nerves, because the Forty-
niners aren't just the professional precur-
sors of the Yuppies; they're their fathers.
The men of '49 have sent an estimated 400
sons and daughters to H.B.S., 300 kids to
other top-tier business schools around the
country and another 300 to law school.
The character of those voung men and
women and the business and professional
milieu in which they operate represent the
convergence of the Forty-niners’ private
and public lives, their successes and their
failures in both the grandest and the most
intimate arenas.

“I worry about these kids,” says Connie
Jones, leaving it open as to whether he’s
talking about his own four children or the
dozens to whom he’s been mentor or about
the whole generation now clawing at the
gates of America’s promise. ““They scem to
be constantly wrestling with a conflict that
I'm not even sure they’re aware of: Obvi-
ously, they’re part of the system; vet they
seem to feel that making it means beating
the system. I don’t think we saw it that
way. If anvthing, we erred on the other
side—we were going to tie our star to the
system and let the system carry us along.

“Maybe that wasn’t the best attitude,
either,” he continues, “‘but I think it made
life easier. Sure, we were ambitious as hell.
We wanted the big office and the fancy
title, just like these kids do. But it wasn’t
like we had to have it or we couldn’t face
ourselves shaving in the morning. It was
OK just to have a responsible position
with a respected firm, doing something
you could feel was other than trivial. It
was OK to be a part of something. The
young comers today—it's not that they’re
cynical, exactly. That’s the casy answer,
but I don’t think it’s anything that con-
scious. They're lonely, is what I think it
comes down to. And if vou're lonely to
begin with, you feel like vou may as well
be lonely at the top.

“As long as these kids are on the move,
they're fine. But I'm concerned about
what’ll happen to them when they stall in
their meteoric rises—as, ol course, the
great majority of them will. As the great
majority of every class does, including
ours. When the newness wears off and they
have to sit still long enough to look inside
themselves, I'm not sure what they’ll
make of what they find.”
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ment ring that is as irreplacea%le value of quality knows it pays to $1.25 to DIC, Dept. DER-L-PL,
as this once-in-a-lifetime moment.  go for the best you can aftord. Box 1344, NY., NlY. 10101-1344.
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The Spirit of America

Somewhere west of Laramie, men still ride
from dawn "hil dusk. And settle down to a shot of Bourbon | e
against the chill of the night. Old Grand-Dad still makes that | g
Bourbon, the only truly American whiskey, just as :
we did 100 years ago. Its the spirit of America.

Old Grand-Dad

Kentuchy Straight Bourbon Whiskey. 86 Proof. Old Grand-Dad Distillery Co.. Frankfort. KY 40601




50 THESE ARE -
7~ YOUR WRESTLERS ! ARE THEY
SELF-TAUGHT, OR DID THEY GET THEIR
START WITH COLLEGE
WRESTLING 7

WRESTLING IS

I STl
s ACTING, SWEETIE ...
RONT KNS INSTANCE ...

WHY YOU'RE ASKING
] REFERE HERE's ONE OF MY BoYs,
ME TO REFEREE VON LOUSY NAZI ! T PIT HImM

WRESTLI
PR, fﬁTGAN AGAINST G.T. JOE . THE
\ ACTRESS/ FANS LOVE [T

ESTLING IS5 NOW CHIC. WRESTLEMANIA
HAS sWEPT THE COUNTRY. FIGHTERS LIKE
HULK HOGAN, ROWDY RODDY PIPER AND JUNK-~
YARD DOG ATTRACT CELEBRITIES LIKE CYNDI
, LIBERACE AND THE INCOMPARABLE
ANNIE! TOOQ, IS AT THE MATCHES

WHERE SHE FINDS THE ANSWER TO THA

ETERNAL QUESTION, "WHAT HAS FoU I?'I‘EEN
TEETH AND AN 1.Q. OF FIFTY 2" ANSWER:"THE
FIRST TEN ROWS OF ANY WRESTLING CROWD."

) THEY WERE
PROBABLY LESS INFLUENCED

BY COLLEGE WRESTLING AND
MORE BY Tlé_’E OGf’cN PieEGO

THE
FANS ARE VERY DEMON -
QTI?ATIVEé AREN'T THEY,

FANS ARE GREAT ...
JUST 50 LONG AS THEY TON'T
OTE OrR BE’EEI?’
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YOUR
MATCH 15
NEXT, AFTER
THE GIANT

_ EEK/
ONLY THE TWO
\ THAT BELONG

TO ME!

ANNIE, HERE'S
THE MATCH YOU'LL REFEREE...
HUNK HOKUM VERSUS THE
IRON SCHMUCK !

WE HANDLE OUR

BE ABLE TO
ARRY MY
WEIGHT.

P

JEEPERS! I'M NOT

lED ABOUT CARRYING

I ::;;%-‘?OUR

YOUR

JusT g.amue»

CHILD !
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L AT PRO WRESTLING S8

15 FIXED?
HOW CAN IT |
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WAS NEVER

" HUNK
2| HOKUM

WILL THEY
SETTLE FOR MY
KETCHUP CAPSULES

INSTEAD 7

SCHMUCK, 15,

MY
{ FANS WON'T g
LIKE THIG,

~ WATCH

HIS! BECAUSE 3

WHAT I DON'T
UNDERSTAND, MR. IRON
WHEN THE
HOKUM FANS ATTACKED, WHY
DIDN'T YoU FIGHT
BACK 7

"1 CAN DELIVER A FAKE
HIT, ANNIE, BUT NOT A REAL.

I WASN'T TRAINED THAT WAY....
ANYHOW, EVERYTHING IS HEALING
NICELY, EXCEPT FOR MY NECK,WHICH

\ HAS GOTTEN MUCH WORSE 'SINCE ,

YOU CAME THROUGH THAT
HOSPITAL DOOR. <
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JOIN THE GITE SET

Giles, as all you Francophiles know, are private
country vacation homes that until recently could
only be rented by traveling to France. Now a
Manhattan firm, The French Experience, 390
Fifth Avenue. Suite 407, New York 10018, will
aid you in doing vour booking Stateside. And
while most giles are situated in a small village
from which you can do your exploring, apart-
ments in Paris are also listed. A catalog is $5.

FOLLOW THE YELLOW SILK ROAD

Yellow Silk is a delightful intellectual “‘journal of
erotic arts” designed. edited and published by

Lily Pond, a laid-back lady who charges from $12
to $40 (**pay what vou can”) for a vear’s
subscription—four issues. Sensuous poetry, evoc-
ative abstracts, tasty fiction that will turn yvou

on; Yellow Silk publishes 1t all. The magazine’s
address: P.O. Box 6374, Albany, Califorma

94706. Slip into something comfortable: Yellow Sitk.

gl lowSell

ZING WENT THE LEE STRINGS OF OUR HEART

Lee Meredith, the ding-a-ling ' Doll’ in Miller Lite commercials,
can blow the foam off our glass of beer any time. Aside from being a
gifted comedienne (she plaved The Sunshine Girl in Neil Simon’s
original production of The Sunshine Boys), Lee has gone into the lin-
gerie business and designed the perfect gift for the girl who has
everything—a little bit of nothing called Lee Strings. There are
styles from Night Out to Travel, Camping and even Camouflage.
The price? A skimpy $8.50 each, sent to Lee Strings. P.O. Box 84,
Maywood, New Jersey 07607. We'll take Lee in all of them.

THE BUTLERS
DOIT

Bertie Wooster had his
Jeeves and you, old
bean, can have vour tea
and crumpets, too.
served by an authentic
English butler—if
you've got the filthy
lucre to hire a graduate
of The Ivor Spencer
School for British But-
lers and Administrators.
They're all between 19
and 55 years of age and
are trained to control
and run large, busy
households. Salaries
begin at $25,000 per
year, and for that Your
Man Godfrey will work
from dawn (drawing
your bath) to dusk and
later (“Whiskey by the
fire tonight, sir?”’). Ivor
Spencer's address is 12
Little Bornes, Alleyn
Park, Dulwich SE21
8SE, England. Not fecl-
ing too Aush? Yes, they
accept applicants, too.




CIGAR STORY

Holy Smoke (Harper & Row), by Spanish
author G. Cabrera Infante, 1akes a his-
torical look at lady leaf, telling the story
of cigars from Columbus to Castro (who
used to mooch smokes from Infante),
with additional witty anccdotes about the
smoking habits of such pufi-prone celebri-
ties as Orson Welles, W. C. Fields and
Marilyn Monroe. And, of course, there
are details on manners and mores of cigar
smoking and more, For $16.95, light up.

CHOP TALK

Foodies of the world, eat your hearts out!
High-tech chopsticks have arrived—and
arcn’t you sorry you didn’t think of them
first? Made of machined. polished and
anodized aluminum, these sexy sticks are
crafted much like a part on a fighter plane
or a racing car. And they come in jazzy
colors, from violet and red to gold and
black. ChopsTech, 14755 Ventura
Boulevard, Suite 709, Sherman Oaks,
California 91403, sells them for $39.95,
including a leather case. Shick!

LOOK! UP ON THE WALL!
JOLLY OLD ENGLAND!

Those of you heading for old
Blighty this summer will see
wonderful British posters por-
traying everything from pub
signs and images of England to
the royal line of succession,
doors of London and even an
English Beeleater. But rather
than tote the 34" x 24" posters
back, have Sunset Poster Com-
pany, 27 Norbury Cross, Lon-
don SW16 4]JQ, England, post
them directly to you for $12
each, postpaid. Or write for
Sunset’s complete list and stay
home. With Big Ben and a
Guinness Stout label on your
wall, you'd probably never
make it off the couch, anyway.

UNCLE SAM CUTS OUT

After a hiatus of 30 years, the
U.S. Treasury has again begun
releasing printed sheets of uncut
one- and two-dollar bills—
presumably for miserly types
sccking the solace of long-green
wallpaper. Yes, each 14" x 245"
sheet of 16 bills is legal; pack a
pair of scissors and you can pay
for an evening on the town; folks
will say you're a real cutup. A
one-dollar sheet goes for $29.95
and a similar sheet of Bicen-
tenmal two-dollar bills is only
$49.95 sent to CEMM Asso-
ciates, P.O. Box 4497, Silver
Spring, Maryland 20904.
Framed, they go nicely in the
bathroom along with the sign In
CASE OF EMERGENCY BREAK GLASS,

HOT TIP
ON A DATA BASE

Anyone with a personal
computer that has a modem
operating at 300 baud or
higher can put his money
where the neighborhood tip
sheet once was and subscribe
to Computer Sports World,
which offers sports scores,
standings and more in base-
ball, football, basketball,
hockey, horse racing and box-
ing. A $175 installation fee,
plus 36 to 63 cents a minute, is
what you pay. Computer
Sports World, 1005 Elm Street,
Boulder City, Nevada 89005,
will give you more info. You bet.
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 GRAPEVINE

Joining
Romer’s
Legions
Stariet LINDA
ROMER has
been spotted on
everything from
Cheers to The
Tonight Show to
a couple of re-
cent rock vid-
eos. For those
of you who
missed those
opportunities to
see her, we
bring you Linda
unabashed.

© 1985 ANDY PEARLMAN / SHOOTING STAR

LeBeau and Les W.A.S.P.s

The boys on the left, W.AS.P., took a lot of heat from some Con-
gressional wives last year, but their album The Last Command sat
solidly on the charts anyway. Heavy-metal fans dont watch the
nightly news. The cutie on the right, BECKY LEBEAU, was one of
our October 1985 Girls of the Pac 10. She was also in Billy Crys-
tal’'s video You Look Mahvelous and David Lee Roth’'s California
Girls. Becky plays that guitar, too. Honest.

£ 1986 PAUL NATKIN / PHOTO RESERVE

ALAN HOUGHTON



These Guys The Future Rests
‘Are a Scream on a Winger
These dramatic-look- and a Prayer

ing musicians are calle
SIEI!IEKMCI(. Mim DEBRA WINGER is beau-

you have heard their al - fiful, talented, feisty,
bum, Oif and Gold. They and she has the sexiest
could show up in your voice on the big screen. ™
town. Keep your Look for her with Robert Red-
eyes peeled. ford in Legal Eagles, then hang on §
while she makes Black Widow. Get 4
that voice into your fantasy. Pretend S8
she’s whispering to you.

ALAN HOUGHTON

© 1986 ORLANDO / GAMMA.-LIAISON

Corso’s Torso

At 21, ROMANEE CORSO is just beginning to
fulfill her dreams of Hollywood stardom. She
appeared on TV in The Fall Guy and Mickey &
Spillane’s Mike Hammer. When her day _ ﬂ-' .
in the sun arrives, you can say you saw
her here and she looked cool and hot!
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NEXT MONTH

DANGEROUS KNOWLEDGE

LOVELY LINDA

“ULTIMATE PLEASURE: THE SECRETS OF MULTI-
ORGASMIC WOMEN”—NOTHING IS AS WONDROUS TO
BEHOLD AS A WOMAN WHO COMES EARLY AND OF-
TEN. HERE, SOME LUCKY LADIES TELL HOW THEY GOT
THAT WAY—BY MARC AND JUDITH MESHORER

KAREEM ABDUL-JABBAR, BASKETBALL'S ALL-TIME
LEADING SCORER, TALKS ABOUT SPORT, RACISM,
DRUGS, RELIGION AND LIFE FROM ON HIGH IN A
FRANK, WIDE-RANGING PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“LINDA EVANS”—A LOOK AT THE LEADING LADY OF
PRIME SOAPS, AS YOU NEVER SEE HER ON DYNASTY

“HORSE LAUGH”"—OUR OLD FRIEND DORTMUNDER,
WHO KNOWS FROM NOTHING ABOUT HORSES, TRIES
TO KIDNAP ONE IN A WRYLY AMUSING YARN BY
DONALD E. WESTLAKE

“SMACK IN THE MIDDLE OF A LOW-INTENSITY CON-
FLICT”—FOR A VET TRAINED IN WAR AND ATTUNED TO
THE NUANCES OF PENTAGONESE, A FACT-FINDING
TRIP TO CENTRAL AMERICA CONJURES UP AN UNSET-
TLING SENSE OF DEJA VU—BY ASA BABER

“PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR"—HERE SHE IS, THE AN-
SWER TO PLAYBOY'S $100,000 QUESTION

TOP PLAYMATE

THE AL UNSERS, SENIOR AND JUNIOR—NUMBERS
ONE AND TWO IN AUTO RACING—DISCUSS LOVE, Ri-
VALRY, SPEED AND WHAT THEY REALLY THINK OF SEAT
BELTS IN A FULL-THROTTLE “20 QUESTIONS”

“ROMPING DOWN TO RIO WITH THE RICH AND FA-
MOUS ROBIN LEACH”"—WE'RE A NATION OF CELEB-
RITY WATCHERS, A FACT THAT HASN'T ESCAPED
LIFESTYLES' HOST. OUR MAN, WHO KNEW ROBIN AS A
SKILLFUL (AND OUTRAGEOUS) NATIONAL ENQUIRER
REPORTER, TAGS ALONG ON A VISIT WITH MORGAN
BRITTANY, LATE OF DALLAS—BY REG POTTERTON

“WHAT THEY (DAMN IT!) HAVE LEARNED ABOUT US
THAT WE NEVER WANTED THEM TO KNOW"—THIS IS
SERIOUS ESPIONAGE FOR WOMEN, GUYS. STUFF LIKE
WHY WE HIDE AND WHY WE MAKE LOUD NOISES,
FROM A STUDY BY MARK ZUSSMAN AND LESLEY
DORMEN

PLUS: BROCK YATES’S TEST-DRIVE REPORTS ON THE
FAST, SEXY CARS THAT ARE THE LATEST AUTOMOTIVE
SLANT FROM THE JAPANESE; ANDREW TOBIAS’
“QUARTERLY REPORT” ON “LAWYERS” AND WHAT
THEY CAN DO FOR (AND TO) YOUR POCKETBOOK; AND
MUCH, MUCH MORE
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80 PROOF BLENDED CANADIAN WHISKY IMPORTED IN BOTTLE 8Y HIRAM WALKER IMPORTERS INC., OETROIT, MI

“BEAPARTOFIT. | -

CC LIGHT: 1'% 0z. Canadian Club, 3 oz. ginger ale, 3 oz. club soda. Serve over ice.
To send Canadian Club anywhere in the U.S., call 1-800-238-4373. Vioid where prohibited.
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