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COLLECTORS PHOTOG-
RAPHY is America's only
true fine-art photography mag-
azine. Nearly all the world’s
maijor photographers, both ama-
teur and professional, focus on the
female form as the object of their
most passionate photography. COL-
LECTORS PHOTOGRAPHY
responds to this fact by producing a
state-of-the-art magazine, beauti-
fully printed and containing excep-
tional reproductions of the work of
today's top photographers.

"~ Ralph Gibson

Within the pages of this unique maga-
zine you'll find stunning portfolios by
some of today’s most acclaimed pho-
tographers: Helmut Newton, Deborah
Turbeville, Arthur Elgort, David Bailey,
Herb Ritts, Terence Donovan, and Jeanloup Sieff to name only a handful. Each issue
contains more than 6o outstanding fine-art images of the nude.

You'll also find work from days gone by, created by artists of another era: today's
sophisticated imagery juxtaposed with nudes from a more innocent time.

By subscribing to COLLECTORS PHOTOGRAPHY, you will build a complete
library of the finest nudes ever created. Each issue is packed with personal, in-depth
interviews and profiles of today’s most acclaimed image makers. In addition, you
can see your own work published in our famous CITATION portfolio—a portfolio
of the work of our readers in every issue!

We value our subscribers and show them our appreciation by producing a Special
Deluxe Edition of each issue that is sent only to subscribers. The copies you see
on newsstands will not be the deluxe edition that you receive as a preferred
subscriber.

Don't let your library of fine-art photography be incomplete—Subscribe to
COLLECTORS PHOTOGRAPHY today!

Take advantage! By subscribing now, you receive the SPECIAL DELUXE EDI-
TION of each issue for the entire year and still save over 16% off the price of news-
stand issues! That's six issues of COLLECTORS PHOTOGRAPHY printed on
extra-high quality paper, in vibrant, rich color—producing images that literally
jump off the page!

YES! Please complete my fine-art library by entering my subscription.

| want to lake advantage of your special offer to subscribe to COLLECTORS PHOTOG-
RAPHY for two years at unly $48 ($58 outside the U.S.)—saving me zo0% off the news-
stand price!

Please enter my subscription for one vear at unly $24.95, a savings of over 16% from the cover
price. ($30 outside the U.S.)

Bill me for —one year (6 1ssues) @%30

My check is enclosed. ____VISA ___MASTERCARD

ACCT. NUMBER EXPDATE

ISSUINC BANK

NAME SIGNATURE —.
ADDRESS
CITY STATE ee— ZIP- =

B Allow 6-8 weeks for delivery of vour first issue. Foreign subscribers remit $30 for one year
(U.5. funds only). Remit to:

COLLECTORS PHOTOGRAPHY. Bux 27540, Escondido, CA gz2027-9990.

COLLECTORS PHOTOGRAPHY IS AVAILABLE AT WALDENBOOKS STORES PBigE
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Actual labo magnified
deWMerﬂem
traced with fluorescent dye as it
penetrates the hair shaft and follicle.

'l'I-IINNING HAIR IN
ITS ATTACK PHASE.

Foltene:
THE REMARKABLE
EUROPEAN SYSTEM

THAT ACTUALLY REVITALIZES
THINNING HAIR.

Massaged directly into the scalp after shampoo-
ing, FOLTENE, with its remarkable biological
compound Tricosaccaride® penetrates deep, not
only into the exposed hair

shaft (A) but into the hair S et
follicle (B) where healthy
hair begins.

And for 40 days the attack
continues. Hair rallies.
Repairs itself. Looks fuller; ey
thicker, stronger. Is it any
wonder that FOLTENE is pmm
Europe’s leading supplement

for thinning hair? b
FOLTENE is now available in America at better
beauty salons and department stores, or you
can order it by calllng 1-800-FOLTENE.

HAIR FOLLICLE

Foltene
EUROPE'S ANSWER TO
THINNING HAIR.
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FOR THE PAST FEW VEARS, the suy next door has been a twit in a brie-
fucled BMW. Then, last October 19, the stock market went
through what analysts called a correction but what ordinary
street criminals would call a mugging. And suddenly, we have a
new breed of man on the planct. Let's call his species the Post-
Yuppie Generation. The good news is that you'll never again
have to blacken redfish. The bad news is that there's a whole new
set of rules 1o live by. We give you a start in our trendproof guide,
Getting Real. For more post-Yuppie advice, we turned to people
we trust. In Taking Stock, John D. Spooner, an author, investment
advisor and therapist, tells us where o put our money to cure
postparty depression. At the time of the crash, he was working
on an article for Playboy titled When to Get Qut of the Market,
about which he observes, ““The world is 2,000,000 years old and
we were a month oo late.” Oh, well. We sent Claudio Dreifus, who
interviewed Daniel Ortege for the November 1987 Playboy, 10 talk
with Arthur M. Schlesinger, Jr. In Secing Daylight, Schlesinger, a
man who understands historical cycles, states flatly that Reagan-
ism is finished. “an episode of the American past,” and assures
us that idealism is again just around the corner.

You may notice that two of your favorite columns are missing
from this issuc. Cynthia Heimel took a one-month break from her
Women column, while Asa Baber put Men aside to go hunting for a
conservative idol of the Eightics: Oliver North. True North is one
Marine’s judgment of another Marine. Baber said it was his
hardest assignment ever; we think it's one of his best. It's a hard
look at what ambition does to honor and truth.

Who are today’s heroes? After viewing Gerald Gardner's send-up
of the clection-year candidates, Who's in Charge Here? | you won't
look to Washington for them. (The material is excerpted from
Who's in Charge Here? 1988, to be published by Bantam Books.)
Gardner, whose irreverently captioned photos have long been
Playboy staples, is currently working on The Mocking of the Presi-
dent: A History of Campaign Humor from lhe to Reagan.

About the anly good thing that can be said about some past
Presidents is that they took up golf. In Shark Attack, Chris
Hodenfield profiles Australian Greg Nermen, the sport's great
white. Artist Wilson Mclean hit a double this month; he illustrated
both the Hodenfield and the Schlesinger pieces.

Some of our favorite heroes—Mr. I Hate When That Hap-
pens, Mr. Forget About It, Mr. Don’t Get Me Started—live in
the mind of Billy Crystal, this month’s Plavboy Interviewee. David
Rensin interrogated Crystal, one of the hottest stars in Holly-
wood. Steve Oney checked in with one of America’s truest artists

for a 20 Questions with Tom Waits. Welcome to the world of

wooden kimonos, wolf tickets, smoky bars and terminal hotels.
Waits, a onc-man subculture, is the opposite of everything Yup-
pics stood for.

Scott Ely presents a fictional portrait of fighting dogs in it Bull
(illustrated by Braldt Bralds), part of a book to be published by
Weidenfeld & Nicolson. Our sccond fiction oflering, by T Cor-
aghessan Boyle, looks at sex in the age of AIDS. Modern Love
{with visuals by Olivia De Berardinis) [catures a heroine who
suflers from mysophobia (fear of dirt and germs).

Longtime contributor Dan Greenburg was so moved by Con-
tributing Photographer Richard Fegley's cclebration of The Natural
History of Lingerte that he oflered us his thoughts on the finer
things in life. Speaking of which. . . . Kevin Cogan and various
automotive experts have chosen Cars '88: The Best (pho-
tographed by Richard lzui).

The market may rise and fall, but one thing remains con-
stant—our love of beautiful women. Meet maodel Janice Dickin-
son, photographed in Alrica by the legendary Peter Beard, and
Playmate Susie Owens, recruited from our 1983 nurses pictorial,
Wonen in White. 1If you could put these pictures in vour IRA,

they'd keep you warm when vou retired.

SPOONER

B

GARDNER DREIFUS, SCHLESINGER

HODEXFIELD

BOYLE

(AN BEARD
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QOur cover is designed by Managing Art Director Kerig Pope and photo-
graphed by Contributing Photographer Stephen Wayda. Model Terri Doss’s
stylist was Lee Ann Perry, her hair is by John Victor and her make-up by
Pat Tomlinson. Her earrings are by Philip Cantrell and bracelets from Details
from Design Network, Chicago. The photograph was hand-colared by Donald
Bouterse. When the Rabbit plays hide and seek, he doesn’t mesh around.
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CHANCES ARE YOU WEREN'T
AN EXPERT WHEN
YOU FIRST PICKED OUT
YOUR CONDOM.

A litdle red-faced
perhaps, but you went
ahead and chose it.

You called it a
rubber {or worse). And
no teenage wallet was
=< . complete without one.

| f 3 But you've changed
' <3 ’ | , ' }‘ ' r ' a lot since then, and so
has the condom.

The Today "condom
is just what it says it is.
A condom for today.

Its contoured, for
comfort.

Its passed strength
tests way beyond the
accepted standards, for
reliability.

Its ultra-thin, for
sensitvity.

And its available
either non-lubricated,
or with a standard or
spermicidal lubricant.

Your old condom
was fine, believe us.

e, Dut that was then.
~ e, And this

- .7/ is Today.

L -a-—-q- -
= -

C) 1957 VLI Corp. From the makers of the Toda Sponge”
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ARS BREVIS, VIDAL LONGUS

Thank vou for David Sheft”s Playboy In-
terview with Gore Vidal (December). In
addition to finding him incredibly intri-
guing, | found Vidal o be impossible, irri-
tating, mitelligent, irreverent, insensitive,
irrepressible, iconoclastic, impious, im-
politic, impertinent, incisive, incorrigible,
irredeemable, impish and (only occasion-
ally) irresponsible.

Alas, too olten he succumbs to mani-
tics—his selfFindulgent apology tor com-
munism reads like something out of a
Sixties activist’s comic hook. But mostly,
Vidal is interesting, ofien irresistible. I he
didn’t exist, they (for Vidal, there’s always
a “they,” a mechanism through which ev-
crvthing is explainable) would have to in-
vent him.

LEd Rader
Alexandria, Virgima

Vidal's witty and robust mind serves
him well in the realm of history but be-
comes limp-wristed the moment present-
day politics land on the water bed.

Even so, his hit-and-miss score would
be admirable were it not for the fact
that his venom overrides his logic. Bile is
a vile judge of politics; while Vidal gores
them to death, his motives are an open
book floating daintily between Caesar and
Caligula.

R. H. Velvart
Willowdale, Ontario

Gore Vidal may be a great writer, but
he 1s also a terrific asshole.
Ron Ownby
Kansas City, Missouri

The Playboy Interview with Gore Vidal
ought to be required reading in all high
school civies and history classes. His views
of Soviet-U.S. relationships, their basis
and their future, are illuminating, espe-
cially in light of the recent negotiations on
arms control. His prognosis ol America’s
upcoming depression really struck home
after the stock-market crash. After passing
this interview around to a

number of

neighbors, | believe that Vidal has gotten
quite a following in this normally conserv-
ative part of the country.

How about running for President your-
self, Mr. Vidal? After all, if you followed
the policies you outline, the world would
be a much safer, saner place in which o
live. You're a much better choice than any-
one they’ve put forth so far.

Gary K. Arnett
Dinosaur, Colorado

Gore Vidal’s opposition to social Dar-
winism is a lost causc. It's a shame that his
seli-deluded belief in Soviet amclioration
exempts Russia from his sparkling misian-
thropy. Sovict jingoism is red in tooth and
claw, and no less deserving of Vidal's
ficrce contempt, though it’s also worth
noting that (to paraphrase Vidal) most
Americans have a grudging admiration for
Russia as a bully. Similarly, most conserv-
atives have a grudging admiration lor Vi-
dal as a literary predator.

Justin Reed
Phoenix, Arizona

CHANNEL CHUCKLES

Hats off to that king {or should I say
Pharaoh?) of comedic investigative report-
ing, Jerry Stahl. In what millennium’s lan-
guage should T be writing, anyway?

Although I always find entertaining,
amusing and enlightening  articles in
Playboy, never have | been so “trans-
formed™ into a heap ol uncontrollable gig-
gles and bursts of spontancous laughter
as I was upon reading Channel Hofiping
(December).

Thank “Mafu,”” Stahl has emerged from
writing ““god-awful epic ballads™ on At-
lantis to delighting us with his nonstop wit
in your pages.

Shari Story
Marietta, Georgia

TRICKY BUSINESS

It was a weat o read the whirlwind
thriller Tricks, by Evan Hunter (Playboy,
December), under his pen name, Ed
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McBain. Hunter is a master of combining
suspense, macho guys, sexv women, blood-
curdlingly violent gymnastics and britle
dialog.

John G. Fuller

Weston, Connecticut

As movie/drama critic lor WMCA radio
in New York and WICC radio in Connecti-
cut, I enjoy the best in entertainment—
and Playboy is one of my favorite
magazines. | started to buy it to read the
Ian Fleming stories before they were pub-
lished anywhere else, and now Playboy
brings me that master of mystery, Ed
McBain, albeit snuggled next to India
Allen, Miss December. Why not publish a
photograph of the rugged author him-
sclf—and let us girls get our jollies? I know
vou had a small snapshot of him, as well as
Joseph Heller and Ray Bradbury, on the
Playbill page, but why not more about our
favorite writers? Tricks is diverting and de-
hghttul—let’s see more McBain in the fu-
ture.

Susan Granger
Westport, Connecticut

SWEET NUTCRACKER

As “girl-next-door™ types have always
turned me on, I fell in love with Justine
Bateman the first time I saw her on Famuly
Ties. Therefore, it was an industrial-
strength disappointment for me to discov-
er in her 20 Questions interview in the

December issue that justine is just an-
other run-of-the-mill, spoiled, cgotistical,
foul-mouthed, ball-breaking Hollywood
princess.

Lyn A. Sherwood

San Juan Capistrano, California

GITTE, ARCHITECTURAL WONDER
Gitte Nielsen is the Taj Mahal of the fe-
male form. Herb Ritts’s photographs of

her in the December issue are among the

most beautiful vou've ever published.
Gary Rivers
Arlington, Virginia

A FRANK REBUTTAL

In the October Playboy, Asa Baber, in
his Men column, “Hitler's Dream,” dis-
cusses some comments ol mine and mter-
prets them incorvectly. Baber refers to a
parual quotation, apparently, of my re-
sponse to a request that [ give an interview
to Playboy about the details of my private
life as a gay man. My response to that re-
quest was that I did not wish to discuss the
details of my private life with Playboy or
anybody clse. That is, I rejected that re-
quest for an mterview not because of the
magazine in which it would appear but be-
cause of the subject matter.

Baber apparently read the quotation to
mean that I was “snubbing™ Plavbey. And
he suggests that there might be “an Ed
Meese inside [me] secretly struggling to
get out.” In fact, | disagreed very much
with the Attorney General's Commission
on Pornography’s effort 1o censor the sale
of Playboy and other magazines in conven-
ience sLores.

I would be glad o discuss with Plavboy
or any other publication any public issues,
including the Persian Gulf, arms control,
the resistance to Russian aggression in
Afghanistan, the prospects for peace in the
Middle East, human rights in various
parts of the world. apartheid in South
Alrica, the tax code, housing. discrimina-
tion agamst various minorities, including
gay men and lesbians, the proper way to
deal with AIDS, the need to resist Ed

If the Walkmar stereo fits, wear it.

But no matter which Sony Walkman you choose,
you can be sure of getting rich, crystal-clear stereo

No matter who you are or what you do, there’s
a Sony Walkman® personal stereo that's right in

step with you.

From the first Walkman introduced 1n 1979 to
our ten-millionth, we've changed the way a world-

on-the-go listens to music.

From the Sports series to our professional
Walkman, there’s a Walkman for everyone.

sound thats guaranteed to put more fun in your life.

And when 1t comes to personal stereo, nothing can
be more fitting than that.

Of course, we do have to add one footnote to all

© 1987 Sony Corporation of Amenica. Sony, Walkman and The One and Only are trademarks of Sony.

this. If it isn't a Sony,
it 1sn'ta Walkman.

SONY.

THE ONE AND ONLY.



Meese’s censorial instinets, ete. I will not
discuss with Playboy or any other publica-
tion the details of my private life. It was
the wopic and not the publication that
led me to say no. I remain available if
Playboy wants 1o interview me on the
public issues that come before me as a
member of Congress.

Representative Barney Frank

U S. Housc ol Representatives

Washington, D.C.

JESSICA'S STORY: TAKE TWO
1 am 27 years old and until last month, I
had never looked at a Playboy magazine. |
was lured to the November and the De-
cember issues by The Jessica Hahn Story. 1
was surprised by the high quality of vour
journalism but even more so by the shock-
ing revelations Jessica made. [ feel for her,
I'm amazed by the amount of persecution
she has endured. No doubt she will contin-
uc to receive bad press, but at least your
magazine has published her side of the sto-
ry. [ am verv impressed by Jessica Hahn
and what she has communicated through
your magazine. She has my respect.
Steven Skatteho
Yarnell, Arizona

While much of the press was laughing
at (and off) the Jim Bakker and Jessica
Hahn aflair, Playboy had the good sense o
go alter the available truth and deliver 1t
seriously. Too many people in this country
still think of Jim and Tammy Faye Bakker,
and not Jessica, as the victims. Not only is
that a sad comment on the average Ameri-
can intellect but it gives an idea of the pow-
er TV preachers have over their viewers,

And to think the whole mess could have
been avoided if Tammy Faye had done her
Kegel exerciscs.

Vic Oberhaus
Liberty Center, Ohio

From its inception, the key ingredient
lacking in the dynamics of the feminist
movement has been a culiure heroine, a
persona who embodies the hopes and
dreams of womankind, someone who has
been to the depths and been resurrected,
as it were, with a clear and purposeful vi-
sion. Lo, as il by divine intervention, out of
obscurity springs Jessica Hahn to lead us
all out of the wasteland. Here is & woman
who has been down and dirty and has
risen from the ashes to stomp on the heels
of her oppressors.

Hahn talks turkey, not rhetoric. She has
turned victimization into liberation, a
comeback fueled with humor and balls.
No whining, no apologies, no sclf-admoni-
tion. She is just going o step on Jim
Bakker like a nasty littde squash bug.

This woman has an instinctual com-
mand of media unparalleled since Frank-
lin D. Roosevelt. She has shaken the
complacency of a fatted middle class. Sud-
denly, ostensibly mature adults are kick-
ing and screaming about the virginity of a

total stranger; but, as Marshall McLuhan
would put it, she’s cool.
Michel Yeuell
Brooklyn, New York

MOVIE MYSTERY

I had always thought that Playboy was
fearless in its search for the truth and un-
afraid of pressure Irom any source.

In one recent issue, vou give the movie
The Hanot Hilton three and a half Rabbi
Heads, which I interpret as “good show,
plus.” In the very next issue, the listing is
gone lrom the “Movie Score Card.”

Does Jane Fonda really have that much
power?

Manv things that happen today are
scary. The IRS has more power than the
K.G.B. and our freedoms slip away by the
hour. Please ell me a reason, even an ex-
cuse, for vour censoring of Hanoi Hilton.

' James D. Tilford. Jr.
Mobile, Alabama

Check your back-issue file agamn. James.
“The Hanot Hilton™ is reviewed m our June
issue and listed in July's “Movie Score Card.”
Dwindling audiences, nol censorship, deleted
it from our August listings; by then, "Hanot”
was on its way off screens and onto video. The
good news: I's now available on cassette.

T
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These days every maker says their radar
detector is best. Who's telling the truth?
Freedom of the press

If you read movie ads, you know how
each one finds a short phrase from a
review that makes it sound like “the year's
best” Well, some detector makers play
the same game.

But we wor't play games. Below are
the overall results of the three most recent
independent tests of radar detectors.

LATEST PERFORMANCE RANKINGS

Carand Popular
Driver Roundel Mechanics
April 1987 June 1987 July 1987
%ssport Passport Escort
{ ort
not tested) o Passport
BEL Quantum
Cobra Whistler BEL
Uniden Max_pn &« Snooper
Radio Shack Uniden
Radio Shack i
Enloe Whistler
BEL Fox
Cobra Cobra
Whistler BELVector | GUL
Sparkomatic  Snooper Radio Shack
= Fuzzbuster )
OX Sparkomatic u Sparkomatic
GUL Sunkyong Maxon

Although each staff of experts used
different methods to evaluate the detec-
tors, their conclusions were unanimous;
Escort and Passport are winners.

Radar detectors:
Which are really best?

Here's the proof

Call us toll-free (1-800-543-1608)
and we'll send you the complete, unedited
tests. Read exactly what the experts say.

How to order

We sell direct to you. Orders in by
3:00 pm eastern time go out the same
day, and we pay for UPS shipping. Overnight
Federal Express delivery is only $10 extra.

Ifyou're not completely satisfied within
30 days. return your purchase. We'll refund
all your money, including return postage.

For top-rated radar protection, just
call us toll-free.

TOLL FREE 1-800-543-1608

{Call Mon-Fri Bam-11pm, Sat-Sun 9:30-6 EST)

ESCORT

HADAR WARNING RECEIVER
I —- e SR

ESCORT $245 (OH res. add $13.48 tax)

PASSPORT

RADAR-RECEIVER
oW s ——

PASSPORT $295 (OH res. add $16 23 tax)

Cincinnati Microwave
Department 70738

One Microwave Plaza
Cincinnati, Ohio 45249-9502

© 1988 Cincinnati Microwave, inc,

For information, call toll free 1-800-543-1608
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

TRUCK-STOP TEDDIES

On a road trip a couple of years ago,
Vicki Lewis surveved the shopping at a
great many interstate truck stops. She
found lots of tacky coffee mugs, key rings
and bumper stickers. Lewis, a former fash-
ion-design student with no prior business
or trucking experience, sensed a market
for something sexier, the type of thing a
guy could carry home to his significant
other after a week of white-line fever.

So she came up with an appcaling
item—a sultry little black-lace teddy with
a navel-deep neckline plunge and a barely
wider-than-a-G-string back. Lewis pack-
aged her translucent designs in glossy
black gift boxes, christened them (and her
new firm) Black Lace and placed samples
in truck stops. The i1dea, says Lews, was
to let a trucker buy Black Lace on the road
and keep on trucking, eliminating those
time-consuming detours to the lingerie
boutique. Now, just a vear later, Lewis’
teddies retail for 20 bucks at more than 70
truck stops around the country. One chain
alone has placed a $40,000 order. For

Christmas, Lewis offered a special run of
f I

white teddies, and for Valentine’s Day—
vou guessed it—hot-red numbers. Our
advice: Proceed with caution—dangerous
intersection ahead.

MINING THE ORE

Hordes of head bangers showed up last
fall for a Metal Marathon at the Roosevelt
Hotel in New York Citv. For two days, se-
lected panels discussed such heavy-metal
rock arcana as “Metal and Radio: Hell in
Your Home™ and “Image vs. Substance: Is
It the Look or the Lick?” Here, from our
reporter’s notebook, are the highlights.

Keynote speaker Dee Snider of Twisted
Sister on how to overcome discourage-
ment: *‘Masturbation. 1 found that when I
felt my worst, just being alone for a few
minutes and relieving that tension made
the whole day casier. Sometimes two,
three times a day, I'd just have to step into
a bathroom, a subway, anything.” He was
kidding . . . we think.

Snyder again on how his group came to
be one of the first speed-metal bands: “It
was anger, it was [rustration, it was the
desire to get the fuck out of there before 1
got my ass kicked for wearing lingerie.”

Manowar bass player Joey DeMaio on
heavy-metal musicianship: *“Most of these
bands have no talent. They have no busi-
ness owning instruments. It's like giving a
murderer a gun.”

Producer Ric Browde on rock aesthet-
ics: “People who equate art with music are
making a mistake. Rock 'n’ roll should be
about Saturday night, making you want to
go out, fuck, get laid, fuck some more, get
drunk, mavbe take some drugs, do all
those things that your parents told vou you
weren't supposed to do. That’s what rock
'n’ roll is. And anybody who does not
make an album that makes your parents
tell you to turn that shit ofl, they failed.”

And, finally, Lemmy Kilmister of Mo-
torhead on allegations that videos are sex-
ist: *“l want to know what’s wrong with
fuckin’. . . . You think we don’t like fuckin’
anymore, so we shouldn’t have girls in our

videos. | mean, girls should have boys in
their videos, I don’t mind. Both sides, go
ahead. I love to fuck.”

So who said the gentle art of conversa-
tion is dead, anyway?

IT CAME FROM HOLLY WOOD

And in keeping with the high tone estab-
lished by Kilmister (see above), herc’s a
preview of some curious movie titles to an-
ticipate this vear, according to Vanely.

Alone in the T-Shirt Zone, Assault of the
Killer Bimbos, Bitchin’ Sorority Babes, Blood
Frenzy, Bloody Pom Poms, Curse of the Can-
nibal Confederates, Deadly Daphne’s Re-
venge, Demented Death Farm Massacre, The
Durty Filthy Slime, Eunuchs, Ferocious Fe-
male Freedom Fighters, Galactic Gigolo,
Hack "Em High, Hell Comes to Frogloun,
Hide and Go Shriek, Hideous Sun Demon:
The Special Edition, Hollywood Chainsaw
Hookers, I Hale Actors, I Was a Teenage Sex
Mutant, 1 Was a Teenage Vampive, In a
Shallow Grave, Man Eaters, Maniac Cop,
Mortuary Academy, Operation: Take No
Prisoners, Raiders of the Living Dead, Slime
City, Space Sluls in the Slammer, Subler-
raneans, Test Tube Teens from the Year
2000.

To catch these classics, we suggest that
you bypass the movie ads in your local
newspaper in favor of the new-arrivals
board at a nearby video store. We have a
sneaking suspicion that these flicks are go-
ing straight to . . . tape.

BIRDMAN
Bird, the film biography of jazz genius
Charlie Parker due out later this year, has

its share of surprises—not the least of

which is that it’s produced and directed by
Clint Eastwood, who turns out to be the
keeper of the bebop flame. And this is no
Lady Sings the Blues, the largely inaccurate
film biography of Billie Holiday.

*arker’s story contains equal parts in-
candescent brilliance and mythic sclf-de-
struction from heroin, alcohol and periods
of pure gluttony. (When Parker died, the
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SIGNIFICA, INSIGNIFICA, STATS AND FACTS

“There are only
two occasions when
Americans  respect
privacy, especially in
Presidents. Those
are prayer and fish-
ing.”—Herbert Hoo-
ver in the May 19,
1947, New York Her-
ald Tribune.

THE BLIMP

Number of Good-
year blimps in the
United States, threc;
number of crew mem-
bers of an airborne
blimp, one or two pi-

FACT OF THE MONTH

THE LITTLE BOARD

Spaces on  which
players land most of-
ten during a Mo-
nopoly game: I1LLINOIS
AVENUE, B & O RAILROAD
and co.

L

Number of reasons
Parker Brothers ini-
tially cited in reject-
ing  Monopoly in
1934: 52.

L

Amount  of play
money in each Mo-
nopoly set: $15,140.

-
Number of hiule

lots, plus a camera- Percentage of oil shipped green houses pro-
man and a technician.  through the Persian Gulf thatis  duced by  Parker
. bound for the United States: Brothers since 1935:

Average blimp alti-  five. Amount of money the U.S. 9 g3 pillion.

tude during a sports
event: 1000 feet above
the ground.
L]
Number of gallons of fuel used per
hour: ten. Length of time a blimp stays
in the air during a sports event: three to
six hours.
-
Amount of helium needed to inflate a
blimp: 202,700 cubic feet.
L]
Cost of renting a Goodyear blimp:
nothing—if Goodyear decides to pro-
mote your event.

BANG, BANG

Percentage of murders in the United
States committed by a relative or an
acquaintance of the victim: 58.

[ ]

Number of children under 15 in the
United States who die as a result of
handgun accidents: one per day.

L

Amount spent annually in the Unit-
ed States to treat victims of shootings:
$500,000,000.

.

Number of people killed by hand-
guns in 1986: in Manchester, England,
16; in Miami Beach, Florida, 148; in
Munich, West Germany, 75; in Detroit,
Michigan, 635; in New York, 1582,

Department of Defense spends .
to protect the gulf’s sea lanes:
$3,000,000 per day.

Number of lan-
guages in  which
Monopoly sets  are
available: 22,

-

One of the languages in which

Monopoly is not available: Russian.

LIARS AND THIEVES

In a California poll, percentage of
people who say people arc less honest
today than they were a decade ago, 50;
percentage who say there has been no
change, 43.

L]

Percentage who have called in sick to

work when they weren’t ill: 48.
L

Percentage who have received too
much change and not given the money
back: 44.

L ]

Percentage who have taken work

supplies home: 43.
.

Percentage who have stolen towels

and other hotel items: 36.
[ ]

Percentage who have not filled out
their income-tax returns truthfully: 22.
.

Percentage who have used someone
else’s credit card tomakea purchase: two.

attending physician examined his body
and guessed him to be 55. He was 34.)

Even so, Parker, whose nickname Yard-
bird was shortened to the Bird invoked by
Jazz musicians and fans, practically in-
vented bebop in the carly Forties: he was
certainly its greatest practitioner.,

“It’s really a labor of love. Clint wanted
to be as authentic as possible,” said trum-
peter Red Rodney, who played with Par-
ker in the late Forties and was hired as
both a consultant and a sound-track per-
tormer for Bird. *“And there’s an important
message—that  jazz’s  greatest genius
couldn’t get rid of his drug habit and died
at 34.”" Rodney said the film features a lit-
tle-known true incident in which Rodney
and Parker played at a Hasidic bar mitzvah.

Bird has been planmed for vears:
Richard Pryor first bought the option for
the Joel Oliansky script in 1980, intending
to star as Parker, but the project died be-
fore the option ran out and Eastwood
walked in. The film stars Forest (The Color
of Money) Whitaker as Parker and Dianne
Ferona as Chan Richardson, Parker’s
common-law wife at the time of his death.
But the real star may be the music.

Using an elaborate method to upgrade
the quality of actual Parker recordings,
Eastwood and composer-arranger Lennie
Nichaus isolated and digitally enhanced
the sax solos before combining them with
newly recorded accompaniments true to
the period. Among those who wok part in
the recording: trumpeter Jon Faddis, pi-
anists Monty Alexander and Barry Harris,
bassists Ray Brown and Ron Carter, and
John Guerin on drums,

What's more, Eastwood and Nichaus,
reluctant to rely solely on Parker's many
reissued recordings, unearthed several
never-released performances in Richard-
son’s possession. These sessions include
one “basement tape” featuring drum leg-
end Art Blakey playing brushes on a tele-
phone book. So when Bird hits theaters in
late summer, it is likely that Charlic Par-
ker will flv again.

KID STUFF

In Santa Monica, California, 3000 con-
dom-carrying dolls called Teach-a-Bodies
have been snapped up by schools, hospi-
tals and sex-eclucation programs. Accord-
ing to the nonprofit Pediatric Projects Inc.,
the distributor, the dolls are supposed to
clue kids in on contraception and discase
prevention.

Still, the dolls haven’t ended up in many
homes. “Parents are not used to having
dolls with genitalia around,” says execu-
tive director Pat Azarnoff. In lact, parents
who were raised with GI Joc and Barbie
might wonder what happencd to mess kits
and party dresses. The adult female doll
comes with a tampon, a sanitary napkin
and a baby on an umbilical cord that can
be removed from the vagina. The adult
male totes a condom in its back pocket. We
wonder where makers of ultrarealistic
dolis are headed. How about a one-night-
stand doll? You pick it up and a day later
vou throw away its phone number.



CHARLES M. YOUNG

FOR ALL 1S legal and artstic problems in
the Seventics, George Harrison has had
the most successlul career of the surviving
Beatle alumni in the Eighties. Ringo is en-
dorsing wine coolers and Paul can’t seem
to find his muse. But George now heads up
HandMade Films, which has produced a
string of wonderful movies, including
Withnail and I and Mona Lisa. With Cleud
Nine (Dark Horse/Warner), Harrison re-
turns to pop music lor the first time in five
vears, and his confidence is audible. The
uncomfortable quaver in both his voice
and his guitar used to navigate uncertainly
between vulnerability and whine. Now,
with E.L.Os Jeffl Lynne co-producing,
Harrison sings and plavs solid, melodic
pop with nary a trace of whine and only a
few traces of E.L.O. in the rhvthm and
harmonv tracks, which is the maximum
allowable dose of E.L.O. for anvone who is
not E.L.O. Harrison seems to be hving
prool that artists don’t have to suffer 10
make their best art; they have o be happy.

Not to be conlused with the Bags rom
Los Angeles of a few vears ago, the Bags
(from Boston) fall somewhere among the
Ramones, Hiisker Dii and early Kiss.
Their debut, Rock Starve {Restless), con-
sists of thrilling guitar-bash riffs that
pound like the sound of a herd of giant
woolly mammoths going over a chif, just
enough melody rasping through shredded
cords and lyrics wholly unbe-
smirched by any panty-waist college-poct-
ry influence: “0O Lord, how can it be/My
lover has become my enemyv/1 moved out
but it's not enough/She wants to see me
with my head cut off:” 1 highly recom-
mend it

VI ]('EI!

VIC GARBARINI

Ten vears after the Band’s breakup, its
guitarist and chiel songwriter has finally
released his hirst solo effort. And while it's
standard practice lor an artist in Robbie
Robertson’s league to invite  superstar
buddies to help out on his debut, Robert-
son relies so much on the buddy system
that he almost sounds hke a guest on lus
own album. He's primarily backed by U2
and Peter Gabriel’s band on Robbie Robert-
son (Gellen), and while such songs as Fall-
en Angel and Showdown at Big Sky prove
that Robertson’s songwriting talems are
undiminished, they get overshadowed by
his siddemen. In fact, Sweel Fire of Love and
Testimony. tor all practcal purposes, are
U2 songs in tone, arrangement and execu-
tion. The original Band drew its musical

strength from the almost familial sense of

community its members shared. Its mvit-

ing intimacy was hard won by vears of

touring honkv-tonks and woodshedding in
Woadstock. The lack of that spiritual ma-

Quiet Beatle makes out.

George, Robbie, Miki
and Lynyrd, plus
a word on the remix.

wrix diffuses Robertson’s lyvrical and musi-
cal impact here. While it's heartening to
see him finding the courage o re-invent
himsell for the Eighties, letting himself be
“channeled™ like some rock-"n’-roll spirit-
ual guide—even by such ace talents as
Gabricel and U2—isn’t the answer. What
this man needs
1s a band.

excuse the expression—

NELSON GEORGE

Miki Howards debut album, Come
Share My Love, was a decent enough first
go-round. But it struck me as unlocused
and, despite a couple of black chart hits,
none of it made a deep impression.
Howard’s new Love Confessions (Atlantic)
disproves the old sophomore-jinx truism.
She shows considerable growth as a vo-
calist and has found a coherent musical
direction. Like another impressive voung
female, Regina Belle, Howard taps into

the strident, jazz-influenced tradition of

that new trendsetter Anita Baker. Overall,
Love Confessions is mature, mid-tempo and
mellow without being maudlin. Howard
takes a real risk in tackling Earth, Wind &
Fire's soul standard Reasons, but by utiliz-
ing a diflerent syncopation, she turns it
into a new vet still moving song. The high-
lights are two gutsy songs with the vocal
trio LeVert, Crazy and an instant classic,
That's What Love Is.

Also worth listening to: Doc Powell's de-
but, Love Is Where It's At (Mercury/Poly-
Gram), a fine mix of guitar instrumentals

and vocals from Luther Vandross™ side-
man, and Steve Arringlon’s erratic Jom
Packed (Manhattan), in which the former
funk bad bov, now a born-again Chnstian,
vacillates between softened heart and
funky roots. The funky roots win out on
side two, especially on Kelly 16-33 and
Trouble.

DAVE MARSH

A lot of people in and outside the music
industry lound 1t amazing that Lynvrd
Skyvnyrd’s comeback tour last lall was so
successful. They shouldn’t have—Skynyrd
wasn’t only one of the biggest American
bands of the Seventies but, by the time its
planc went down. it was probably the best.

To understand how good Skynyrd was,

histen to legend (MCA), an album of

leftovers. There’s nothing here  that
matches the group’s greatest hits, but on
it, Skynyrd does everything it did best:
blues, country, ballads. And Ronnie Van

GUEST SHOT

acTor/BassisT Gene Simmons, i his
ouwn words, “has tried to incorporate
women, girls and females nto the
manifesto of the rock band Kiss, which
is ‘Anything that feels good is worth
doing again.” And,” he adds, “some of
the panties I've collected have shid
marks.” Who better, then, to judge a
Rhinoe Records vocal collection called
“Va-Va-Voom!” by the world’s all-time
sex hattens?

“*Out of the nine singers— Jayne
Mansfield, Diana Dors, Mamie Van
Doren, Marilyn Monroe, Ann-Mar-
gret, Elke Sommer, Jane Russell,
Sophia Loren and Rhonda Flem-
ing— Monroe is by far the most mu-
sical. She never tries to sing out of
her range and never wries to be
something she’s not. Mansfield does
a caricature of Monroe—hbut, what
with men being the snakes we are,
junk food gets the same reaction as
Sflet mugnon. My favorite cut is
Loren’s Bing Bang Bong. Va-Va-
Voom! also has gorgeous photos and
great stories on cach lady, and it
was pressed on pink vinyl. I'm par-
tial 1o the photograph of Loren
checking out Mansheld’s cleavage ™
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FAST TRACKS

Earth, Wind & Fire |
Touch the World 7

o

George Harrison
Cloud Nine

Less than Zero I
o

Lynyrd Skynyrd I
Legend

4
7
7
George Michael I
Faith 7

6
7
7
7

o v O [N

7
8
7
9

0 O~ (00 (O

REELING AND ROCKING: We hear that a
movic bio of Cab Calloway is in the
works, with Kid Creole playing the youny
Cab and Lionel Richie playving the older.
Stay tuned. Kris Kristofferson has
made a deal to turn his song Me and
Bobby McGee mo a movie. Kris-
tofferson will serve as story consult-
ant. . . . Look for Sting in Stormy
Monday with Tommy Lee Jones and Mel-
anie Griffith. He plays the gangster own-
cr of a jazz club. In other Sting news,
he, Miles Copeland and an unnamed
former CBS executive have formed a
new record company, Pangaea, which
will release pop, rock, jazz, classical
and avant-garde projects. The first re-
leases are expected any day. . . . Expect
a Tom Waits concert film. . . . Dionne War-
wick will score and probably sing the
title song in Force of Destiny, a Mob
movie.

NEWSBREAKS: By the uime you read
this, will Prince be on tour? That's the
rumeor. . . . Seth Justman of J. Geils says
not to count the band out. He hopes it
will record this year. About Peter Wolf,
Justman says, “The lines of communi-
cation are open; we're on speaking
terms again.” . . . Yes will be touring
into March. . . . David Bowie says he's
gradually winning back control over
much of his music catalog and that he
intends to assemble an album of rari-
ties, outtakes and ephemera as soon
as i’s legal. Bowie says, “There're
some really interesting things.
[Brian] Eno and I did so much stull that
never came out and I'd really like o
release 1. . . . Keith Richards joined Chris
Frantz and Tina Weymouth in the studio to
add guitar on a song for the Ziggy Marley
album. Keith played with Zigey's fa-
ther, Bob Marley, too. . . . Linda Ronstadt
produced David Lindley's album. . . . A
rock treatment of Jules Verne's Around
the World in Eighty Days, with songs by

Ray Davies, is being developed o de-
but next summer in a theater in Cali-
lormia. . . . Mark Knopfler savs that Dire
Straits’ days may be numbered: “I'm
not really interested in the band at the

moment. ... [ just don’t feel like i, and
there are more challenging things for
me.” . . . Paul Shaffer, musical director

on Late Night with David Letlerman, has
been working on a record with a variety
of guest stars, including Eric Clapton, Fats
Domino, Donald “Duck” Dunn, Allen Tous-
saint and Dave Edmunds. . . . Mick and
Keith have been nommated for the In-
ternational Award at the Songwriters
Hall of Fame ceremony in April.
They're competing against the likes of
Paul Anka and Noel Coward. . . . Two
Caribbean islands have honored John
lennon and Elvis by issuing stamps in
their likenesses. . . . The Amnesty In-
ternational '88 Tour may travel behind
the Iron Curtain and possibly in South
Africa beginning in  the fall. Peter
Gabriel, Bryan Adams and Jackson Browne
are expected to be among the partici-
pants. . . . Il you're a print colleclor
who's passionate about the Beatles,
youw'll want to check out Targeted Com-
munications’ 12 original album-cover
prints, from Please Please Me 1o Let It
Be. The prints were created by Tom
Kluepful, former head of graphic design
at New York’s Musceum ol Modern Art.
They make terrific gifts. . . . Due soon:
new albums from James Taylor, the Clash,
Sade, ‘til tuesday, Cheap Trick, Stevie Ray
Vaughn, Bobby McFerrin, Grandmaster
Flash, the Talking Heads, the Ramones,
Rickie Lee Jones, the Reddings, the Com-
modores and even Conway Twitty. . . . And
hinally, Sting says his song ideas come
to him in his dreams. That ought o
make shrinks all over the world feel
great. —BARBARA NELLIS

Zant sings his heart out.

Skynyrd never got much respect, be-
cause its members looked like what they
were—a bunch of Southern ruflians. But
the fact 1s they were ahead of their ume. as
vou can tell even from this hodgepodge.
Try Four Walls of Raiford, which tells a
disastrous story about a Vietnam veteran
ten years or so belore Born in the U.S.A.
1t's some scary music, and whether or not
vou were around to witness Skvovrd in its
glory, you ought 1o hear it now.

The songs on Cress Our Hearts (Upside,
225 Lalayette Street, New York, New York
10012}, Canadian Jeflrey Hatcher’s debut
with the Big Beat, are shaped something
like the heartland rock of Springsteen and
Mellencamp, but Hatcher has something
in common with Van Zant: His best songs
work off a combination of wry humor and
bitter anger. Here they're best expressed
in yet another soldier’s story, Eye of the
Needle. These neater, more modest songs
make a mice contrast and complement to
Legend.

ROBERT CHRISTGAU

The remix is half consumer fraud, half
connoisseurship run amuck. Of course, a
good club d.j. can jolt the assembled asses
with the night dub, but most ol the extra
stufl the labels put on 12-inchers functions
as filler for anyone except a beat babv. So
I was surprised to discover three recent
remix compilations that have their uses.
Madonna’s You Can Dance (Sire) leaves her
biggest radio hits untouched for some fu-
ture compilation; yet, not counting the
dub-mad I'nto the Groove, a dance track to
begin with, these seconds sound more at
home in their specially segued all-new ex-
tensions than buried away on her albums.
Side B of Billy Idol’s Vital idol (Chrysalis)
is just macho disco, but side A plays up the
cartoonishness of his sneering  persona
with special effects his videos should only
equal. And moving to the sublime, we
have New Order’s Substance  {Qwest).
When the band was sull extricating itsell
from the cerebral gloom of Joy Dwision,
New Order liked disco because it was
trancelike—that is, boring. But just tw
keep themselves awake, the band members
devised their own system of kinetic percus-
sion and topped things ofl with hypnotic
chants, especially on the singles that are
Subsiance’s substance. A revelation.

Long ago and far away, Earth, Wind &
Fire taught black pop fans the wisdom and
beauty of the self-contained band. Al-
though a tour featuring the two other orig-
mal members is planned, the band on the
new Touch the World (Columbia) is com-
posed ol two solo artists—leader Maurice
White and his sometime compadre Philip
Bailey—joining their voices in song with
a bunch of L.A. studio and publishing
hacks. Yet White still gets good music out
of his trademark. No matter who created
them, Svstem of Survival and Money Tight
make him sound more in ouch with the
world than all his solo artistry.




WINNER!

Top-rated radar detector beats Passport.

Costs $115 less!

“It produced the earliest warning in our [road] tests.”

HWY '

Only 11/4" tall,

3" wide, and 412" long.
Fits in your pocket.
Travels where you travel.

Road & Track magazine recently tested
ight popular radar detectors. SNOOPER
P-4000 won big. In actual road tests
where it counts. Around the corner and
over the hill radar ambushes. What about
current best-seller Passport? . . . second
only to the SNOOPER D-4000." Sorry guys.
Fact: The SNOOPER D-4000 beats Pass-
ort on performance. Fact: It costs $115
ess! No doubt who won.

“The SNOOPER D-4000 produced the
earliest warning in our around-the-
corner and over-the-hill tests.”

Road & Track, September 1986

Sold on new high
performance cars.

The SNOOPER D-4000 is made in Garland,
Texas by Microwave Systems, Inc. — the
inventor of solid-state radar detection for
cars. The first to use superheterodyne cir-
cuitry. The pioneer in remote devices.
Maybe that's why SNOOPER came in first.
Innovation and experience!

Until now, the SNOOPER D-4000 has
been sold mainly through new car dealers.
So you could wait and buy one with your

All accessories are included.

A

<

SNODPER.D-4Q00 150 s 55619

/ TRIPLE SUPERHETERODYNE XK
POWER

next Porsche, BMW or Corvette. Or you
can pick up the phone now and have one
in your hands tomorrow. The SNOOPER
D-4000 is NOT sold in catalogs, parts stores
or discount chains.

Only $180!

If you can afford one

of theirs. ..

... why not buy TWO of ours? ONE Pass-
port costs $295. For just another $65 more
than that, you can have TWO of ours.
Protect other drivers in your family
against radar surveillance, too. SNOOPER
D-4000 is the top-performer, and at only
51[90. it's the runaway winner for top
value.

All the features you want.
The SNOOPER D-4000 is a triple superhet
advanced radar detection device. Sniffs
out both X- and K-bands radar, alerts you
with a loud audible signal and simultane-
ous warning light.

Low

Road & Track,

September, 1986

VOLUME
1 HIGH

OFF

Shown actual size.

nals from other radar detectors. Comes
with visor clip and dashtop mount. Plugs
into car cigarette lighter. On/off and
highway/city switches. Simple. No compli-
cated dials or bar graphs to slow your
reaction time.

Order today.

Order yours at no risk. Call toll-free to or
der. Drive with your SNOOPER D-4000 for
30 days. If not satisfied, return it and we'll
refund your purchase and your shipping
costs. Comes with one-year factory war-
ranty. And, remember, it's the winner.
The most for less. You can’t go wrong!
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(Conn. res. add $13.88 tax)

We Ship The Same Day

via UPS on all orders received
by 2:00 p.m. eastern time.
Want it tomorrow? We'll ship
Federal Express, just $10 extra.

TOLL-FREE 1-800-367-4534

Extension 8326

In Connecticut 855-8717

(Phone M-F 8:30-10, Sat. 9-5 eastern time)
By mail send to address at left.

Orders processed immediately. 1967 MBI
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MOVIES

By BRUCE WILLIAMSON

HOMELEsS PEOPLE who rave in the street
probably want to tell us something about
being society’s dispossessed. That humane
message comes through loud and clear in
Ironweed (Tri-Star), adapted by William
Kennedy from his masterful novel about
some end-of-the-line bums in Albany, New
York, back in 1938. Director Hector
Babenco, whose Kiss of the Sipuder Woman
had an equally depressing subject but be-
came a surprise success and brought an
Academy Award to William Hurt, beats
the odds again with this downbeat, poetic
but achingly beautiful treatment of a
difficult theme. Stars Meryl Streep and
Jack Nicholson have the charisma to draw
crowds and the awesome talent to hold
them. You can bet the family farm on
Streep’s getting an Oscar nomination for
her portrayal of a broken-down former
singer and concert pianist; when she
croaks out a hoozy ballad called He's Me
Pal lor a bunch of barflies, it's magic-mo-
ment time. Streep’s part has been built up
substantially for the movie, with reward-
ing results, and Nicholson is no less bril-
liant as the onetime ballplayer who keeps
confronting the ghosts of his unhappy
past. Carroll Baker and Tom Waits (sce
this month’s 20 Questions) stand out in the
vivid gallery of character portraits that
catapult fronweed into scoring position
among the vear’s best. ¥¥¥¥
°
The ticker tapes full of bad udings were
still fresh when Wall Street (Fox) arrived,
another perfectly timed big one from Oli-
ver (Platoon) Stone. There’s nary a hero
for audiences to cheer in this doggedly
moral tale of financial high rollers, vet di-
rector Stone, who co-authored the script
with Stanley Weiser, stays on his hot
streak in several respects. Slick and strecet
smart, the movie is a kind of Faustian leg-
end of our time: all about a hungry young
stock trader (Charlic Sheen) who barters
his soul—and even sells short his own
dad, an old-school union man (playved by
his real-life father, Martin Sheen)—for a
giant bite of the Big Apple. As the buyer, a
corporate raider named Gekko, Michacl
Douglas also takes over the picture in the
most dazzling performance of his career,
even topping his megahit Falal Altraction.
“Greed is good, greed is right . . . greed
works,” rasps Douglas. That's a sampler
from a screenplay about as subtle as a
mile-long strip of billboards. Whether or
not Wall Street wins public favor, it’s a
headlong. even valiant, ellort to make
some of the money boys’ manipulations
comprehensible. ¥¥¥
°
For the first hall hour or so, Steven
Spiclberg’s Empire of the Sun (Warner) is
moviemaking at its zenith. The eyes pop

Streep, Nicholson and Waits in fronweed.

Star power scores in
Ironweed, Wall Street,
a mind-boggling Empire.

and the mind boggles at this sprawling,
awesome, coolly kinetic adaptation of ]. G.
Ballard’s autobiographical novel about a
British boy, born 1o privilege but interned
in a Japanese prison camp near Shanghai
after the outbreak of World War Two.
Working from a sensitive if convoluted
screenplay by Tom Stoppard, Spiclberg
fills his giant canvas—much of it filmed in
China—with eloquent vignettes of West-
erners, all dressed up for costume parties
and exhibiting chin-up complacency on
the eve of Armageddon, December 1941.
The role of Jim, who's 11 at the picture’s
beginning, is played by Christian Bale, a
miraculously unaffected voung actor who
never tries to win us over with cutesy kid
stufl. Jim’s a natural survivor, torn away
from his parents to grow up wild in a
child’s garden of horrors. His odyssey be-
gins with Shanghai in chaos at the time of
Pearl Harbor and ends afier the sccond
atom bomb pulverizes Nagasaki. Being a
kid. he’s more into macho adventure than
morality and seems equally impressed by
hot pilots, whether they're all-American or

Japanese kamikazes. His role model in the

camp is a conniving U.S. scaman named
Basie (John Malkovich), who makes him
an honorary Yank. While Empire soars
high intermittently, the movic seems
bogged down with the book’s device of
forcing us to look at everything—from sex,
death and sadism to black-markectecring—
through the bright prism of a boy’s lost
innocence. The eflects lose effect as the
movie’s length stretches to two hours plus;

Spielberg’s vision blurs, an obtrusive
heavenly choir dominates the sound track
and his masterful technique starts to
smack of exuberant self-indulgence.
Which is not to suggest that any film bufl
worthy of the name should pass up an epic
bursting with evidence of genius. ¥¥¥
°

Say yes to Broadcast News (Fox), on the
slate of top-notch movices released at year’s
end, too late for more timely review but
likely to stick around. Picking up roughly
where Paddy Chayefsky’s Network left off
more than a decade ago, writer-producer-
director James L. Brooks has wrought a
far less savage but cutting-edge satire that
amounts o open-heart surgery of the
news-as-entertainment industry. As with
his 1983 Oscar winner, Terms of Endear-
ment, Brooks frames a slew of prizeworthy
performances. William Hurt is smashing
as a slick, photogenic nonentity who’s
born to make it big on the tube, though
he’s damn near upstaged by Holly
Hunter—plainly perfect as the brainy,
ambitious Washington-burcau producer
who wants him but tells him, “You're
uneducated, you have almost no experi-
ence . . . and you can’t write.” However,
he counters, “I’'m making a fortune.” Al-
bert Brooks completes the stellar triangle
with his zinging shot as an also-ran re-
porter who notes, on a hazardous gig in
Central America, I just risked my life for
a network that tests my face on focus
groups!”” Finally, Broadcast News boasts
such rich comic assets that it can afford the
luxury of Jack Nicholson in a brief but
commanding stint as a smug, powerful
network anchor man. Y¥¥¥

.

True to formula, the creators of sus-
pense drama can seldom resist the tempta-
tion to stage a clif-hanger climax in a
monumental landmark building. That’s
the only good reason for Kelly McGillis to
be pursued by an agile villain through the
scenic sky-high catwalks of New York’s
Grand Central Station 1n The House on Car-
roll Street (Orion). Up to this point, direc-
tor Peter Yates will have you believing
most of the murderous intrigue afoot in
Walter Bernstein’s  taut, provocative
screenplay about the McCarthy era.
McGillis plays a Life photo editor eased
out of her job after testifying about her lib-
eral sympathies in front of the House Un-
American Activities Committee. While an
FBI agent she'd love to hate ( Jeff Daniels)
keeps an eye on her, she stumbles onto a
scheme to smuggle some Nazi doctors into
the United States. They're all war crimi-
nals with fake credentials, bound for
Chicago—presumably to do more foul but
unspecified deeds. Behind the plot is a po-
litical shyster played with snaky relish by
Mandy Patinkin. McGillis, looking plain
but persuasively brainy as the heroine, is a
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PLAYBOY

credible match for Daniels, who must be
the most amiably casygoing leading man
since Jimmy Stewart. Brim full of person-
ality, they top an acting ensemble that
adds a lot to Carroll Streef’s inviting ambi-
ence. Worth a visit il you care to poke
around 1n a reasonable facsimile of Hitch-
cock’s old neighborhood. ¥¥¥
L

The United States vs. Nicaragua is the
subject of Walker (Universal), director Alex
(Sid and Nancy) Cox’s mishegotten movie
that makes all the wrong moves in a liberal
cause. Ed Harris has the title role, his cus-
tomary star power ohscured in a fog of sclf-
righteous platitudes, as William Walker,
an infamous American soldier of fortune
who conquered Nicaragua in 1853 with
the financial backing of U.S. tycoon Cor-
nelius Vanderbilt (played as a greedy-cap-
iahist cartoon by Peter Boyle). Marlee
Madlin, last year’s Oscar-winning actress
in Children of a Lesser God, also turns up in
a brief, thankless role as Walker's deal-
mute bride-to-be, whose untimely death
drives him decper into political madness.
Walker’s credo was manilest destiny, a pil-
lar of U.S. forcign policy in the mid—19th
Century, when night-thinking Americans
viewed imperialist expansion as a God-

given right. What else is new? Not a hell of

a lot, and lest anyone miss Walker's con-
temporary relevance, Cox and screenplay
author Rudy Wurlitzer lav on heavy hands
to press the point home. Deploying the
device of black comedy when it suits them
but rarely displaying any sign of political
wit, they suddenly introduce Time, News-
week and People magazines into Nicaragua
circa 1857. Anachronistic autos and even a
military helicopter zoom onto the scence as
reminders that little has changed in a cen-
tury or so—and for slow learners, the final
credits feature Ronald Reagan on TV, re-
stating his well-known hostility toward
Managua's present regime. ¥
.

Cathy Moriarty, who would be high on
anybody’s list of memorable screen new-
comers, won an Oscar nomination for her
1980 debut as Vicki La Motta in Raging
Bull, appeared in a so-so comedy called
Neighbors, then dropped ofl’ our radar
screen. Still drop-dead beautiful, Moriarty
is back, talking street tough and captivat-
ing the camera with every move she makes
in White of the Eye (Cinema Group). Writ-
er-director Donald Cammell’s cerie shock-
er casts her as a New York expatriate in
Arizona. She's an impulsive sexpot who,
en route to Malibu eight vears carlier,
abandoned her ne’er-do-well boviriend
(Alan Rosenberg) to settle down in Tucson
after being turned on and tuned up by a
handsome  hi-fi-installation man  (David
Keith). Time passes and the old heau
resurfaces during an outbreak of grisly
murders by a woman-hating psycho who
mutilates his victims. Cammell, a maver-
ick ilm maker who codirected Performance
(a 1970 cult favorite starring Mick Jagger),

Walker's Matlin, Harris.

A Walker with two
left feet; the return
of Cathy Moriarty.

approaches White of the Eye at askew an-
gles, with supercharged, offbeat acting to
match. Except for a preposterous, pre-
dictable finale at an abandoned mine site,
here’s a Moriarty showcase full of tingling
B-movie vibes. ¥¥%

.

Saddled with his own so-so screenplay
for a conventional thriller called Cop (At-
lantic), writer-director James B. Harris al-
most saves it by casting James Woods in
the central role. As a horny, hell-bent LA,
detective who makes Dirty Harry look laid
back, Woods chews the seript along with
the scenery. His case concerns a crazed
serial killer whose bloody trail leads to a
leminist bookshop whose neurotic propri-
etress (Lesley Ann Warren) has all kinds
of problems with men. While Cop has
loose ends galore, Woods infuses every
loose end with live-wire energy. ¥¥

.

At best reminiscent of Terrence Mal-
ick’s  Badlands, writer-divector  Michael
Hoflman’s Promised Land (Vestron) is an
arresting vision of restless vouth. Kieler
Sutherland, Tracy Pollan and Jason Ged-
rick play yvoung adults who have gone to
high school together in the same small
Idaho town and return a couple ol vears
later—not for a class reunion but for an
unscheduled date with destiny that leaves
one ol then dead. Another elusive Ameri-
can dream gone sour. Sutherland is the
mainspring character, a born-to-lose nerd
and recent jailbird, abeuwted by Meg Ryan
in a line flambovant stint as the manic,
hovdenish wife he's drageing home for the
holidays. Both are electric in an ambitious
and worthy project developed at Robert
Redlord’s Sundance Institute. ¥¥'%

MOVIE SCORE CARD

capsule close-ups of current films
by bruce willtamson

Broadcast News (See review) Hurt 1s the
anchor man, and he’s hot. ¥y
Cop (See review) Shallow police drama
with some deep, dark Woos. ¥y
The Couch Trip (Reviewed 2/88) All the
shrink jokes Aykroyd can handle.  ¥¥
Cry Freedom (12/87) Anti-apartheid dra-
ma, uneven hut powerlul—with Kevin
Kline, Denzel Washington. YYYY
The Dead (2/88) John Huston’s swan
song; daughter Anjelica shines.  Y¥¥¥
Empire of the Sun (Scc review) When 1t's
good, it's Spielberg at his best.  ¥¥¥
Five Corners (Listed only) Jodie Foster
takes the Bronx, sort of, ¥y
Gaby—A True Story (1/88) Three cheers,
but get out your handkerchicls. ¥¥¥%
Goodbye, Children (Listed only) Malle
on a trip down memory lane.  ¥¥¥4
Hope and Glory (11/87) Brits during the
blitz, through a glass brightly. YYYY
Housekeeping (Listed 2/88) Untidy but
nice off beat comedy from Bill Forsyth,
starring Christine Lahu. ¥a
The House on Carroll Street (See review)
McGillis spying on it Yy
Ironweed (Sce review) As street people,
Streep and Nicholson triumph.  ¥¥¥¥
Jean de Florette (8/87) and Manon of the
Spring (1/88) Yves Montand in a rivet-
mg French masterwork. Yy
The Last Emperor (2/88) High, wide and
handsome historical epic of modern
China, by Bernardo Bertolucei.  ¥¥¥¥
Moonstruck (2/88) Oh, men, oh, women,
oh, Cher and Olympia Dukakis.  ¥¥¥
Overboard (Listed only) As amnesia vic-
tim, rich bitch Goldie Hawn finds sim-
ple joys with poor carpenter Kurt
Russell. They keep it afloat.  ¥¥'%a
Pass the Ammo (2/88) Targeting Gospel

truth according to PTL types. ¥y
Planes, Trains and Automobiles (Listed
only)  Steve Martin - meets  John

Candy in 1001 hilarious mishaps.  ¥¥¥
Promised Land (Sce review) Misspent

vouth again, but above average. ¥¥4
September (2/88) Woody in a gray
mood. ¥y

Three Men and a Baby (Listed only) Fun
with swinging surrogate dads Danson.
Selleck, Guttenberg. ¥y
Throw Momma from the Train (2/88) A
coup lor Crystal and DeVito. ¥y
Walker (Sce review) Stumbling about
Nicaragua back when. ¥
Wall Street (Sce review) Stone’s throw is
still reasonably accurate, yyy
White of the Eye (Sce review) At least
catch Cathy Moriarty. ¥

¥WY¥Y Outstanding
Y¥Y¥Y Don’t miss ¥¥ Worth a look
¥¥Y Good show ¥ Forget 1t
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By THOMAS M. DISCH

1. F.sTONE was the great muckraking jour-
nalist of the Fifties and Sixties. Operating
without benefit of syndication or a spon-
soring newspaper, he published his own
Weekly. in which he regularly scooped the
country’s major news media not by the
derring-do  detectivework of Woodward
and Bernstein but by a close, skeptical
rcading of such dry-as-dust sources as the
Congressional Record and other publicly
available material. You could call it the
Purlotned Letter, or hidden-in-plain-sight,
school of journalism. Stone stopped pub-
lishing his newsletter in 1971 and in retire-
ment returned to his early thwarted loves,
philosophy and history. With background
of only one semester of Greek in college,
Stone taught himsell the language, steeped
himsell’ in its literature and applied his
special brand ol investigative reporting to
the most celebrated criminal trial in an-
cient history. The result i1s The Trial of
Socrates ( Little, Brown), a work of classical
scholarship that brings ancient history to
vivid life not by the usual expedient of col-
oring the known facts with novelistic detail
but by approaching the task with passion-
ate partisanship. Stone regards Socrates

not as the noble marble metaphysician of

legend but as a right-wing apologist for
those who had wwice subverted Athenian
democracy by military coups. He hates
Socrates in much the way he must hate Pat
Buchanan or Jerry Falwell—and philoso-
phy has nothing to do with it. The animus
Stone brings to bear is impressive, and the
case he is able 1o construct seems water-
tight. I never have liked Socrates—and
now | know why.
°

If Dickens were alive today, he would
surelv make Edward Abbev a character in
one ol his novels, for Abbey has that Dick-
ensian quality of being smug and sancti-
monious in ways that are always consistent
but are constantly surprising. He has only
one idea—he loves the great outdoors—
but uses it for a hundred Kinds of moral
pratfall. Commissioned to write about San
Francisco in comparison with other West-
ern cities, Abbey bristles, 1 am not a con-
noisseur of cities. In general, all big cities
seem alike to me: appalling places.” Ac-
cordingly, he leaves behind his fifth wile
and fourth child and drives oft to see Big
Sur, there to complain about the trallic
jam caused by all the miserable wurists
and to philosophize about the population
problem and “the touchy subject of immi-
gration, [ am againstit. . . . Sooner or later
we must draw the hine, say, ‘No More, our
boat is lull. Enough is enough.” " There is
another essay in which Abbey advocates
spiking trees with 60-penny nails when
one goes hiking in the wilderness as a way
of saving, “Woodman, spare these trees.”

Socrates on trial, again.

|. F. Stone brings ancient
history to life; Cave Brown’'s
book of gentlemanly spying.

For the woodman himself, Abbey shows
no such compassion. Reading this latest
book of cssavs, One Life ot a Time, Please
(Holt), could wrn even Henrv David
Thorcau into a supporter of the Depart-
ment of the Interior’s efforts to dam the
Colorado River and turn the Grand
Canvon into a speedboat raceway.
)

About lace. And three cheers for
Lawrence Wright, who has written the
most compelling and unlikely work of
nonfiction that I've read in a long while. In
the New World (Knopl'), subtitled “Grow-
ing Up with America 1960-1984." is a
combined memoir and history of the peri-
od from 1960 to 1984, from Wright's mov-
ing to Dallas at the age of 13 to his return
there 24 vears later as a journalist covering
the Republican National Convention. His
book touches all the major historical
bascs—the Kennedyv assassinations, Viet-
nam, Martin Luther King. Jr.s, assas-
sination and the riots that  ensued,
Watergate—lamiliar  subjects, true, but
Wright manages to shape this quarter cen-
tury into an era that seems, at least as he
tells i, to have had a coherent meaning,
and one connected to his own youth. The
New World 1o which Wright refers in his
utle is the Sun Belt, where he grew up:
Dallas, where Kennedy was killed: New
Orleans; Nashville; Adanta. Wright al-
ways has the knack of expressing just what
vou've always felt about all those familiar
faces on the nightly news but have never
managed to put into words. It's odd w0

agree with someone on virtually every
page of his book and stll want w0 keep
turning those pages as avidly as il the book
were a suspense thriller with a baffling
plot. I suppose, though. that if you think
about it, that’s exactly what history is.
And, Lord, can Wright think—and
write—about it.
.

“c* (Macmillanj, by Anthony Cave
Brown, is subtitled “The Rise and Fall of
Sir Stewart Graham Menzies™; and if
vou've never heard of Sir Stewart and
wonder what he did to merit a biography
in two thick volumes, vou needn't feel un-
informed. Throughout most of his career
as “C," an officer in and finally the head of
Britain's Secret Intelligence Service, Men-
zies had no official existence except as a
clubman and a huntsman. The book is one
long obeisance to his lordhiness, sagacity
and unimpeachable honor, all based on
secondarvy sources, since the British Secret
Intelligence Service is nothing if not secre-
tive. Those parts of Menzies’ story that
best bear repeating, such as the Ulra op-
cration, which deciphered the Germans’
Enigma code, have been told better else-
where. On the subject that cast a long
shadow over Menzies’ retirement—the
Kim Philby spy scandal, with all that it
suggested about the endemic corruption of
the old-boy system of gentlemanly spy-
ing—Cave Brown oflers little more than a
loval harrumph. C supposedly served as
the model for lan Fleming's M and John le
Carre's Control. He remains more vivid—
and more credible—as a figure of fiction.

BOOK BAG

Time and Tide (Simon & Schuster), by
Thomas Fleming: A novel of the Navy,
with a sense of history, honor and struggle
scattershot  with suspense and action.
Tough to put down.

A Girl's Guide to Choos and Other Pieces
{Fireside), by Cynthia Heimel: The script
for our columnist’s of-Broadway hit. Like
having a seat on the aisle.

Ron Wood: The Works {Harper & Row}), by
Ron Wood with Bill German: An engaging
collection of the Stone’s sketches, portraits
and candid reminiscences.

wall Street Words (Houghton Mifllin), by
David L. Scott: For those who think they
still speak English on Wall Street.

Psychotic Reactions and Carburetor Dung
(Knopfl). by Lester Bangs, edited by Greil
Marcus: Bangs walked point for rock criti-
cism. This chronicle of the late writer’s
works reloads a gun left smoking much 1o
S00N.

Nanda Devi: The Tragic Expedition (Stack-
pole}, by John Roskelley: One of the
world’s foremost mountainecrs retraces his
steps in an emotional look back at a trek
gone awry up India’s famed mountain.



SPORTS

It has been said that a little blonde dish
named Sonja Henie invented the win-
ter Olympics. She won the gold medal in
figure skating in 1928, 1932 and 1936. It
has also been said that Sonja Henie tried
to kill the winter Olympics by becoming a
movie actress.

For years, all anybody knew about win-
ter sports was Sonja Henie, who came out
of Norway to steal our hearts and, occa-
sionally, John Payne’s.

There’s one thing you could be sure of
when you went to see a Sonja Henie
movie. She might be in the role of a shop-
girl, a maid, the daughter of an innkeeper
or even a spy, but somewhere in the plot,
she would happen upon this frozen pond.

A pair of ice skates would suddenly at-
tach themselves to her dainty feet, accor-
dion music would come out of a void and
in her platinum hair, worn like a skullcap,
she would go spinning, hopping, gliding
over the pond.

Part of the charm of the winter
Olympics is that ice skating and all the
rest of those Olympic sports completely
disappear for four years at a time.

The events haven’t changed much since
the first winter Olympics in 1924. They've
only multiplied.

Take speed skating. There are now 7319
speed-skating events, which are all the
same competition. People wearing leotards
and shower caps, swinging one arm, skate
around this oval until Sports Hlustrated
stops taking pictures.

In each winter Olympics, 7310 of these
events are won by the same athlete, whose
name is Ivar, Thun or Eric.

Up in Lake Placid in 1980, when Eric
Heiden was winning his 7310 races, many
among the press got so bored with cover-
ing it that they took to hollering at Eric
each time he came around a turn.

“Fall'” more than one would shout,
hoping for something different to write
about.

In women’s speed skating, the 7310
events are usually won by the Beast of
Buchenwald.

Bobsledding has its followers. This is a
sport in which demented people sit on a
sled that goes 2000 miles per hour down
an ice ditch. The same sport is often prac-
ticed without ice—when four drunks leave
a fraternity party in a BMW.

Hockey leaves Canada every four years
to go to the winter Olympics, but nobody
knows it’s there unless the United States
beats Russia.

By DAN JENKINS

SNOW JOB

Cross-country skiing is a sport that still
mystifies me. In another life, I covered the
winter Olympics twice, once in Austria,
once in France. What you do at a cross-
country ski race is look for the athlete
whose nose has grown the longest icicle.

These guys spend four hours in the
woods, and most of the time they’re going
up something.

The winner of any cross-country ski
race always has a name like Johan Sven
Oddbjérn and speaks fluent salmon.

Cross-country skiing is not a sport. It’s
merely how a Swede goes to the 7-Eleven.

And then there’s ski jumping. All of the
demented people who aren’t bobsledders
are ski jumpers.

The athlete, whose name is Birger
Viklund Saarinen Haug-Skutnabb, comes
down the world’s tallest playground slide
and soars into the air, headfirst, hoping to
land somewhere near a quaint little village
below.

Beneath him, 50,000 people eagerly
await his arrival, knowing that if he comes
down on his head, he won’t be hurt, but if
he hits sideways, he can be killed.

Ski jumping is how a Finn goes to the
7-Eleven.

The least watched event of a winter
Olympics is the biathlon. This is because
the sport is relatively new and so misun-
derstood. But there is nothing complicated
about the biathlon.

A Russian puts on a pair of skis, picks

up a rifle, slides around in the trees and
stops every so often to shoot an East Ger-
man.

Nowadays, the glamor sport of the win-
ter Olympics is Alpine skiing, principally
because of people like Andrea Mead-
Lawrence, Toni Sailer and Jean-Claude
Killy, handsome figures who won gold
medals and brought racing stripes to long
underwear.

Pleasure skiing, admittedly, can be a
graceful, scenic, exotic sport. It has broken
up a lot of marriages. But pleasure skiing
has nothing to do with Alpine racing.

To be a great Alpine racer, it helps in no
small way to be utterly stupid.

First, you have to feel comfortable lean-
ing down a mountain. And then vou have
to relish such things as bumping into tree
trunks at high speed, turning cart wheels
down a slope for 200 yards at a whack,
veering off course at a hairpin turn and
winding up in St. Anton when you wanted
to go to St.-Moritz and having your leg in
a cast for three months out of every year,

I don’t regret covering the winter
Olympics. Those were the days when the
French and the Austrians were the most
interesting ski racers. Thev gave me great
quotes.

The Frenchman who would say:

“It is, for me, good, yes, but bad, not so
much. I go fast, as 1 have learned, but the
mountain is not for me to say. Yes, my skis
are good, but as a child, which is what my
father taught me. He was an old man, like
my teacher in the Avec Saint-Raclette, you
have been? Here, yes, the mountains are
high but only as steep as my heart. Each
man has two legs at the top. Yes, more
wine. You are paying? I must have that
woman over there. Is she rich?”

And the Austrian:

“Here it is not as pretty as home. Klein-
er Feister Sterner is beautiful, you have
been? Yes, I am great, but I lost at Bang-
Platz-Henkel, a mistake. It was my moth-
er's illness. Fir und fumpsig, seeben und
drysig. The snow will go with my skis.
Here I must win, 1 think, But the moun-
tain must tell my feet. I will live here one
day and take a bath.”

In the end, Sonja Henie’s sport turns
out to make the most sense. It's elegant,
it’s safe, it’s indoors.

You can see some great legs on the girls
and a lot of guys who'd make darn finc

walters.
(¥
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Own the sword
that crowned 25 Kings

Created for mighty Charlemagne
over a thousand years ago... \

used in crowning more than |
25 monarchs, from Louis XIV to | §
Napoleon. . . this glorious sword 1s \ \

today a national treasure of France.
And this magnificent replica,

wrought with precision and

artistry by the legendary

swordsmiths of Toledo, Spain,

captures both the power and the
opulence of the sword as it exists \
in France today.

Lavishly decorated with pure 24

karat gold eclectroplate. . . sct with

rich blue lapis. .. etched with the
heraldic emblems of France’s

greatest rulers. . .1t comes to you =_,
in a solid oak wall display rack.

To discover the thnll of holding a
thousand years of history in your
hand, reply by March 3lst.

Actual size of sword:
38% “ from blade tip to pommcl.

=== COMMISSIONING AUTHORIZATION === == ==
1

THE SWORD
OF CHARLEMAGNE

Please mail by March 31, 1988.

The Franklin Mint

Franklin Center, Pennsylvania 19091

Please enter my commission for the historic
re-creation of The Sword of Charlemagne.

1 need send no payment now. I will be
billed for the issue price of $395.% in five
equal monthly installments of $79.* each,
beginning when my sword is ready to be sent
to nie. | will receive the 44% " x 9% " solid
oak wall display at no additional charge.

*Plus my state sales rax

Signature _ e
ALL COMMISSIONE ARE SURIECT T ACCERTANCE
Mr.
Mrs.
Miss

PLEASE PHINT CLEARLY
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BEL TECHNOLOGY BREAKTHROUGH

3 Band Radar L

claim we make with confidence
because the EXPRESS 3 is the
FIRST radar detector able to

detect X Band, K Band and the recently
introduced Ka Band police radar.

The key to detecting 3 Bands is
Image Rejection Technology, or IRT®.
This BEL breakthrough also provides
the EXPRESS 3 with twice the X and K
Band sensitivity of ordinary super-
heterodyne radar detectors. With 3 Band
detection capability and superior X and
K Band sensitivity, the EXPRESS 3 has
no equal. It's the new industry standard!

Ka: The Third Band

Initially, X Band (10.525 GHz) was
the only frequency used by police radar.
Later, police radar manufacturers intro-
duced equipment transmitting at a

-ka k

PWR  (BEL) =
EXPRESS =

second frequency, K Band (24.150 GHz).
Today the use of X and K Band police
radar units on highways throughout
the country is commonplace. Enter Ka
Band (34.36 GHz) and a new era for
traffic radar.

During 1987, Ka Band police radar
equipment was placed in service. Tickets
were issued. And drivers equipped
with only X and K Band radar detectors

The EXPRESS 3 utilizes surface mount
components for reliable performance.

BEL TECHNOLOGY BREAKTHROUG

Model 944

were left defenseless. But now there’s a
choice: drive uninformed with yesterday’s
radar detector or travel prepared to
receive X, K and Ka Band police radar
with the EXPRESS 3.

IRT® Breakthrough
A signal processing technology called
image rejection, used in military satel-
lite communications, provides optimum
reception of satellite signals transmitted
from tens of thousands of miles away.

The EXPRESS 3 contains this same
technology, adapted and enhanced by
BEL engineers to provide a new stan-
dard in radar detection.

When combined with BEL's Compu-
heterodyne" circuitry, IRT* delivers
twice the sensitivity of any other super-
heterodyne radar detector.
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stection Is Here

BEL EXPRESS 3
detects X, K and new

Ka Band police radar.

The new standard in
radar detection.

IRT® Technology

The secret behind IRT* is the
unique method by which extraneous
microwave “‘noise’ is significantly
reduced as signals are processed. So
significant is the noise reduction, that
police radar signals previously unde-
tected can now be identified and pro-
cessed. A conventional superheterodyne
radar detector can't see buried police
radar signals, much less warn you in
time of their presence. IRT* makes the
difference. Even “‘false’ signals can be
recognized and eliminated with more
precision than ever before. A decided
plus in city travel.

Designed For You

While BEL engineers were perfecting
IRT™, our designers were at work

shaping, styling and creating a radar
detector that looks as great as it per-
forms. The EXPRESS 3 is sleek and
compact with precision controls. Func-
tional and well equipped, its features
include: separate audio and visual alerts
for X, K and Ka Bands, False Signal
Recognition Mode, Pulse Alert, Audio
Mode, Volume Control, Dark Mode,
Rashid (Radar Safety Brake") Rejection
Circuitry and Signal Strength Meter. All
are standard on the EXPRESS 3.

Experience Shows

A radar detector this advanced
wasn't developed overnight. The
EXPRESS 3 is the result of years of
extensive design and manufacturing
experience in the field of consumer
electronics. Over the years, BEL has
introduced a number of industry firsts.

Raskad Rader Safety Brake isa regrsiered irademark of VRSS.

Including computer controlled super-
heterodyne circuitry (Compuhetero-
dyne") and GaAs diode technology.
Both of which can be found in the
EXPRESS 3. The EXPRESS 3 took years
to develop, but it's yours today!

The IRT® difference

A police radar signal is often buried by
microwave “noise’’, making it invisible to
ordinary superheterodyne detectors.
Image Rejection Technology"™ however,
reduces this surrounding microwave
“noise’’ making the same police radar
signal visible for early detection.

A AT

EXPRESS 3 with IRT"
sees the same signal
clearly by reducing
microwave “‘noise”’

How a conventional
superheterodyne
rudar detector sees a
police radar signal.

Don’t Delay

You can own this new standard in
radar detection today for only $359.95!
Just call toll-free to order. UPS delivery
is free. Or ask about our Federal
Express overnight service. If you're not
completely satisfied, simply return the
unit within 30 days for a full refund
(factory direct only). The EXPRESS 3
comes with a full 1 year warranty on
parts and service.

we==  1-800-341-1401 US.A.
== 1-800-845-4525 N.Y. only

= 2 1:800-268-3994 Canada

BEE

BEL-TRONICS LIMITED
The Intelligent Choice

*Regustered trademark of REL-TRONICS LIMITED

944PB
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

I was thumbing through some of my
lover’s Playboy issues and ran across your
questions on the “fictitions” Venus but-
terlly of L.A. Law. Well, after reading a lew
of the responses, [ realized that Venus but-
terfly was the perfect name for what [ had
been doing all these years with my lover.
1t not only requires instruction to perform,
it requires mood. Here's how it happened:
The motel room overlooked the slowly
flowing river and my partner motioned
toward the phone. 1 knew il [ wanted it, 1
would have to make the call. 1 lifted the
receiver and dialed room service: “Yes, 1
would like the peacock feathers out of the
centerpicce in the main dining room,
please. That’s right, room 969.”" As we
awaited the familiar knock on the door, my
partner and | exchanged baited glances
and began to undress. The bellboy would
leave our request outside the room; we'd
been here before. 1 took my position on the
dresser, my bare back against the cold
mirror, legs slighdy bent and perched
upon adjacent chairs. The anticipation
was killing me. My nipples were growing
hard and the tingling in my most sensitive
place was beginning to hurt. The knock.
My partner lowered the lights and
walked toward me, tapping the Howing
feathers on his hand like a sensuous nding
crop. He began with my half-closed eye-
lids, working his way downward to my

throat, then my breasts. Like the wings of

a butterfly, the feather brushed against my
skin, lighting only long enough to cause
immense pleasure . . . it wouldn’t be long
now. The feather brushed down my torso
and touched upon my most sensitive place,
the most imperceptible fluttering, causing
my body 1o shiver with desire. The danc-
ing flicker provoked the fierce need for a
hard, tangible object inside me o com-
plete our rendezvous. He gave without
query. My partner (husband/lover) and 1
meet twice a weeck—any more often would
drive a woman insanc.—Mrs. B. A,
Austin, Texas.

Thanks.

H{‘l‘(_' are two suggestions. When my
lover performed the Venus butterfly, he

began by calling room service for a pot ol

colfee—strong and black. Evervone knows
that coflee is the one true aphrodisiac. He
would take a small sip of the hot collee,
making sure it was not too hot for the ten-
der labia and clitoris, and then nip, lick,
suck and gargle the clit and surrounding
skin until the coflee cooled. Then he'd
repeat the process. I'm not sure if the
secret is the heat, the cafleine or the tongue
action. But it is probably the length of ame
spent using a whole pot of coflee in this
manner. Or my lover would phone room

service for a napkin ring and a pair of

chopsticks. He would proceed to place the

napkin ring on his penis, in the manner of
a cock ring (don’t try this at home, kids).
Taking a chopstick in cach hand, he would
roll the pubic hair on cach side of the
vagina into a tight curl around the stick
and gently pull back the two lips. Then he
would lick and screw as though there were
no tomorrow. It’s so simple.—Miss M. D_,
Novato, California.
Greal.

Ewry year, it secems, auto makers find
themselves up 1o their evebrows in leltover
cars and ofer incentives 1o get rid of them.
Rebates, giveaways, cheap  hnancing.
When will they learn? And which type s
best?—R. 5., 5t. Paul, Minnesota.

They may never learn . . . not as long as
tastes are fickle, economic conditions unpre-
dictable and product lead times several years
long. Auto makers have been tryving to wean
the public from costly meentrves, but that’s
tough when we've learned to expect and wait
for them. As for which to choose, that depends
on your needs and priorities. The lowest
finance vates are always for the shortest terms
(typically, two years), so a low-interest loan
saves substantially m tolal cost but requires
much higher payments. If lower paymenis are
your goal, take a longer-term loan at a higher
rate and go for the gift or the vebaie, if
offered. Your total cost will be higher, but
your ndial and monthly oullays lower.
Beyond that, pick your car very carefully,
test-drive and compare the value for the
money. A good deal on the wrong car is not a

good deal. Look for a dealer who has a lot of

them m stock, since he’s likely to be more
fexible. Watch for salespeople’s contests and
incentives (Hawattan vacations are big) and
buy toward the end of the month, when they
may accept less profit in order to make the

sale. And keep your eve on the total deal, the
bottom line—not just the trade, or the incen-
tve, or the top-of-the-page price or the dis-
count on the car vou're buying.

. am a single male who frequently mastur-
bates and likes to experiment with dil-

ferent techniques. I'm already aware of

the common variations (using the nght
or lelt hand, rubbing the penis against
the belly, masturbating with or without
lubrication, etc.) and would like to dis-
cover other sale, more exotic ways—difler-
ent strokes, positions, locations, objects,
ete.—to stimulate myself and increase the
excitement. 've looked for literature on
the subject. but comprehensive books
specifically devoted to male masturbation
are dilficult 1o find. Have you any sugges-
tions>—B. J.. Los Angeles, Cahfornia.

Well, let's see: Henry Miller celebrated
the cored-apple-and-cold-cream combination.
Have you tried other fruits and vegetables?
You could try bondage. Tie yourself up frrst.
No, that wouldn't work. Why not go through
“The Jov of Sex™ and try all of the positions.
minus a partner? Maybe do i hanging
upside down from a gravity-inversion bar.
The only drawback to masturbation s that i
leaves everything lo your imaginalion. So use
H.

I alwavs thought (perhaps incorrectly)
that one should match socks to trousers:
c.g., gray trousers get gray socks, even
though the shoes are black. Also, are cor-
dovan shoes OK with gray or blue suits?
Last. must the belt always match the
shoes?—L.. B., Quakertown, Pennsylva-
nia.

With a gray suil, either gray or black socks
are correcl—assuming that you think they
bath look appropriate with the ensemble. Cor-
dovan shoes are genervally casual-looking and
are inappropriate with either a gray or a blue

suit. The belt need not match the shoes: if

anything, since the shoes ave much farther
Srom the belt line than the pants themselves,
your best bet is to wear a bell that coordinates
with the pants.

A long with evervhady else in America, |
read Presumed Innocent, the heralded pot-
boiler by Scott Turow. 1 was mesmerized
by the following passage: “She bumped
her behind against me until [ realized thas
was what I was being offered, a marble
peach.” Marble peach? 1s this a new collo-
quialism for anal intercourse?—B. 7.,
Chicago, Hlinois.

We asked Twrowe, who is a Clicago attor-
ney, as well as a hugely successful first novel-
ist, about the marble peach i question.
Indeed, he coined the phrase, which we must
admit we like enormously. "It was stmply
a metaphor,” Turow told us. “Now i seems
lo have laken on cult significance. One
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maornimg last summer, I was getting off my
train at Union Station and [ noticed a guy in
husiness attive approaching me with a smile.
As he drew closer, he said sort of surrepli-
tiously, “Don’t say anything—just listen.
Marble peach! Baskin and Robbin's flavor of
the month.”™ Makes sense to us.

Fill.’l”‘_\'. I bought a car with a deluxe
sound system that includes a ten-band
graphic equalizer. How do T set the ten
switches  for maximum
W. 7., Detroit, Michigan.

If we tell you, will you come vver to our
house and teach us how 1o program our
VCR? Just kidding. Welcome to the wonder-
Sul world of high tech. Think of each of the
swilches as a one-octave tone control. On old
unils, the basic tone control alloweed you to
accent cither the bass or the treble. Now you
can adjust bands of souwnd, through the ten
oclaves audible to the human car. Here are
some hints: To improve FM reception, nudge
the 8-kHz and the 16-kHz slides—the tiwo
highest octaves. That should bring up the
sound quality of cymbals, guitars and strings.
If you have a lot of hiss on cassetle lapes, cul
back on those slides. The next-best strategy is
to sel the equalizer in vesponse to the instru-
mentation of your favorite tapes. If vou like
Captain Nemo organ solos or want to turn
vour BMW into a bass dvum, boost the 32-H-
band. To put some punch into regular vock-
‘w-roll bass, try hoosting the 64-kH= band.
The next two bands (125 Hz and 250 Hz)
are responsible for much of the warmth and
richness of the over-all sound. Think mellow
cello and set accordingly. The midrange shide
covers 300 Hz—Ithe range of male voices,
most strings, prano and woodwinds. The ad-
Jacent upper mdrange (1 kHz) and lver tre-
ble (2 kHz) cover the female voice and most
acoustic instruments. Boosting these levels
can accent a voice and put the singer vight in
the fromt seat with you. (Cutting these bands
can cause the voice or the instrument to re-
cede.) The three highest slides (4 kHz, & FkH -
and 16 kHz) can be juggled to create image,
depth, crispness, openness, ete. Stll with us?
Now turn on your car engine and sit there.
Adjust one slide at a time to see what the effect
is. If you are listening to a violin solo,
feddling with the bass slides witl have no no-
ticeable effect. From heve on, you're on your
own. We set our equalizer in a basic banana
shape thal accents voices, but that's our laste.
If you share a car pool with Bigfoot, you may
want to adjust the contvols to make wp for that
souad absorption.

enjoyment?—

H(‘r(‘ 15 an unusual question, After ex-
tensive foreplay, I ofien become quite ex-
cited and overlubricated, which makes me

too wet and shppery. 1 was wondering if’

perhaps alum, such as that used for shav-
ing cuts, would keep me drier inside. 11 it
won’t harm me, does it come in a powdery
form? 1f this isn’t a good idea, then I'd
appreciate any suggestions!—NMiss J. K.,
Huntington Beach, Calilornia.

There’s no need to try artificial drying
agents in an altempt lo minimize libvication.
Not only wight the introduction of chemical
agents cause adverse veactions lo your {or
your partner’s) gemtalia, it is an extreme and
unnecessary solution. The simplest and easi-
est vemedy is o use your hand(s) to wipe away
any excess lubrication on the labia or just
mside the apening to the vagina, or keep some
lissues nearby for this purpose. A quick pass
over your genital area can be accomplished so
defily and quickly that your partner may
never be the wiser, though this is ceviainly not
a cause for concern or embarrassment.

T\m vears ago, I became involved with a
woman who was going through a particu-
larly difhicult divorce from her abusive
husband of 20 years. We weathered death
threats, assaults and ugly court scenes but
came out intact. Eight months aflter the
divorce was final (and her ex-husband had
finally decided he'd spent oo much time
in jail lor bothering her), we separated. It
was a time when neither of us was sure
whether I had been with her for true love
or just to provide her with protection. The
separation lasted six weeks. We Tound that
we could not forget each other. We've been
together since then, and things have been
tantastic. We have bhoth abandoned our
sell-protective positions and have discov-
ered a new level of mutual support and
dedication. We laugh, hold each other and
take pride in cach other’s accomplish-
ments. Now there s no doubt  as to why
we're together. It sounds like the perfect
ending, but here is the catch: She is 13
years older than T am and worrtes that she
will physically break down belore me il we
should marry. 1 don’t believe this. She is
the most physically active woman ['ve
ever been involved with, We swim, water-
ski, climb cliffs, explore caves, run and
have the most pleasurable sex that either
ol us has ever had. Her strength and dura-
bility arc incredible. I've pointed out o
her that she would far outlast almost any-
one else her age and that as we grow older,
the diflerence in our ages, relative to our
actual ages, will become smaller. All in
all, T believe that I have found the perfect
companion for me, and [ know her well
enough w know that she would not be
nearly as happy with anyone else. There
are no reasons to hurey any decisions, but
I feel that marriage 1s a probable owtcome.
She likes the idea but is afraid. What is
vour opinion ol the situation>—J. R, Bos-
ton, Massachuseuts.

1t doesn’t really matter what our opinion
is. Af this woman is comfortable ewough with
the idea of marviage, she'll eventually come
arvound to your way of thinking. If her past
marriage is haunting her, however, you're
going to be hard pressed to ease her hesitaney.
We dow’t think age diffevence is the real issue
here—but there's a chancee she's using that as
an excuse until she’s more cevtain about her
Jeelings for you. Give her time—and space, if

necessary. We feel that sooner or later, she'll
realize that you've basically correct about the
msignificance of the difference between your
age and hers. We wish you both well.

I have been enjoving the beautiful sterco
sound of compact dises for a few months.
Recently, 've seen dises available that are
“restored o original mono—digitally re-
mastered.” As a general rule, these are
oldies discs, such as Elvis Presley and the
Beatles. Can you explain why they make
the CDs in mono when the original LPs
were released in stereo?—M. AL, Redwood
City, California.

There may be a single reason or a combina-
tion of reasons for releasing a CD in mono
cven though a steveo version of the LP was
once available. The decision is usually based
on sound quality rather than on economic
factors. Some of the very old recordings were
mastered in mono but were veleased oy reproc-
essed in some sort of simulated steveo that
sounds even more artificial on CD. In some
cases, the original mono and stereo record-
ings were compared and the CD was released
m whichever sounded betler. Becawse of a
lack of technology and equippment i steveo's
infancy, often the mono version sounds betler
and, just as important, has less background
noise than the steveo version. Introduction of
and exposure to CDs have vaised the public’s
awareness of sound quality as no other medi-
um ever has. The simulated steveo, limited
Sfrequency  vesponse and high  background
noise of the past are just not acceplable to the
ncreasingly sophisticated public. Mono re-
leases of oldies are being cleaned up and ye-
leased the way they weve meant to be heard: in
mono.

Fo e past two vears, [ have been using
condoms because of my fear of contract-
ing the AIDS virus. My question is this:
On the back of all the condom brands 1've
used, there is the warning that “petrole-
um-based jellics, cold creams or any other
oil-based products are not to he used with
latex (rubber) condoms.” I'm curious 1o
know why, and what effeet, if any. these
products will have on a condom.—]. §.,
Washington, D.C.

A petroleum-based jelly can dissolve the la-
tex, causing i lo shred. (You can lest your
Javorite lubricant while masturbating to see if
it causes a condom to deteriorate.)

All yeasonable questions—from  fashion,
Soud and dyink, stereo and sports cars to dating
problems, taste and etiquette—uill be person-
ally answered if the writer includes a stamped,
self-addressed envelope. Send all letters to The
Playboy Adwvisor, Plavboy Building, 919 N,
Michigan Avenwe, Chicago, Illinois 6061 1.
The most  provecalive,  pertinent  queries
will be presented on these pages each month.



ORDER FORM
The Franklin Mint
Franklin Center, Pennsylvania 19091
Please accept my order for The Rudolph Valentino Ring to be crafted in
solid sterling silver and set with black hematite.

1 need send no money now. Iwill be billed for the total price in five equal
monthly installments of £59_%, the first pavable in advance of shipment.

“Pleas sy stecte sardes tea.

Indicate ring size

If no size is specified. vou will receive a ring sizer to snable
you to determine vour correet size with your first inveice.

) T T

H VALENTINO
RING.

ACTUAL SIZE.
Rudolph Valentino. His name was

synonymous with self-assured
stvle. Off and on the silver screen.
And his taste in jewelry reflected
an undeniable confidence in his
own masculinity.

Now. for the first time, the ring
that he actually wore has been
re-created from the original now
in the permanent collection of the
prestigious Strong Museum.

An impressive symbol of

personal luxury. Crafted in the
richness of solid sterling silver.
And set with dramatie metallie
black hematite. ..individually
crafted in Idar-Oberstein.
Germany. And hand-finished with
the same intricate intaglio design
of Greek warriors that appears on
Valentino’s own ring. Attractively
priced at $295.

The ring of alegend. For the

man of today.

Re-created by The Franklin Mint.

1988 Fie

Please return by March 31. 1988.

Signature
ALL CRCERS ANE SUBMCT TO ACCEFTARCE
Name
PLEASE PRANT CLEAPLY
Address

Cily, Stale, Zi;i
B5360-12

CORRECT FIT [S GUARANTEED. If the ring does not fit when you

receive it, you may return it for replacement.



DEAR PLAYMATES

I he question for the month:

What was having sex like the
first time?

Oh, my God, my mother’s reading this;
I know she is! I was in love, and it wasn’t
anything like what | had dreamed about
for so many
years. It was
painful. We
were In  the
front seat of a
car. It was
so terrible that
I seriously
thought, TI'll
never do this
again, and |
didn’t for about
a year after-
ward. And
guess what? It wasn't any better the sec-
ond time. Obviously, it’s improved dra-
matically since then; but at the time, I
didn’t like it at all.

S 015

LYNNE AUSTIN
JULY 1986

l didn’t lose my virginity or give it away. I
found it. I found a wonderful experience.
It was something I got in return for what [
gave. It wasn’t good or bad; it was inter-
esting. I think a woman experiences it
differently from
a man. It cer-
tainly can be
quick and pain-

ful. The first
time isn’'t a
great  experi-

ence; it's a new
experience. |
was in a rebel-
lious period. |
was very nerv-
ous. [ didn’t re-
ally feel sexy
until [ got older. When [ got more familiar
with sex and got used to it, then I started
to feel sensuous and sexy.

LUANN LEE
JANUARY 1987

I was a romantic. I wanted o save sex
for marriage. When 1 was away at school,
my [riends and 1 made a pact. We used
to climb into an attuc and have secret
meetings. The group vowed to wait for
marriage. One
by one, each
girl lost  hers
until I was the
only one left. 1
left school with-
out giving 1n,
and when it
finally hap-
pened, I kind of
regretted it, be-
cause | didn't
love him. 1
hadn’t done it
with anyone I did love, so why did I do it
with him? That’s women, | think. We're
like that sometimes. I regretted not wait-
ing for Mr. Right, but I did have a big grin
on my face, anyway.

MARINA BAKER
MARCH 1987

This is a delicate question. On the last
day of high school, I decided it was time to
have sex. [ didn’t have a boyfriend, so [
chose a boy who had been a friend of mine
for a long time. I was ready to find out
what sex was
like, and the
most diplomat-
ic thing | can
say 1s that it's
certamly much
better now. He
was  just a
voung man,
and I was pret-
tv uptight. 1
had heen kissed
only once be-
fore. It messed
up our [riendship, because afterward, we
were uncomfortahle about what we had
done. I guess the classic statement 1 want
to keep you as a [riend” is true.

M&QM%O!\

JULIE PETERSON
FEBRUARY 1987

St:x the first time was a mutual give-
and-take with my first hoviriend. |
was 18 and I was so involved in sports
that 1 didnt have a lot of ume for
guys, even though I was attracted 1o guys
in sports. | was
very nervous
and scared
when it finally
took place. We
were in a pool.
I love water—
it’'s so sensu-

ous—but that
first  ume, it
was pretty
quick and it
hurt. It wasn't
great and

it wasn't awful. It just happened. It didn™t
ruin my attitude toward sex at all. Now [
enjoy it a lot, both making love and having
sex with my bovfriend.

REBECCA FERRATTI
JUNE 1986

Il was great for me, because it happened
with someone I loved. We were together
for two vears afterward. I was verv scared.
I didn't know what I was doing, but he
was wonderful.
I was in love
with him, and
that’s what
made it special.
He was not
inexperienced,
though we had
been together
for a long time
belore 1 was
ready for sex,
and he put up
with that. He
said, “When you're ready, let me know.”
He never tried to trip me up. He just wait-
ed until I was ready, and to this day, I'm
sure he didn’t do it with anyone else while
he was waiting.

Kooty 5

MAY 1987
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Send your questions to Dear Playmates,
Playboy Building, 919 North Michigan Awve-
nue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. We won't be
able to answer every question, but we'll try.



SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking
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Any cola’s

more delicious
with

atouch

of Comfort. .

Southern Comfort has a distinctive, appealing flavor.
It’s a drink that makes any other drink taste that much better.
Comfort & Cola: Pour I jigger (1% oz.) of Southern Comfortinto a tall glass overice. Fill with cola.
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At a fashionable dinner party in
Chicago, the hostess reads aloud from
The Book of Questions, a best-selling pa-
perback by Gregory Stock:

**“Would vou be willing 1o murder an
innocent person if it would end hunger
in the world?” ™

“*Assume there were a technological
breakthrough that would allow people
to travel as easily and cheaply between
continents as between nearby cities.
Unfortunately, there would also be
100,000 deaths a vear from the device.
Would you try to prevent its use?’ ™

**Someone very close to you is in
pain, paralyzed and will die within a
month. He begs you to give him poison
so that he can dic. Would you? What if
it were your father?'”

*“*If you knew your child would be
severely retarded and would die by the
age of five, would you decide to have an
abortion

“*While on a trip to another city,
your spouse or lover meets and spends
a night with an exciting stranger. Given
that they will never meet again, and
that you will not otherwise learn of the
inaident, would you want vour partner
to tell you about 1? If roles were re-
versed, would vou reveal what you had
done?™ ™

.

On his morning commute, a busi-
nessman reads the following questions
in a full-page ad in The New York Times,
sponsored by The Jewish Theological
Seminary of America:

“You run a small business making
infants’ clothing. One hundred families
in a depressed area depend on you for a
living. A Government agency discovers
that the Hameproofing ingredient used
on your fabrics is carcinogenic—your
entire inventory is banned from sale in
the U.S5.A. The government of a neigh-
boring country imposes no such restric-
tions on infants’ clothing. You could
sell the garments there and save your
business. What do you do?”

“You are an expert in 19th Century
art. At a garage sale, you spot a small
oil painung in a cracked frame. The
price is five dollars. You are certain
that it 1s the work of a minor master of
the period, worth tens of thousands of
dollars. You could legally pay the five

"
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dollars without disclosing the paint-
ing’s worth. Do you buy and run?”

“Your son, a high school junior, has
a term paper due on Tuesday. Early
Tuesday morning, he tells you that he
has not finished writing it. He asks you
to call him in sick so that he can linish
the paper and hand it in on Wednesday
without being penalized. He says, ‘Ev-
eryone does it. You want me to be the
only one playing by the rules? | need
this grade so I can get into a decent col-
lege. Anyway, who does it hurt?” And
what do you say?”’

]

Allan Bloom, conservative author of

the best seller The Closing of the Ameri-

can Mind, provokes students suflering
from cultural relativism with this ques-
tion:

“If you had been a British adminis-
trator in India, would vou have let the
natives under your governance burn
the widow at the luneral of a man who
had died?”

.

A chaplain at Fort Sill, Oklahoma,
asks soldiers at a values seminar to re-
solve the following quandary:

“You are in charge of a fallout shelter
that can hold only ten people. There
are 12 people, including a doctor, a
lawyer and a prostitute, who are trving
to get in. How do you decide?”

.

A doctor considers this medicolegal
problem in a copy of Medical Aspects of
Human Sexuality: “*A patient has tested
positive for HIV [the agent responsible
for AIDS], confirmed via enzyme-linked
immunosorbent assay (ELISA) and
Western-blot techniques. He is asymp-
tomatic and refluses to inform his wile of
the test results, despite my explana-
tions and urging him to do so. What is
my legal obligation in this case?”’

.

Ethical questions have replaced Triv-
ial Pursuit as the parlor game of the
Eighties. The blurb for The Book of
Questions suggests, ““Ask vour friends.
Ask your parents. Ask somecone you
hardly know.” The ad in The New York
Tumes counseled, “Every day, cach of
us laces conflicts and confusion, temp-
tation and the fear ol seeming a suck-
er—tough decisions with no easy
answers. Il we shared our moral dilem-
mas with the people we care about, it
might make a difference in the choices
we make. Il our children heard us dis-
cussing moral issues, perhaps they, too,
would start asking questions.”

In a culture that thrives on novelty,
it is no surprise that these questions
have an inordinate ability to fascinate.
The sad thing is that ethical questions
strike us as novel. Most Americans
don’t face them every day. We make the
decisions we want to, not the ones we
have to. What do these little cattle-prod
questions signify?

This is either the beginning of an era
or the end of one.
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A BYTE AGAINST PRIVACY
Janlori Goldman’s *““Taking a Byte
Out of Privacy” (The Playboy Forum,
November) is a load of biased garbage.
There are cases in which innocent per-
sons are arrested because the police use
the National Crime Information Center
computer, but those cases are extremely
rare. Compare them with all the other
times police officers and other agencies
use the NCIC o arrest the

case s only one of the egregious examples of
how an inacent person can be harmed by
misusing the system. A Federal couri receni-
by held that the Los Angeles Police Depart-
ment and the aty of Los Angeles were Liable
to Rogan for damages for violating his con-
stitutional rvights. The court called their
conduct “both grossly negligent and sys-
temuc in nature” (emphasis mine).

Levels of data integrity vary greatly from

state to state. Because all arvest vecords are
sent to the NCIC system and are later ac-
cessed by law-enforcement officials avound
the country, there is no way for anyone to
know with certainty whether he is calling up
an accurate or complete record. For in-
stance, New Jersey submts a final disposi-
tion (the record of whether a person i
convicled or acquitted) for only four percent
of the arrest records given to the NCIC. Ver-
mond, on the other hand, subwmits

guilty. If we didn't use this sys-
tem, muggers, rapists, thieves
and murderers would walk our
strects unchecked. Criminals
love liberals like Goldman—for
making their lives of crime
casicer.

Mike Roberts, Patrol Officer

Fort Worth, Texas

Goldman 1s wrong when she
states that “a significant per-
centage of [NCIC information]
1s inaccurate or incomplete.”
The NCIC regularly audits its
information system. In fact, a
recent NCIC audir of the Texas
Harnis County Sherifl Depart-
ment’s criminal-warrants  en-
tries found an error rate of only
.10 percent. I attended a Texas-
sponsored school on the NCIC
system and we were told repeat-
edly that agencies that misused
the system would be disconnected.

The NCIC is a threat 1o the
individual privacy and liberty
of only one group—criminals.
Goldman and the A.C.L.U.
should consider the civil liber-
ties of wctims.

David E. Kaup, Sheriflf
Harris County, Texas

Goldman responds:

The A.C.L.U. is not opposed 1o
the NCIC; in fact, we believe that
the NCIC system. if properly used,
can benefit citizens as well as the
law-enforcement community. What
we are opposed to 15 the proposed
dramatic expansion of the NCIC's
scope—vespecially  without  any
statutory authorization. The ex-
pansion would clude tracking
and linkage systems far beyond
anything ever envisioned when the
NCIC was created. Stucy after
study (including one by the FBI)
shows that the NCIC houses a
large percentage of inaccurate, in-
complete  crimmal-history  infor-
mation. The Terrv Dean Rogan

RN
FOR THE RECORD

MOMMA DON'T PREACH

Brown University, in response to Nancy Reagan's
“Just say no” campaign, held a forum called The
Weckend of Choice to encourage college students
*“to think for themselves.™

One speaker, philosopher and guru Timothy
Leary, told students that families, not governments,
should teach morality. He himself forbids his 14-
year-old son to do drugs, just as he forbids him to
drive a car or usc a chain saw. *Call me Auila the
Hun or square, but that’s the way it is. You can't
fuck your mother, either.”

But for those over the age of consent, he’s all pro-
choice: “The Reagan Administration, which is with-
out any doubt the most harebrained, fruitlooped,
nitwit, impractical regime since Caligula’s, is trying
to tell us what to do in the privacy of our own homes
and bedrooms, and what we can or cannot put into
our bodies. I want Nancy Reagan to keep her hands
off our neurological pleasure dials.™

the final disposition 97 percent of
the tome. Although arvests ave au-
lomatically entered into the NCIC
depository, the FBI does not en-
Jorce any mandate that requires
stales to submit disposition data on
those records. Therefore, someone
crusing the streets of Chicago who
makes an illegal left turn can be
pulled over and checked through
the computer, only to have imfor-
mation turn up that he or she was
arvested somelime  previously for
murder. Chances are the records
will not show that the person was
later acquitted. This is particular-
by disturbing because, i some in-
stances, the NCIC iecords are
released lo the non-criminal-jus-
tice community for employment or
licensing  purposes. In fuct, 50
percent of the inguiries to the
NCIC system are from the non-
law-enforcement communily.

The NCIC should be an aid
to enforcement, never a detri-
ment to innocent citizens. We
must put a cap on this kind of

system,
A. Q. White

Salem, New York

Goldman’s name probably

went right into the NCIC’s com-
puter when the November issue
of Playboy hit the stands.
Robert Bradford
Memphis, Tennessce

INSULIN FROM ANIMALS
I am a diabetic, kept alive by
daily doscs of insulin. Someday
there mav be a better source of
mnsulin than animal carcasscs,
but currently there's not. Stop
killing cattle and vou'll kill me
instead. Is that what animal
rightists want?
Ralph Sizer
Providence, Rhode Island
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A FATHER RESPONDS
I am no feminist and have cven, on
occasion, been called a male chauvinist;
however, 1 must respond to John A
Rossler, president of The National Con-
gress for Men (The Playboy Forum. De-
cember). Rossler obviously does not
believe that a man should leel any re-
sponsibility, love or compassion for a
child conceived during a short-lived rela-
tionship. As the father of six, T cannot
understand how any man can be devoid
of these Ieelings for any of his children. 1T
vou don’t want children, don’t have un-
protected sex.
William D. Cobourn
Concord, New Hampshire

SAVE OUR CHILDREN
The time, effort and money spent by
procensorship people on lawyers, boy-
cotts, lobbving and letter-writing cam-
paigns supposedly in the name of the
children would be better utilized in help-
ing them learn and grow. With true con-
cern and effort on the part of the adult
populace, maybe our children will have
an easter time facing their future.
James Haas
Gunnison, Colorado

ANTI-ABORTION UPDATE

I thought you'd like an update on
“Ronald Reagan, No-Choice Advocate™
{(The Playboy Forum. December). A New
York Federal judge dismissed a law-
suit by Planned Parenthood that
sought to overturn the Reagan Ad-
ministration’s  policy  of  denving
Federal funds to overseas planned-
parenthood  groups  that  mention
abortion as an alternative to pregnan-
cy. The judge. in dismissing the suit.
said. It would amount 1o a ruling bn
this court requiring the  Executive
[branch] o render financial assistance
abroad to applicants whose activities
are squarely in opposition to the an-
nounced foreign policy of the United
States.” I can’t understand why Reagan
didn’t nominate that judge lor the
Supreme Court.

W._ Jacobs
Albany, New York

The Reagan Administration’s denial
of funds to anv international [amily-
planning agency that counsels abortion
as an option to pregnancy serves only to
ensure that illegal back-alley or self-in-
duced abortions are widely practiced in
the Third World.

1 spent six months working at a mis-

sion hospital in Kenya, the country with
the highest ferulity rate in the world (the
average Kenyan woman bears more than
eight children in her hfetume). While
there, 1 dealt with the consequences of
numerous illicit abortions. Some were of
the “coat hanger™ vanety, others were
caused by overdosing on medicine to
produce a spontancous abortion.
Kenyan women are faced with a terri-
ble predicament. Family-planning serv-
ices are not always available (and will be
even less so with the new Reagan Admin-
istration policy); sex education is op-
posed by the three major churches,
Catholic, Presbyterian  and  Islamic
(those religious groups feel that sex edu-
cation cncourages promiscuity); families
are unable to provide food and pay
school fees (school is not free in Kenva)
for the children they already have; a
tubal ligation, the most practical option
for many, costs money and requires the
written consent of a husband or another
significant male lamily member (and
male Kenvans consider their ability o
procreate to be a sign of vinlity), and
barrier contraceptives are mpractical
hecause of the scarcity of water. School-
girls who become pregnant face certain
expulsion from school and the censure
and possible physical abuse lrom older

Sexually explicit comic books, writ-
ten to inform readers about ALDS,
have received some harsh words from
Senator Jesse Helms for “not encour-
agling] a change in that perverted
behavior.” He added, “I may throw

v

up.

Before Helms gets sick, he should
talk with Dr. Michael Quadland, a
professor of psychiatry at Mount
Sinai School of Medicinc. Dr. Quad-

male family members.

I am not an advocate of abortion as a
means of population control. However,
when population pressures impose exces-
sive hardships on people who don't have
access to adequate family-planning tech-
nologv, women will be forced to resort to
desperate and sometimes brutal meas-
ures.

Randy Rockney, M.D.
Cumberiand, Rhode Island

HOW SWEDE IT IS

Swedish female politicians are wearing
fish-net stockings and miniskirts to work
these days—all in the line of duty.
As they walk the streets dressed as pros-
titutes, they warn the men who approach
them that they can catch AIDS from us-
ing hookers. Apparently, some Swedish
prostitutes are 1.V. drug users and have

contracted the AIDS virus via the
needle. Tourists, beware.
M. Powell
Chicago, Illinois
UNANSWERED QUESTIONS

Douglas Ginsburg was forced w with-
draw his nomination 1o the Supreme
Court because he admitted to having
smoked marijuana. Asking a candidate
for the Supreme Court if he has ever tak-
en drugs and asking a candidate for
clected office if he has ever committed
adultery are just the kinds of questions
we should expect from a society with
a history that includes the Salem witch
trials.

But where do the questions stop?
Perhaps we should ask all candidates
tor the Supreme Court and for elected
oflice if they have ever engaged in oral
sex in any of the 19 states that still have

land recently conducted a study of
619 gays and bisexuals, in which he
found that the men who watched erot-
ic safe-sex films made significant
changes in their sexual behavior.
There were no such changes in the
men who studied sex guidelines, or
who listened to someone with AIDS
discuss his disease, or who read erotic
stories describing safe sex.

Quadland acknowledged that some
people might find the safe-sex films,
which show gay lovers engaging in
mutual masturbation, offensive, but
“this is a health issue, not a moral
issue.”

Jesse Helms, listen up.




heterosexual-sodomy statutes. Perhaps we  mined by an economist who estimated the
hedonic value of the voung man’s life.

should ask them il they've ever driven
faster than 55 miles per hour. Have thev J- R. Ray
ever hired an illegal alien? What about the Missoula, Montana
woman who baby-sits occasionally? Have
they checked her green card? Have they PORN HUSKERS

“Make love, not war™ is a chant that

ever paid a handy man or a baby siuer in

cash, without taking out Social Security  wasn't heard in lowa last summer. An
pavments or r(‘l)()r[ing the transaction to lowa state-fair art exhibit featured two
the IRS? Have they ever rented an X-rated  works of art that three people  found
video? I we km‘p fg.(-r(-{-ning”ur candidates oflensive. One showed a woman with a
so carcfully, the only men in Washington breast visible through a sheer gown (art-
will be clones of Jerry Falwell and Jesse  work that had previously won first place in
Helms—or the Hitler vouth. a Des Moines art show) and another
" Nathanial Bvnner showed a woman’s nude thighs and pubic

Evanston. IHinois  area. The three people complained and
the art was removed from the show, One
state-fair ofhcial said, “I'm opposed to

HEDONIC DAMAGES?
war. Do you suppose if I complain abowt

Given the fact that Playvboy has been ac- |
these tanks (displayed at the fair), they

cused ol being guided solely by hedonism,

I thought you'd be interested in the fact will get them out of ht‘rr:"i) .

that the Seventh ULS, Cireuit Court of Ap- S

peals upheld a $1,600,000 award that in-
JUDGE NOT

cluded $850,000 in hedonie dumages. The

Amid reports that Jim and Tammy
Bakker might return to host The PTL Club,
Jerry Rose, president of Chicago’s Chris-
tian television channel 38 said that he
would drop the show from his daily televi-

sion schedule if they did return. Rose said
ing the drinking habits of people from a

that the Bakkers were “not in any spiritual
number of countries. The Italians are an

damages went to the estate of [9-year-old
Ronald Sherrod, who was shot by a Joliet,
Hlinois. policeman. Sherrad’s family sued

the policeman and the citv ol Joliet; the
Jjury granted them the money as compen-
sation for Sherrod’s “loss of the pleasure of

hiving.”™ The dollar amount was deter-  condition to lead the PTL ministry.

lowa City, Towa

Whatever happened o “Judge not lest ye

be judged™?
R. Perry

Chicago, Illinois

AND CALL A NUT A NUT

The follies of Jesse Helms are always
worthy of reporting, and I knew vou'd be
mterested in this Helms quote: “We have
got to call a spade a spade and a perverted
hunan being a perverted human being
Helms was, of course, referring 1o homo-
sexuals. As Archie Bunker used to say,
“Stifle yoursell:”
I.. Mason
New York, New York

For another great Helms quote, see the “Fo-
rum” box “Safe Cinema.™

JUST ASK HOW
Is the * Just say no’’ approach to alcohol
as misguided as Prohibition was? I think
so. I am a Brown University professor and
an anthropologist specializing in alcohol
consumption. Fellow anthropologist A. M.
Cooper and 1 think that governments
should teach us how to drink rather than
nol to drink, a position that contradicts ev-
eryone from Nancy Reagan to the World

Health Organization.
We came to this conclusion after study-

example of a group of people who are
taught how to drink and, therefore, have

|
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very few problems with alcohol. Ttalian
parents exposc their children to it at an
early age, discourage them from drinking
alone and set a good example by drinking
in moderation. Restricting the availability
of alcohol by raising the drinking age or by

g;ﬁ‘;_z}g:_f enacting other anti-alcohol laws is coun-
%‘!.‘;‘_.-:é-;-&:nt;‘:: terproductive.
= e Dwight Heath
T SRS Providence, Rhode Island
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Som SR THE WRITTEN CONNECTION
o g_}:-;':.-_"-;"': From 85 to 90 percent of all divorced fa-
5,%}“7:::5‘;‘;:;3 thers do not receive custody of their chil-
-":'.:E’:-_:"'_';::'-;;:._:‘:‘f' dren, and many of these men feel more like
%éi‘:%{%g-% visitors th_a!'r like fathers. .
!:-2:‘—-31"‘-‘_;.:15;’3;:.5 The er_tt('n Conneclmln IS a system
SEREEESS that helps fathers communicate with their
T children. It evolved out of a divorced par-
. ent’s necd to find a better way than phone
calls and occasional visits to strengthen
: the emotional link between father and
If Elle, a hot wom- Naked the waist up in an child.
en’s magazine, doesn’t article on sunscreen The Written Connection offers organi-
-"f-f’P ﬂttbfi\_’flfﬂg - b"“_-"k (*Summer Skin,’ zation, monthly projects and creative-writ-
displays of nudity like Thl‘eats June). ing ideas geared toward kids between
this, folks up Novth will “Elfe has been a three and ten. Tt was developed with the
be hard pul to purchase this magazine. real success story for us and all distrib- help of professionals and has been en-
Censorship  mania  has apparently  utors. But if you continue to include dorsed by the National Congress for Men
moved up the ranks, from stove oumers’ such nudity, we will be forced to re- and the National Coundil for Children’s
yanking “offensive” magazines lo distrib-  move it from all of our upscale su- Rights.
utors’ refusing to supply them, as the fol- permarkets. [ don’t believe there's a Kids love mail, and letters are perma-
lowing letter atlests. magazine wholesaler in the country nent reminders t‘:‘f-a father's interest and
“Dear Elle: As a wholesale magazine  who will not be faced with the same commitment to them.
distributor in southern Minnesota,  problem.” Melanic Rahn
lowa and parts of South Dakota, 1 was Judith A. Hecht The Written Connection
distressed 1o see a woman nude from Mankato, Minnesota P.O. Box 572
Chandler, Arizona 85224
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what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

TRUTH IN LABELING

PORTLAND, OREGON—Overcrowded pris-
ons are having an effect on the kind of
punishment judges are meting oul lo
offenders. One Oregon judge, knowing
that child molester Richard Bateman, who

refused to participate in a rehabilitation
program, would spend only a bricf time in
Jail due to lack of space, ordeved a short
senlence and a five-year probation, with
one stipulation—Bateman must post a
sign al lus residence and on any car he
drives: DANGEROUS SEX OFFENDER. NO CHIL.

DEEN ALLOWED.

YES, WE HAVE
SOME BANANAS

WASHINGTON, be—Members of the ba-
nana industry are thoroughly upset that
the world's number-one fruit is becoming
the subject of choice for condom demon-
strations. The banana, which formerly
took a bruising because of its potential use
as a dildo, is once again getting the kind
of publicity its promoters prefer to avoid.

COVERT TESTING

WASHINGTON, DC—Since  November
1985, women applying for jobs as D.C.
police officers have secretly been lested for
pregnancy. The women submitted urine
samples for drug testing and were not told
that their sample would also be used to test
for pregnancy. The tests were halted only
when a female employee of the testing clin-
ic complained that the tests were an inva-
ston. of privacy. Il is not known if any
candidate tested positive or was denied a
posttion because of a positive test. D.C.
police are re-examining their policy.

CRUEL AND UNUSUAL
INDIGNITIES

L0s ANGELEs—The sheriff’ of Orange
County has been ordered to pay $5050
to a convicted murderer for subjecting
the man to indigmities that included
confining him for three months in a cell
without a bed, allowing him less than 15
minudes lo eal meals, not allowing him
two hours of outdoor exercise a week and
confiscating his subscription to Playboy.
The prisoner contended that he had been
singled out for harassmenl and the judge
apparently agreed. “Knock t off,” he told
the sheriff, “and treat [the prisoner] with
reasonable decency.”

YOU BE THE JUDGE

PELL CITY. ALABAMA—A Judge has held
that it’s OK for a school administrator to
paddle a student bul not OK for a parent
lo paddle a school administrator. Parent
Vicki Ebmore hil assistant principal Elsie
McGowan with a paddle because her
seven-year-old son had been paddied
by McGowan—despite her request that
McGowan notify her before disciplining
her child. McGowan hauled Elmore into
court and the judge convicled her of first-
degree assault and sentenced her to frve
years in prison. I was pleased with the
sentence, because 1 felt that justice had
been done,” said McGowan. Was this a
Jfair sentence? You be the judge.

SEX=NO-FRILLS
WEDDING

HoustoN—Roman Catholic bishop Jo-
seph Fiorenza has instructed priests in
his diocese to refuse to give couples tradi-
tional church weddings if they are cohab-
iling and lo refuse lo sel wedding dates
until the couples” living arrangements are
knoun. Those who are “living in sin” will
be allowed only a simple ceremony unless
they agree to move inlo separate quarters
and forgo sex for six months prior to their
marriage.

HIGH-TECH ESCAPE

10s ANGELES—The County  Sheriff’s
Department s looking for an employee
who sent oul a compuler message divecting
Jatlers to release an accused cocaine dealer
being held on $3,000,000 bail. The sus-
pect bypassed five security check points
and had been gone six days before he was
missed.

SON OF SUSHI

LONDON—Some British researchers be-
lieve that a diet heavy in fish may help
produce sons. The number of male births
m Scottish coastal towns is as much as 30
pereent higher than the national average.
Researchers Hunk that an organic arsenic
in fish alters the male sex hormone and
contribuies to the higher male birth rate.

RUMOR DEMONGERING

WASHINGTON, De—As  an  apparent
good-will gesture, the U.S.S.R. has decid-
ed o retract the rumor it started that the
U.S. mlitary artificially cultivated the
AIDS virus for use in biological warfare.
The ALDS rumor furst appeared in the So-
viel press and then made the rounds of
Third World countries. Soviel scientists
have published an article in Lzvestia, an
official government newspaper, denying
that the rumor has any basis in fact.

AIDS RECOUNT

WASHINGTON, b —The widely quoted
1986 estimate that 1,500,000 Americans
are infected with the AIDS virus is under-
going a reassessmend that wll greatly alter
the picture of the epidemic. White House
officials admit that the 1986 figure was
much too high and that new data indicates
that the spread of AIDS has slowed drasti-
cally. Public Health Service administra-

tors are acknowledging that the infection
“is not spreading beyond the existing risk
groups.” Dr. Otis Bowen, Secretary of

Health and Human Services, says,
“There is not"an epidemic among hetero-
sexuals, as some people think.” Fstimales
suggest that the number of those infected
may be as low as 275,000.
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Last fall, Jerry Falwell announced that
he was resigning as president of the
Moral Majority and its alter letterhead,
the Liberty Federation. He was going
back to preaching, back to winning souls.

Too bad, we thought, we’ll miss open-
ing our morning mail. Some of Jerry's
best work occurred in the communiqués
from the Moral Majority. Falwell is a
man of letters, and in the periodic ap-
peals for cash, he raised fund raising 10
the level of art. Consider the following
excerpls.

“I HAVE HAD IT WITH THE

EFFORTS OF CERTAIN PER- ¢

SONS AND ORGANIZA- é,"
TIONS WHO WANT US i"
TO ACCEPT HOMO- P

rry,
:gajﬂs; o
8Dirac, o° Miljgg, s YO

FEARMONGERING FOR FUN AND PROFIT

people are giving because I signed the
letter. They could care less if the project
was being administered by whatever

arms of the Jerry Falwell ministry

enterprise.’’ And they
could carc less 11
the letters are truc.
Fal- well’s
letters char-

to g,
est
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“In July of 1983, R s, O\ Monbly

I wrote you and thou- i e e

My 1 5

sands of Moral Majori-
ty members about the
deadly AIDS threat that was
raging out of control in the
male homosexual community of
our nation.

“We spent untold thousands of dol-
lars trying to warn our leaders in gov-
ernment and medicine about the ‘gay
plague,’ but few people realized the
danger, or responded.”

An interesting admission. The money
collected by Falwell is spent in untold
thousands, and is unaccounted for by
any authority other than Falwell and
Iriends. A former staffer for Falwell al-
leged that a 1979 appeal to help boat
people raised $4,000,000—much more
than the $100,000 that was pledged to
and eventually given to a Cambodian re-
lief fund. Then, in 1987, records showed
that he had shifted $6,700,000 from po-
litical contributions 1o his religious min-
istries. Falwell said, ““1 think that most
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an  imme- s 2 diate
threat  and - a conspira-

cy of liber- al, weak anti-
Christian forces to be
defeated, and assert that only Jerry Fal-
well knows the truth.

“Please, 1 beg you—DON'T FAIL
TO HEED THIS WARNING—for if
we don’t take immediate action, AIDS
will prove to be the ‘final epi-
demic,'—with millions dying each
year—even your loved ones. . ..

“The homosexuals and the pro-ho-

mosexual politicians have joined
together with the liberal, gay-in-
fluenced media to cover up the facts
concerning AIDS.

“You must help me expose them—
and tell America the truth about this
deadly epidemic—which may well
affect. our children and grandchil-
dren.

“I know you are a moral, conserva-
tive person. You believe, as I do, in
the traditional American family and
moral ethic that has made this na-
tion an example to others.

“You do not practice the per-
verted lifestyles of those
who originally spawned
the AIDS epidemic.

“But you must re-

alize that none of

us _are safe
now. The
deadly AIDS

virus has been
spread through-
out every walk of
aGePE Jife and into every
1w Gl community—homosex-
ual and heterosexual. ...
i “THIS MAKES MY
BLOOD BOIL!!...
“Homosexuals have expressed
the attitude that ‘they know they are
going to die—and they are going to
take as many people with them as
they can.’

“And this deadly plague is already
spreading into the heterosexual com-
munity, because of bisexuals who are
carriers—even _affecting innocent
young children.

“This is sexual TERRORISM—
and even more deadly than a gun or
bomb.

“Across the country the militant
homosexuals—carriers of this deadly
disease—have gained civil rights ad-
vantages which seriously compro-
mise the health and safety of
Americans everywhere.”

Do civil rights cause AIDS?

yoU WILL RECEIVF




“You and I are the innocent vic-
tims of this perverted and deadly
lifestyle—AND WE HAVE NO
PLACE TO HIDE.

“Once again—1 MUST ISSUE A
WARNING—and this time, the warn-
ing must be heeded, or we will not get
another chance.

“Will you help me produce and air
a prime time television special on the
threat of AIDS—within the next 10
days?. ..

“We do not have the money to pro-
duce and air this costly special—we
must work together to make it possi-
ble—to save our families from AIDS.

“WE ARE LOSING THE BATTLE
NOW—WE MUST TURN THE
CORNER BEFORE IT'S TOO
LATE....

“Please help me with as large a gift
as possible, but send at least $25 by
return mail.”

Falwell went back o this well repeat-
edly in 1987, gav bashing for dollars.

“I MUST REPORT TO YOU—
THE SITUATION IS EVEN MORE
CRITICAL THAN I THOUGHT!

“CERTAIN MILITANT HOMO-
SEXUALS—THE PRIME CAR-
RIERS OF THIS DEADLY
DISEASE—ARE FIGHTING BACK
ON ALL FRONTS TO PROTECT
THEIR DEVIANT LIFESTYLE!. ..

“I HAVE JUST LEARNED THAT
THE HOMOSEXUAL POLITICAL
LOBBY IS QUIETLY TRYING TO
PUSH THROUGH CONGRESS A
NEW BILL GIVING HOMOSEXU-
ALS SPECIAL RIGHTS.. ..

“THIS NEW BILL COULD RE-
SULT IN SPECIAL RIGHTS AND
PRIVILEGES FOR THEM UN-
DER PROTECTION OF THE
US. GOVERNMENT-—ALL THE
WHILE THEY ARE PROMOTING
THEIR DEVIANT AND DANGER-
OUS PRACTICES. ...

“ATTACHED TO THIS URGENT
DISPATCH IS WHAT [ BELIEVE
TO BE THE MOST IMPORTANT
PETITION I HAVE EVER ASKED
YOU TO SIGN.

“PLEASEREADIT,SIGN AND RE-
TURNIT TOME ALONG WITH AN
EMERGENCY GIFT OF $30, $15,
OR $10 IMMEDIATELY.”

When a gay newspaper in Seattle sug-
gested that gays tic up Falwell's 800
numher {a tactic inspired not by a gay
but by a computer hacker whose invahd
mother had given away most of her sav-
ings to Falwell), Falwell was quick to ex-
press his hurt:

“The militant homosexuals have at-

tacked me again—on an unprecedent-
ed scale. . ..

“Perhaps you can send $100, $50 or
even $25 or $10. . ..

“And if you could have your gift
postmarked within the next 10 days,
it would be so helpful. We are facing
some ominous deadlines.”

Assuming vou had given to one of the
carlier appeals, you might ask yourself
where the money went. Was there an
ALDS special? If there was, we, along
with the rest of America, missed it. Did
AIDS halt the end of western civilization
as we know i? It seems that Jerry had
moved on to other campaigns: Enter Jer-
rv Falwell, freedom hghter.

“And we have just spent literally
every dollar we had in our campaign
to alert Americans about the tense sit-
uation in Central America between
the freedom fighters and the Commu-
nists.”

As though Time, Newsweek, and the
evening news weren’t doing that already.
The difference between Jerry Falwell and
Time magazince is that Time asks for mon-
ev only once a year.

Here 1s Central America according to
God's gilt wo the Contras.

“It’s time we go to war to solve the
problem in Nicaragua.

“But the kind of war I’'m calling for
will not be waged with guns and bul-
lets. Instead, it will be waged with the
weapons of truth.

“And our young men will not need
to die. ...

“It’s time that America learned the
truth—who the ‘good guys’ are and
who the ‘bad guys’ are in Central
America. ...

“The Sandinistas have massacred
entire villages, buried people alive,
burned homes, stores, crops, and
churches to the ground. . . .

“Before we know it, Communist
terrorism will be knocking at our
back door!

“] don’t want this situation to turn
into a bloodbath. I don’t want to see
the United States forced to invade
Nicaragua.

“But I do want to see our country
aid the Contras, those ‘good guys’ who
are fighting for freedom and democ-
racy.

“And so I have decided to wage a
war. Not a war with guns and bullets
and tanks and planes—but a war of
information. ...

“But to wage this war, it will take
thousands of dollars—money we do
not have.

“This has been a long and difficult

summer for Moral Majority, and sev-
eral unexpected emergencies have
stretched our resources to the limit.

“That’s why I need your help.

“1 hope you will be able.to send a
gift today of $25, $50, or $100, or
even more to help me wage this
war on Communism in Central Amer-
iCA v 0

“Because if we do not help them
fight now—soon it will be the United
States that is involved in this battle.

“I’m sure you agree that it would be
far safer to help the Contras now than
to wait until we are forced to shed
American blood on foreign soil in our
fight to halt Communism. . ..

“That’s why I hope you’ll send a
generous gift today of $25, $50, $100,
or more to help Moral Majority get
the truth out before it’s too late.”

Falwell wanted the money to fund a
prime-time television address to the na-
tion. When the Iran/Contra hearings
pre-empted his initiative, he exploited
the situation.

“Most red-blooded Americans are
fighting mad over the way Congress
has treated Colonel North!

“J am tired of what is happening in
this country today.

“I am tired of these senseless Con-
gressional hearings and the probings
of the Independent Counsel. Every-
time I think of the amount of our tax
dollars spent on these ridiculous
hearings my blood starts to boil.”

Falwell's blood may be thicker than
water, but it has a substanually lower
boiling point. Of course, he rails against
those weak Congressmen.

“I am tired of a spineless Congress
led by liberal Speaker Jim Wright and
Senator Robert Byrd criticizing ev-
erything right in this country. If the
Congress had voted to support the
Freedom Fighters in Nicaragua, this
dilemma would never have oc-
curred.”

Precisely. And because they didn't,
and because Colonel North and the Pres-
ident chose to disregard our democratic
process, we found ourselves with a crisis
that Falwell dispensed as a mere dilem-
ma. Falwell's solution:

“I say its time to wake up Congress!

“I say its time to stop these ridicu-
lous hearings!

“I say its time to get this country
moving forward again!...

“Will you join me in this cam-
paign? Will you help me to wake up
Congress? Will you write your mes-
sage to Congress?

“And will you enclose a generous




contribution . . . of $30, $20 or even
$15 today to ‘Wake Up Congress’ and
get America moving again.”

Why write to your Congressman in care
of Jerry Falwell? You could send vour let-
ter to Congress via the U.S. Postal Service
for 22 cents. Falwell, on the other hand,
would forward your letter for $15 1o $30.
This is called the privatization of democ-
racy. You can pav Falwell to carry out
your right to write. What a deal.

In another leuter, Falwell asked the peo-
ple on his mailing list to participate in
a five-question 1987 Moral  Majority
National Issues Poll.

“I am plain tired of liberal, biased
organizations like CBS, NBC, ABC,
The Washington Post, etc. who claim
their ‘random surveys’ (to a few hun-
dred people) tell the pulse of the Amer-
ican people on an important issue.

“Let me ask you this—Have they ev-
er called you and asked your opinion
in one of their ‘random surveys’? (I
don’t know many ‘average’ Americans
who have been called.)”

Of course, i addition to participating in
his poll, you could also send money
to help Falwell in his campaign against
liberals.

“And the liberals—supported and
heavily financed by such groups as
Norman Lear’s People for the Ameri-
can Way, the American Atheist Society,
militant homosexuals, the National
Organization for Women, the National
Education Association, the American
Civil Liberties Union, Planned Parent-
hood, and the Communist Party—fully
intend to elect a liberal president in
1988!

“They don’t mean to just have their
‘own way’ in the affairs of this nation—
I believe that they actually want to
silence you and me.

“As an American—I will not be si-
lenced.”

Falwell savs that he is giving up the
Moral Majority to go back to saving souls.
Those of vou who, like us, will miss his
prose style and defense of truth, need only
tune into the Old Time Gospel Hour and
become a Faith Partner. Then vou'll get
on his ministrv  mailing list—and the
rhetoric is just the same. Note this letter
from Falwell telling his flock why he's go-
ing to concentrate on his ministry,

“Never before in my 31 years of min-
istry have I seen such a concentrated

effort by Satan to damage the cause of
Christ.

“Norman Lear’s People for the
American Way is making efforts to re-
move certain Christian programs from
television stations across America. . ..

“Satan is having a ‘field day!’ The en-
emies of Christ are laughing up their
sleeves at everything that represents
Jesus Christ. . . .

“We are in the middle of a raging
storm!. ..

“We must be alert and careful. We
must be on our guard against Satan.
And we must work harder than
ever before to try and bring people to
the only person in whom there is NO
disappointment—]Jesus Christ!

“Will you help me by becoming
a Faith Partner? For just $15 a month
(or $180 a year), you can help me stay
on the airwaves preaching the gospel to
a lost and dying world. . ..

“As a Faith Partner of the Old Time
Gospel Hour ministry, I will send you
two gold-plated Jesus First lapel pins
for you to wear as testimony that Jesus
is the Lord of your life.”

At least they aren’t plastic.

Jerry, keep those letters coming.
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Members of the senior class of Orem
High School in Alpine, Utah, asked
their sociology teacher, Pamcla Leet-
ham, for AIDS ecducation. Leetham
was smart enough to solicit the parents’
approval, which they gave enthusiasti-
cally, before she asked Dr. Patricia
Reagan, one of Utah’s foremost AIDS
experts, to instruct her students.

Easy enough so far—until Leetham
was informed that the school district’s
policy on AIDS states that teachers or
lecturers “must not discuss the sex act
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THE INJURY

or the prevention of pregnancy by ar-
tificial means, whether in discussing
human reproduction or transmission
and prevention of AIDS or any social
disease” and must not use the word
condom in any context.

At that, Dr. Reagan replied, “I'm a
health educator; I'm not sure I can talk
about AIDS without mentioning con-
doms. And I certainly can’t discuss
AIDS without discussing the sex act.”

The lecture was canceled.
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THE INSULT

Leetham’s attempts at sex education
were thwarted on another front, An
Alpine school-district administrator or-
dered her to remove a Planned Parent-
hood poster  from classroom.
“There’s just something about the
graphicness of the poster,” he said. *“It
appears distasteful and demeaning,
making a boy look pregnant.”

Lectham, her students and their
parents are clearly fighting an uphill
battle.

her
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more delicious
with
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of Comfort.

Southern Comfort has a distinctive, appealing flavor.
It’s a drink that makes any other drink taste that much better.

Comfort on the Rocks: Pour 1% jigger of Southern Comfort
into a short glass with ice. Garnish with lemon, or lime, or cherry.
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wnonven. BILLY CRYSTAL

a candid conversation with fernando, sammy jr., dopey, buddy and ali
about the real-lLfe adventures of a stand-up comic turned movie star

If you could poll some of the characters in
Billy Crystal's wepertoire for a joinl assess
ment of thetr creator, the response might be
something like this: “Tomght, friends, some-
one  absolutely  mahvelons  and  unbe-
lieeewuble—and we mean that—My. I Hale
When That Happens, Mr. Forget Abowt It,
Mr. Don't Get Me Starvted: Billy Crystal!
Can you dig i?”

We dig lim, too—and we mean that—even
though these days, with lis movie career ex
Ploding, inlroductions of Crystal can no
longer be limited to Las Vegas—sivle wind
ups. His vecent success i filins such as “Run-
ming Scaved,” “The Princess Bride™ and
“Throw Momma from the Train” proves
theve's a lot more lo the 39-year-old aclor/
comedian than a rubbery face and an uncanny
knack for momiery.

Of course, Crystal has had plenty of time lo
tune his ear. He broke into comedy al the age
of five, in his parenis’ living room, doing
shtick for relatives. Showbiz ran in his blood,
or at least trickled therve. Crystal's mother used
to perform in shows at the local synagogue
and one year did the voice of Minnie Mouse
Jor a Maey's Thanksgroing Day pavade. Hos
uncle Mt ran the Commodore and Decca
record labels and miroduced “Rock Arvound
the Clock™ to the world: his dad managed the
Commodore music stove and produced jazz

concerty in Manhattan. With such connec-
tions. il's no surprise that one of Crystal’s ear-
Iy fans (and baby sitters) was Billie Holiday:
She called him ~“Master Billy.” But like many
New York kids of the Fifties, Crystal spent
wmuch of his wonder years watching the tube
(Ernie Kovacs, Sid Caesar, Jonathan Win-
tevs and, later, Bil Coshy), following the
Yankees and nurturmg dveams of playing
professional baseball.

Crystal did become a hot shovistop in high
school but decided he was too short for the big
leagues (he's 5'77) and went to college in-
stead. While he was theve, he met Iis future
wife. Janice, and worried about the draft, un-
til his lottery wuwmber came wp 354—high
enough for an exemption. Immediately, he
called two friends and formed an improvisa-
tional comedy troupe named 3's Company. It
proved a successful East Coast act—but not
so financially vewarding that Crystal didn’t
have fo support his wife and new baby on
extra mcome from substitute teaching.

But the group’s managers wanted Billy to
try s act alone; Billy agreed. Soon, 3's
Company was defunct. By 1975, he was
working New York's Catch a Rising Star as a
solo acl when the creators of a new comedy
stow set to air late Saturday nights on NBC
approached him to join the cast on a semiveg-
wlar basis. Despite weeks of vehearsal, an ar-

“Today, we've gol the yellers. We've gol the
comics who hold up puppeis and strangle

them on stage. Others pull balloons oul of

their pants. Very few peaple being themselves.
1U's ke Bevlin in the Tharties. It's Dada art.”

“I ranember packing my stuff, walking oui
and Gilda runming after me. I was erving. 1
went home. Then T watched “Live from New
York, it's “Saturday Night!”" And I wenl,
That's il. I fucking blew 1.

gument erupled opening night over the
duration and placement of Crystal’s bit and
vesulted in his being cut from the first broad-
cast of “Salurday Night Live.” The emotional
repercussions of waiching the careers of such
“S.NLL.” comedians as _John Belushi, Chevy
Chase and Dan Avkrovd skyrocket, after hav

ing just missed thal same showcase, plagued
Crystal for years,

Desolate, he joined Howard Cosell on his
“Saturday Night Live™—a prime-time vari-
ely show that proved a resounding flop. As a
stand-up comic, he was also opening concerts
Jor Susan Anton, Neil Sedaka, Melissa
Manchester and Billy Joel; duving the day, he
led a My. Mom life on Long Island, caring
Jor his daughter while Janice worked. In
1976, Crystal moved the family to Los Ange-
les (he had been promised an ABC contract
that didn’t work owt) and appeared as Rob
Reiner’s best friend in one episode of “All in
the Family.” In 1977, he took the vole as the
gay son, Jodie, on the wacky soap-opera send-
up “Soap.” His movie debut was as the first
pregnant man m Joan Rivers’ unsuceessful
“Rabbit Tesi.” In 1982, he debuted “The
Billy Crystal Comedy Hour” on NBC and in-
troduced his infamous Fernando's Hideawan.
But the “Comedy Hour” was canceled after
Sve shows. He appeared as a mime caterer in

pal Reiner's “Thus Is Spinal Tap,” and in

PHOTOGRAPHY BY KERRY MORRIS
“One day, I took a clicker counter with me to
see how many people would say You look
mahvelous” to me. 1 gol up o about 170, Ted
Kennedy said it to me. Then Kissinger. You
know, I'm sick to death of it now.”
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PLAYBOY

several HBO comedy specials, and put in
some memorable turns on both “The Tonight
Show” and “Late Night with Deand Letler-
man.” Crystal was emerging as a rare and
versatile humorist who could field an imprres-
sive array of characlers, remain topical and,
wn the tradition of the greal comic aclors, oc-
casionally bring a lump lo the throals of his
audiences.

Then, ten years after being dumped from
“Saturday Night Live,” Crystal got lus
chance to “stop saying ‘What if” and was in-
vited to join the show’s cast, now under a new
producer. That season, Crystal dominated the
show with characters such as the fatuous Fer-
nando, Ricky the Vietmam vet, Willie the

masochist and a startlingly real portrayal of

Rooster - Willoughly, an  ancient  black
ballplayer. His impressions of Sammy Davis
Jr., tatk-show host Joe Franklin, Prince and
other blacks and Jews drew wild acclaim. But
when Lorne Michaels, “S.N.L.s” original
producer, returned for the I1th season, Billy
and the rest of the cast didn’t. So Crystal
made “Running Scared,” cut doun s tour-
ing commitments and hasn’t looked back.

We asked Contributing Editor David Rensin
to catch up with Crystal just before he began

work on his next film project, “Memories of

Me,” which he co-wrote. We wanted lo find
oul from the man who knows that it is betler
“to look good than to feel good” how he has
handled the change-vver from TV comedian
to full-time movie star, from one career high
to another. Says Rensin:

“When I vang Billy's doorbell, he greeted
me wearing blue jeans, a sweat shirl and the
beard from "Running Scaved.” I asked to use
the bathroom. Billy’s eyes widened. “Oh,
Please. Yes. Use the bathroom,” he said almost
too graciously. He pointed loward a door in
the fover. ‘It’s vight theve.’

“His eagerness to please should have alert-
ed me. The door handle seemed oddly fa-
miliar. Closing it, I suddenly heard a
static-voiced pilot radio for take-off instruc-
tions. A porthole to my vight showed a sky full
of clouds. A red sign flashed: RETURN TO DEN
RETURN TO DEN. A warning on the totlet seat
aduvised against pulling puppies or Playmate
cenlerfolds into the head. Other signs were in
an unfamiliar language.

“Billy was waiting with a salisfred grin. ‘I
cost about $1000, plus the labor to mstall,;
he said. It's from an Arab airliner. Every
thing’s in Arabic and English. My designer
located the junk parts somewhere in the Mo-
Jave Desert. 1 even used the same carpeting.”
In fact, he vejected only the idea of including
Iydraulic lifts beneath the toilet for genuine
airborne effects. He apparently wasn’t willing
to put up with the imevitable near misses.

“Such insprired flights of imagination have
been Billy's ticket into Amervica’s funny bone.
He s renoumed for his visual humor and
spondaneity. For example, he never hesttated
to make a point by wsing a character voice,
and suddenly F'd be in the room with Sammy
Dauis Jr. or Dopey the dwarf. Yet it was also
clear that while he 15 enduringly fond of his
characters, Billy has pretty much left the old
Jaces behind for new ones—including, sig-

nificantly, s own. He doesn't just want to be
remembered for acting like someone else.

“Bily best epitomizes what is meant by the
Yiddish word mensch. We were immediately
comfortable logether. He is compassionale
and kind—andd his showbiz stories are great.
He is the perfect bridge betieen the Catshills
and the Comedy Store.

“One thing surprised me. During our ses-
sions, he'd stray from the comic vein and bare
an underside not covered in his press clip-
pings. Revealed was the residue of ancient
mjuries and years of feeling screwed by ar-

cumstance, fate and his own optimism. Of

course, one major sticking point was his hav-
ing been dumped from the original “Saturday
Night Live’; another was further in the pasi.

“However, that first morning on his sun-
drenched front patio—after the bathroom
episode broke the ice—Billy scemed in fine
Jorm. He was confident and energetic and
radiated a good tan.

“Just as we got stavted, the tape slipped
through the deck-chair cushions. I searched
for a secure perch, with no luck. After I'd
Sumbled around for a bu, Billy decided to
help and offeved o hold the machine.”

PLAYBOY: You hold the

recorder?

wanl 10 tape

“It’s a bad drug,
Jealousy. Eats people up.
Jealousy is the crack
of comics.”

CRYSTAL: I1's OK.

PLAYBOY: Arc you sure? You won't be able
to move around.

CRYSTAL: Am | sure? Look, a Jewish
Playboy interviewer and a Jewish inter-
viewee! “Are you sure you want to hold
this? You sure you want to talk today?”
“No, I'm fine. I'll sit. I'll be in the shade.
Il be good.™ “Are vou sure vou want to
talk about something that personal?” *“No,
it's fine.” “You want 1o eat something?”
“No, no. I'm here o interview. . ..
PLAYBOY: Let’s settle this once and for all:
Do Jews make the best comics?

CRYSTAL: There's a great deal of laughter
and joy in that heritage. And let’s face it,
our holidavs are not the best. There’s a
whole day set aside to say just how miser-
able you are. It’s “Shut the light ofl and
don’t eat today. You did terrible things,
but next vear, yvou'll be better.” Hanuk-
kah is also great—because iU's eight days
long. And vou don’t have 1o go 1o school
on Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur,
which, in the Fifties. meant world-series
time. I'd want 1o watch, because the Yan-
kees were always in it. What else? Oh,
veah. Girls thought we were great catches.
PLAYBOY: Reallyv?

CRYSTAL: Sure. Date a Jewish guy. Look in
every show-business magazine: You sce

some beauuful actress with a Dr. Abra-
ham Phlegm. Like Mary Tyler Moore’s
husband. Who could be WASPier and
prettier than she? And Vietoria Principal
married Dr. Harry Glassman. See, sooner
or later, they come around to our wav of’
thinking—that it’s not so bad to boil all
the Havor out of the meat.
PLAYBOY: Who are your
Jews?

CRYSTAL: Mel Brooks is the top two—cven
though Spaceballs made me a litle de-
pressed. Rob Reiner and 1 were talking
about this. We know that, one on one,
there’s no one funnier than Mel. So to do a
Star Wars take-ofl ten years later? 1 know
he'll be mad that I said this, but I fele bad.
He's right at the top, and it hurts 1o not sce
him stretching. Even if he fails. But I love
the guyv. He was responsible for my want-
ing 1o be a comedian.

PLAYBOY: Were you a funnv kid?

CRYSTAL: ['ve always been very comiortable
on stage. In elementary school plavs, I'd
go ofl book and start improvising while
some bewildered little kid with a flower
face was saving [hgh voice], “Who is he? |
thought the ginger man was supposed to
come out now.” At home, [ used 1o per-
lorm for my relatives in the living room.
When they came 1o visit, I'd put on their
hats and coats and imitate them. 1 still im-
iate them. I'd stand on the collee table
and do my impressions. If they liked the
act, they gave me dimes and [ put them on
my forchead. The show was over when my
forchead was full. [Tries sticking a few
dimes lo forehead, fails] Nah. California.
It's woo dry. In New York, there's humidi-
tv. They suck. [Wets a few dimes; they stick]
See? Thank vou very much. If they stay
there, 1 think I'll do the rest of the inter-
view like this. If I'm funny, maybe T'll
make some more money.

PLAYBOY: We'll sec. Let's back up. These
days, stand-up comedy has become big
business—if comics aren’t on TV, they're
in the clubs; il thev're not in the clubs,
they're on cable. Not long ago, someone
said that once there were 200 comedians
and only six were funny, and that nowa-
days, there are 2000 ol them and, stll,
only six are funny.

CRYSTAL: That's accurate. Look, I think it’s
great that there are more comedians, be-
cause It savs we recognize how important
it is to laugh, that we need these people.
But these days, a lot ol people are saving
nothing,.

PLAYBOY: For example?

CRYSTAL: We've got the yellers. They
scream. We've got the comics whao hold up
puppets and strangle them on stage. Oth-
ers pull balloons out of their pants. Very
few people being themselves. It's like
Berlin in the Thirties. It's Dada art. Ev-
erything's high-tech. Recently, 1 worked
with & guy in Toronto; I think his name
was  Putz. No, Schmuck. Charley
Schmuck. He made a gigantc baseball
glove and wore it on stage. Then he threw
thése enormous Nerl balls covered with

three funniest



Velcro into the audience. Then he had the
audience throw the balls back and hed
run across the stage and catch them in his
big glove. 1 was kind of silly and goony. [
remember wondering what makes a per-
son go out as a basebhall glove instead of
wanting to falk about things. 1U's a funny
idea, but maybe that's what the critics
mean. Everyone comes on stage as some-
one clse, some character, not himself. [
mav do a character, but 1 come on as me,
and throughout the show I'm talking for
mysell. These days, audiences leave the
performance with nothing. But they had a
good time while they were there.
PLAYBOY: Why don’t they demand more?
CRYSTAL: Because this is the generation that
grew up on Star Wars and thinks RoboCop
is the greatest movie ever. We have a
threc-minute  mentality—sometimes  less
than that. Because of the fucking cable
box, our attention span is horrible. We sit
there like junkies. It's a pretty shitty world
where we've got a disease that’s gonna kill
who knows how many millions of people.
All we're hearing about is death, death,
death. Shooting on the freeways. [Smiles)
You know, it’s a two-shot minimum now to
get onto the San Diego freeway.
PLAYBOY: Ciute. So in light of what vou've
just said—that there are a million funny-
men running around, mest of whom are
really saying nothing—where does that
leave vou?
CRYSTAL: I've been a stand-up comic for a
long time, and a good one. But a stand-up
is different things to different people. To
me, it’s a man or a woman who goes out in
front of people emotionally naked and
talks about real things. ICs not the guv
who savs, “Hey, my wife . . . she put my
thing in the toaster.” That stull is boring
to me. And I cringe when 1 sce it, though
there are guvs who do it very well. I'm not
putting that down. This is just my taste.
IUs the diflerence between a comic and
a comedian. A comedian says things that
are really human. And a comic comes out
and pulls down his pants and says, “Look,
I got a rubber duck here!™ That's why 1
love Lily Tomlin, Richard Pryor and Al-
bert Brooks. Their stull is aboul some-
thing. When @ start feeling like I'm a
comic is when | stop doing it.
PLAYBOY: What about other comedians
who've made the jump from clubs to
movies? Steve Martin, for instance.
CRYSTAL: Here's a guy who, at the height of
his comic career, just boldly quit doing
stand-up. Just went ofl’ and did a strange
movie like Pennies from Heaven, with not a
lot of laughs, and he taught himself how to
tap-dance. I'll go with him right to the
wall if he’s trying something different.
Who thought a guy with an arrow through
his head could do the quality and the intel-
ligence of the work he did in Roxanne?
Even il he’s goonier in the next film, 1t will
be on Steve's terms.
PLAYBOY: Robin Williams, with whom
vou've worked, is another example. How
do you rate him?

CRYSTAL: Explosive. Picasso. [Pauses] 1
wish I were closer to him. We talk, we kid,
but I don’t really know him. For some rea-
son, I'd like us to be really friendly. He's
opinionated, has great self-focus, knows
who he is—not unlike Burns or Benny.
And lately he’s been getting reckless—
which makes his show more dangerous.
Which 15 great.

PLAYBOY: Is it tough keeping up with Robin
on stage?

CRYSTAL: His mind is, like, “Get outa the
way. Get him outa the way!”" Even though
he wants you to be there. It’s like being in
the ring with Sugar Ray Leonard at his
peak. He's got vou in the corner and he's
bop-a-da, bop-a-da, bop-a-da. Sometimes
vou don’t know whether he’s working with
VOU Or against vou.

PLAYBOY: Do you get jealous of other comics?
CRYSTAL: | was jealous of Freddie Prinze,
because he made it big so suddenly. But I
understand why. There’s a difference be-
tween a star and a superstar—a look in
the eve. A little something that’s off, and
Freddie had that. When he went on stage,
it was boom! IU's very similar to what's
happened to Eddie Murphy. Both are
products of television. Freddie could hear,
could imitate anything. Not a lot of guts
and soul but a talent that was extraordi-
narily electric. I remember feeling jealous
years ago when things weren’t so good for
me. That was hard. And I sull go through
bouts. Jealousy is a terrible emotion, be-
cause vou create your own. It's very, very
destructive. It’s a bad drug, jealousy. Eats
people up. Jealousy is the crack of comics.
PLAYBOY: You mentioned Eddie Murphy.
Does he impress vou?

CRYSTAL: [ don't think he’s a good comedian,
PLAYBOY: Seriously?

CRYSTAL: | think he’s a wonderful actor and
a fine sketch player and characterizer, but
1, who love comedians, have a tough time
sitting there hearing, “Norton, let me
shove my dick in your ass.” I mean, come
on. I don’t ¢ven think it's funny. Rob
Reiner and I saw him perform in Los An-
geles. It was weird. Some guy velled our,
“Buckwheat!” The audience was restless,
because they loved not only Eddie, of
course, but his characters. Eddie didn’t
want to do any of them. So he velled back,
“Suck my cock!”” The audience laughed.
So Eddie tirned to the audience and said,
“That's all 1 say to hecklers. Suck my
cock.”™ At which point Rob turned o me
and said, “Oh, a contributor!” I think it’s
gonna be cxciting to see what Eddie will
be like as he gets older, and what roles he
chooses to play. We'll see how truly ver-
satile he can be.

PLAYBOY: You sound skeptical.

CRYSTAL: When he came back and hosted
Saturday Night Live during my secason, it
was an uncomfortable week—one of the
two times I got really mad that year. He
walks to the beat of his own drum section.
He would come very late to rehearsals or
not at all. And never apologize. He took a
heavyweight-champion approach with us.

But we weren't voung schmucks there.
Chris Guest, me, Marty Short and the rest
of the cast were treated . . . not great. No-
body was really happy about his attitude.
PLAYBOY: We'll get back to your cxperi-
ences with Saturday Night Live, but let’s
finish this. How about Pec-wee Herman?
CRYSTAL: He used to annoy me. Now |
think he’s necat. He's found a place for
himself, and vou've got to admire his chil-
dren’s show. He devoted his energy to it—
instead of Pee-wee’s Next Mouvie.
PLAYBOY: Gallagher?
CRYSTAL: You're setting me up. [Laughs] 1
give him a lot of credit, because he’s very
productive, but crawling on the floor in
vegetable juice—what is that? Albert
Brooks called me once and said, “Billy, 1
want to form a thing called The Friends of
Comedy. We'll get vou, Rob [Reiner], peo-
ple we respect. We'll be the new Friars
Club. All we necd is a building.”” Then he
said, “I already know what the agenda of
the first meeting will be.” 1 said [ patient-
Iy], “What, Albert?” He said, “We decide
who gets to kill Gallagher.”
PLAYBOY: Stand-up comedy is a field that’s
pretty much dominated by men. How are
the women faring?
CRYSTAL: Comedy is perceived as a man’s
place, just as it would be weird to see a
woman play major-league baseball. It’s
tougher for a woman to be accepted as a
stand-up by audiences.
PLAYBOY: Why?
CRYSTAL: [Construction-worker wvoice] Be-
cause they don’t have a big penis! They
can’t grab their dicks on stage. They can’t
talk about fucking their wives and how
their wives don’t wanna fuck them. They
can't talk about their balls or how they
farted last night. Can’t talk about the
great piece of ass they saw. Can’t talk
about beavers and bearded clams. . .
[FPauses] Hey, that was funny, wasn’t it?
PLAYBOY: Here’s a couple of dimes.
CRYSTAL: Thanks. [Pauses, sertously] But
women comics have to be classy. Other-
wise, they don’t have a chance.
PLAYBOY: A chance for what? Must they
talk about sex organs?
CRYSTAL: I'd like to see a woman stand-up
do that. But I don’t know if the audience
would accept her talking about those
things. A man says, “So, I'm fucking this
chick and her legs keep flying up over her
head. 1 said, ‘Schmuck! Take ofl your
panty hose!"” Right? That's what a guy
would do. Is a woman stand-up gonna say,
“So, the guy’s fucking me . . .”? Wouldn’t
vou be uncomfortable in the audience?
[Pauses] 1 don’t know. Maybe it's already
happened and I've just missed it.
PLAYBOY: Which women comics impress
vou?
CRYSTAL: Roseanne Barr, because she’s got
an honest character and an edge. She's a
throwback to W. C: Fields, an annoving
character, a whiny thing, but funny. She’s
clever. Another, Margaret Smith, does a
female Steven Wright sort of thing.

But when women come out playing
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instruments or doing their version of the
screamer, | get nervous.

PLAYBOY: Being a screamer hasn’t hurt
Sam Kinison much, has it?

CRYSTAL: No, because Kinison has some-
thing to say, both outrageous and funny,
within the yelling, It’s not a gimmick. He
screams his lungs out because that’s what
he really believes. He's saying that some-
thing is wrong.

PLAYBOY: With whar?

CRYSTAL: Well, for example, when he tells
an audience that he’s pissed off’ at the
Ethiopians—|yells like Kinison] “Why
don’t vou move to where the food is?"—
he's touching that one little chord in those
selfish people who won't give anything or
arc skeptical and almost afraid to get in-
volved. You know them: When the kid
comes around on Halloween with the
UNICEF can, they go, “Oh, here's a
Milky Way. I'm not giving vou a nickel.
Get outa here.” The way Sam touches on
those things is great. I couldn’t get away
with it

PLAYBOY: Why not?

CRYSTAL: Coming [rom me, it would seem
like a sarcastic cheap shot. Coming from
him, it seems OK. I think of that stuff; I
Jjust don’t sav it. [ have one of the grossest
minds around. I can do very bizarre
things. It's just not what I choose to give
an audience.

PLAYBOY: Give us a peek at your more
bizarre side.

CRYSTAL: When Chris Guest and 1 did
those ““I hate it when that happens™ skits
as Willy and Frankie on Saturday Night
Live, we were talking about meat ther-
mometers in your ear and putting your
tongue in a self-threading movie projector.
Vivid images of sell-mutilation.

PLAYBOY: What aboutr something we
haven’t seen on Saturday Night Live?
CRYSTAL: Well, when 1 hosted The Tonight
Show recently, I got into trouble for sayving
that 1 was getting tired of watching the
news and every night secing a map of Rea-
gan’s colon. I said, “Now they're sclling
them on Sunset Boulevard next to the
stars’ homes. You know, they sent the
same camera up there that they used to ex-
plore the Titanic, because both are 75-
year-old wrecks. Anyway, they shove this
thing up his ass, and who's in there? Ger-

aldo Rivera announcing ‘the mystery of

Reagan's colon!” 7 I could see the veins on
[Tonight Show producer] Fred DeCor-
dova’s neck standing out. Of course,
Fred's lived in Reagan’s eolon. He took a
condo there.

Anyway, the show got upsct about it.
Must have been a call from the White
House, where, by the way, they've got
their new Reagan computer: no memory,
no colon.

PLAYBOY: When vou guest host The Tonight
Show, is it true that there are certain items
on Johnny Carson’s desk that you're not
supposed 1 wuch?

CRYSTAL: They let me. I opened the ciga-
rette case to do a little Sammy Davis Jr.

with Paul Shafter. They let me run the foot
panel. But I wasn’t allowed to change the
backdrop. There were also a couple of bits
I wanted to do that they said no to. 1 want-
ed a black Cabbage Patch doll with hair
that stood straight up to give to Don King.
It would have been a funny sight gag.
PLAYBOY: You said Mel Brooks was vour
number-one—no, your number-one and
-two—comedian. Didn’t vou also hecome
close to the lamily of Brooks’s old partner,
Carl Remer?

CRYSTAL: Yeah. len vears ago, Penny Mar-
shall invited me 1o Rob Reiner’s 30th
birthday party at his father, Carl's, house.
I freaked. We'd just moved to Los Angeles.
Rob and I were just becoming [riends
then. I'd never met Carl, but I'd worn out
his and Mel Brooks’s record The 2000 Year
Old Man. At the house, I open the [ront
door and a goat comes running out of the
kitchen. The goat’s scared to death—pel-
lets are flying out of his ass. He's like this
slot machine that’s always paying off—
ba-bi-da, ba-bi-da—dropping his little
bombs. Rob is hysterical, saying, “Look
what I got for my birthday!”” This is my n-
troduction to Carl Reiner’s house. But
Carl’s not there. And I'm stiff as a board. |
am like a starched shirt. It’s horrible. |
can't relax. To my wile, Janice, I'm saving,

“Where is he? What's he gonna think of

me?”’ Ten minutes later, the doorbell rings
and here’s this guy with his arms filled
with Chinese-food cartons, wearing ripped
jeans and a stupid hat. Carl, He was a reg-
ular guy. He'd brought everyone kazoos
and toys. It was so refreshing.
PLAYBOY: Rob has since become vour best
friend. What was the moment that
clinched 1t for you?
CRYSTAL: One day, while sitting right here,
he was feeling miserable and I was feeling
misecrable. And we talked to each other for
three hours about our symptoms and how
our depressions manifested  themselves.
We went on and on and on. He said his
headaches felt like rubber bands across the
forehead, that he'd get them lor hours and
weeks at a ime. And | said, “Did you ever
get the one where vour car hurt?” And it
was hke two neurotics’ trusting each other.
When I get real uptight, I have the most
amazing headache, which I can only de-
scribe as the Buddy Rich Band wning up
in my skull. And when Rob sees that look
on my face, he says, “Buddy Rich?” Once,
I was sitting in trafhic in Chicago with
Greg Hines. It was rush hour. We were
cold and miserable. When we finally dis-
covered what was blocking traffic, it was
the Buddy Rich Band bus! Can you be-
lieve 11? I ran to the hotel and called Rob
immediately.
PLAYBOY: By the way, what did Carl think
of you?
CRYSTAL: We got along fine. But an amazing
thing happened at the party. Albert
Brooks had bought Rob some books. One
was Stunts and Games. And Albert said,
“Let e read vou some of these things.”
At lirst he read some real ones. Then he

started making them up and reading them
as if they were in the book. “This one’s
called Nanonal Football League. Get 30 of
vour friends together, have them donate
85,000,000 cach to buy black people who
can run and hit.” Or “Kennedy Assassi-
nation. Pretend you see smoke coming on-
ly from the Texas Book Depository.
ignoring the man with the rifle in the tree
standing next to vou.” I'd probably never
seen anyone funnier in my whole life. In
fact, it was so funny that he had to leave
immediately afterward. [t was like a per-
formance. 1 felt sad that Albert couldn’™t be
a person; he had 1o leave.

PLAYBOY: Arc your peers often funnier in
private?

CRYSTAL: Ycah. We had a funny night a
couple of months ago at a party at Teri
Garr's. It was Steve Martin and me and
Marty [Short], our wives, Carol Kane, Di-
anc Keaton. It was guvs-vs.-gals Trivial
Pursuit. Steve was acting like a chauvinist
game plaver. [As Martin] “*Come on, girls,
can’t shake the dice? What's the matter?
Your fits in the wav?” And then, when
they would confer about a question, he'd
go, “lsn't that just like cals talking?” 1|
like when a guv is naturally funny, without
the make-up and the tie and the jacket.
The numes I attended P T A. meetings
where Mel Brooks’s son and my daughter
Jenniler went to school were ridiculous.
People magazine would have loved 1o cover
the meetings. I had to keep pinching mv-
sell to believe I was really there.

PLAYBOY: Do vou do shtick. 100?

CRYSTAL: No. I get tight. I lie on the ropes.
I play rope-a-dope. I'll throw a hard one
only when | see the opening. I'm getting
better about it now.

PLAYBOY: Where and when does the comic
muse strike?

CRYSTAL: Sometimes I carry on when I'm
alone in the car and do a lot of writing
there. People pass me on the street, won-
dering, Who's he talking to? My wife and [
were driving to Florida once, and out of
nowhere | started singing Penny Lane in a
raspy woman’s voice. That became Penny
Lane, a transvestite piano-bar character.
[Gravelly, sexy voice] “Hi, welcome to the
Flaming Parrot . . . I'm Penny Lane.” 1
did a whole scene, flew back to New York
that night, went into the office the next day
and wrote it up for Saturday Night Live.
PLAYBOY: Do you get any great ideas in the
make-up chair?

CRYSTAL: Tons. Diflerent stages of make-up
change one’s whole face. We were taking
the Sammy make-up off one night, Every-
thing was gone except the big nose. I had a
stocking cap on. Suddenly, I was Lou
Goldman, weatherman. 1 did him on Sat-
urday Night Live [Lou’s crusty, aging Jewish
wvoice]: “'T'he weather for Thursday is
‘Don’t be a big shot, take a jacket!" "
When [ took ofl the Miracle Max make-up—
for my character in The Princess Bride—1
became totally bald. Then I was Dopey,
the dwarf, at 90, at an NYU Film School
class, being interviewed. [High-pitched,
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Lady And The Tramp 111280 Outrageous Forlune 111530
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Oavid Lee Roth 111052 Frankenstein {1931-restored) 111506
Legal Eagles 111440 Lionel Richie: Dancin-Ceiling 111144
The Fly (1986) [T1T198 Jewel O The hile 111167
Lgu_t_h Privates 111541 Blue Velvet ) 111213
| Night Ranger 7 Wishes Tour 111423 | | Elvis: Aloha From Hawaii 110484
Project X 111528 Ghosthusters 110048
The Glenn Miller Story 111323 | | Back To The Future 111329
Karale kid il 111005 | | OKTo Say Ko To Orugs 110596
The Beatles “Live” (1964) 110026 The Sound Of Music 111163
§4 Charing Cross Road (111514 Rlice Cooper: Nightmare Returns 111513
| Kigsongs: MacOonald's Farm 110618 | | Rocky IV 110616
| Commando 111187 | | Teddy Ruxpin: Grundo Treasure 111057 |
Wise Guys (DeVito & Piscopo) 111366 Stand By Me 111062
Billy Ocean In London 111235 | [ Oead Of Winter 111533
 Stripes 110033 Mary Poppins (Disney) 111282
Habama: Greatest Hits 110802 Down And Out In Beverly Hills | 111095
Carol Burnett: Went With Wind 111556 | | Sting: Bring On The Night 111096
[ Pavarotti In London 110322 | [ Dumbo (Disney) 111232
“Motley Crije: Uncensored 111026 | | Beatles Magical Mysiery Tour 111276
Double Indemmty 111356 | | Funny Girl (Streisand) 110024
Care Bears Movie Il 110834 |  [King Kong (Driginal) 110685
The Blues Brothers 111540 Labyrinth 111030
Citizen Kane T10681 | [Tina Turner “Live™ (185) 110023
| David Bowie: Serious Moonlight [ 110455 | | Lampoon's Animal House 111335

Save up 1o $177.90 on your intreductory movies or music videos when you join the Video
Club. Yours for just a ioken $1 each plus shipping and handling when you agree to buy only
1 more video in your video category during the next year at regular Club prices.. usually
$16.95—$29.95 for music videos, $29.95—§89.95 for movies. After which you can choose
another video for a token $1 as a bonus!
As a member, you'll receive the Club’s illustrated magazine about every three weeks.
Each issue will describe the fealured video in your video category, plus many other alter-

nates, giving you 19 convenient shop-at-home opportunities a year. If you want the featured

video you need do nothing. It will be sent to you automatically. If you want other titles, or

none, just return the card always provided, by the date specified. You'll always have at ieast
10 days to decide. but if you don't, you may return your featured video at our expense for full

credil. You may cancel your membership whenever you wish upon completing your enroll-
ment agreement or remain and take advantage of bonus savings!

50%-off instant bonus! Effective with your very first regular priced selection, you can order

an equivalently priced video at 1/2 price for every one you buy.
Free 10-day, no-risk trial. If not satistied with your 2 introductory videos, just return them

with no further cbhgation
VIC 741
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great videos for the price of 1.. .with nothing more to buy ever!
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| i
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he added —_—
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PLAYBOY

sweet and shy ancieni-dwarf voice] “The on-
lv problem I ever had at Walt's was 1
wanted a thumb very badly, because | had
trouble picking up spoons and dimes. And
Walt said, ‘Getout.” I was a big star. | was
getting more lan mail than anv ol the other
dwarls. So [ called my agent and said,
‘Irv. I don’t trust this guv, | want a no-
crase clause.” ” Dopey is my lavorite char-
acter of all time.

PLAYBOY: Do vou ever wear any of the
make-up home—just tor fun?

CRYSTAL: When | was making Running
Seared, 1 wore a scar home, with horrible
results. Now I just take home my mental
scars. Another time. I was on the road
playing the m.c. in Cabaret. 1 wore his
Kewpie-doll make-up home and my kids
freaked out. [Panses] Did vou know that
[silent-screen star] Pola  Negri lucked
Hitler and Charlie Chaplin, and Rudolph
Valentino? Did you know that?

PLAYBOY: Uh, no,

CRYSTAL: [sn't that amazing? Imagine this
woman sitting at home when Warld War
Two breaks out and there's this guy in the
paper that she Tucked behind a bookstore
in Berlin. And all she can say is [ofd wom-
an’s voice] ~Jesus Christ! Honev, remem-
bher that guy | 1old vou about? Look!
Hitler! He's running the war! Lookit! The
arm thing! T fucked him once.” Its gotta
be weird.

PLAYBOY: How does vour wile react when
you do this—slip in and out of characters
during a normal conversation?

CRYSTAL: She laughs. And then she goes,
“Hello in there? Can [ talk 0 you, please?
Is Billy in there? Nice to see vou, Buddy
Young, but Billy and I have to balance the
checkbook.” Or she'll just stare ar me,
like, “Schmuck? I's me. What are vou do-
ing this for?”

PLAYBOY: Let’s talk about vour most fa-
mous character, Fernando, Once and
lorever: Was he or was he not based on the
late Mr. Lamas?

CRYSTAL: I'll tell you a funny story. [ met
Sean Penn in a New York restaurant. He
was on the phone; T was going to the bath-
room. But when he saw me, he hung up
and said, “You know when the song [You
Look Mahvelous] came out and vou men-
tioned Madonna?” And 1 thought, Oh, Je-
sus, don’t hit me. But he said, T loved 1.7
Then he told me, 1 lost $1000 on vou,
man.” And I said, “What do you mean?”
Apparently, a friend of his had said I was
really doing Fernando Lamas, But Scan
had said, “That aint Fernando Lamas,
that’s something diflerent.”™ The  point
is that Sean was hearing the actor. He
knew that the character was not an imita-
tion. My Fernando is a distorted carica-
ture. | said, “You're both right. The idea
for Fernando came lrom Lamas, but it's
not him.”” He said he’d get half his money
back.

PLAYBOY: But vou got trouble [rom Lamas’
widow, Esther Williams,

CRYSTAL: 'That was stupid. I met her at
Night of 100 Stars alter | wok ofl my Fer-

nando make-up and she couldn’t have
been nicer, She said that she loved the way
I did the character, thought it was terrilic.
Then I met her son, Lorenzo Lamas, who
said his dad loved boxing—so 1 should
talk about boxing. Esther even wanted me
to do a movie with her that she owned the
rights w, The Mirror Cracked. Bottom line:
She Joved what I'd done. Next tme |
heard about any of this was when I opened
up People and saw the story.

PLAYBOY: She objected o the “frequency
and the unrelenting constancy™ of your
use of Fernando, who was, alter all. based
on her husband-

CRYSTAL: Her dead hushand. Tt was a lLiule
heavy-handed. If Esther had called me
and said, *I'm uncomfortable with this,” |
would have made some adjustments. |
wasn't even doing Fernando [requently.
Everybody else was doing it more than |
was! In fact, when my single came out,
disc jockeys were taking my track and
putting their own words to it. So mine
wasnt getting plaved as much as ones by
guys thinking they were funnyv. I did not
abuse the character.

PLAYBOY: Didn’t Fernando's popularity
start o get in the way of vour career?
CRYSTAL: One day. | ook a clicker counter
with me—just an ofl-the-cull idea—to see
how manyv people would say “You look
mahvelous™ o me. | got up o about 170.
Lt got ridiculous. The far-reaching effects
first hit me when Ted Kennedy said it 1o
me. Whoopi Goldberg, Robin and 1 had
lunch with him to talk about Comic Reliel,
I walked in, he said [imitates Kennedy].
“You look mar-ver-lous.” Then Henry
Kissinger said it at the Statue of Liberty.
He said [omtates Kissmger], “Here's my
son. He wants 1o be a comedian. He loves
yvou and . . . you are marvelous.” Then
there’s Janices grandmother Pauline, 1
think she’s 86. She still savs it. You know,
I'm sick o death ol it now.

PLAYBOY: Obviously, it stopped being fun.
CRYSTAL: I'll tell vou about one time |
heard it that was funny: I'm in the cata-
combs—the ones outside Rome—five sto-
ries below ground, being led by a suide
with a torch, A small group of people.
Right belore you leave, they have one spot
where there are bones behind glass. A
skeleton is all laid out. The guide says,
“Who knows where theyre lrom.” And
from the darkness, some guy savs, in a
Brooklyn accent, “They don’t look so mar-
velous, do they, Billv?*”

PLAYBOY: What's vour best guess at the
reason lor Fernando’s enormous appeal?
CRYSTAL: All ol the “Hideaways™ were im-
provised; I think people knew I was wing-
mg it Doing him was dangerous, and
people sensed that, It was nice. | don’t
miss him anymore, though.

PLAYBOY: Why, then, the album, the video,
the Pepsi commercial and the book u-
tled Absolutely Mahovelous? You certainly
cashed .

CRYSTAL: You've got to. I didn’t want to
call the book that, but the publisher in-

sisted. 1 wanted Don't Get Me Siarted., the
same as my HBO special. 1 would have
been happy with The Color Crystal, lacocca
I or Elvis, Priscilla and Me. 1 fought them.
I almost pulled out of the project because
of the tite. | said, “Enough, enough!™
PLAYBOY: It was Saturday Night Live that
brought Fernando into most living rooms.
Although vour experiences with that show
were for the most part—excuse us—mah-
velous, they let vou get away without sign-
ing you up for a second scason. Why?
CRYSTAL: A couple of reasons. Dick Eber-
sol, our producer, quit. Martin Short had
declined to return. Chris Guest, too. Har-
ry Shearer had been fived. 1 could have
done another season il we'd gone after peo-
ple like Andrea Martin and Eugene Levy;
and il they'd done it, Marty and Chris
would also have done a few shows. We
were talking about a rotating company. 1
was ripe for it. I loved being in New York.
In fact, when I was in Los Angeles, testing
for Runming Scared, the negotiations for
Lorne Michaels [the original producer of
Saturday Night Live] to return 10 Saturday
Night Live had broken down and 1 got a
call [rom [NBC’s head of programing]
Brandon Tartikofl’ saving, “How would
vou feel about becoming permanent host
of Saturday Night Live? We'll call it Satur
day Night Live with Billy Crystal ™

PLAYBOY: Didn’t that prospect excite you?
CRYSTAL: | would have done 1t T immedi-
ately started thinking about stafling and
material. But, but, but . . . this was on a
Tuesday m April. 1 tested for Running
Seared on Thursday, So 1 told Brandon,
“If you're serious, we have to talk right
away, because the movie will start shoot-
mg in September and 1 know [ have it
The test s just a formality.” The next day,
NBC called back and said that Saturday
Night Live with Billy Crystal wasn't exactly
what they meant. Then 1 found out that
Michaels was returning and had  an-
nounced that he didnt want anvbodv
back from the vear before. He wanted 1o
sink or swim with his own people, no mat-
ter how good Marty and I, in particular,
had been.

PLAYBOY: Were there some personal prob-
lems between you and Michaels?

CRYSTAL: [ hacn’t spoken to him in vears.
I"d seen him at a party and he came over
and said hi, but I said., “Lorne, I'd love to
talk o vou for six minutes, but | can’t.” It
was a joke,

PLAYBOY: Bascd on——

CRYSTAL: The fact that I'd been scheduled
todo the very first Salurday Night Live and
was bumped—Lorne had me in the last
spol and wanted me o cut a six-minute
routme down to two minutes, which 1
couldn’t do.

PLAYBOY: That was a tough moment,
wasn't n?

CRYSTAL: It hurt. It bothered me for vears.
The people on the show were doing the
kind of work I'd dreamed of doing. After
that, I watched the original perlormers go
on to fame and fortune. Then 1 watched
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[F YOU'RE LOSING HAIR,

EVERY DAY YOU WAIT
IS A MISTAKE

Finally, thinning hair no longer has to be
an accepted fact of life.
Redken—the hair care company built on
27 years of scientific research—
announces a breakthrough
formula for hair loss: Vivagen™

Redken scientists learned that calcium build-up
causes the end of the hair’s growth cycle.
As a result, Vivagen was formulated to reduce the
level of calcium deposits in the hair,
thus decreasing hair loss.

79% of those testing Vivagen experienced a
decrease in hair loss after just two months.
They reported “more hair,” “fuller hair,”
and the need for “more frequent hair cuts.”

It’s true there is no cure for baldness,
no restorative for lost hair.
But there is hope for thinning hair.

DON’T LOSE ANOTHER MINUTE.
CALL 1-800-542-REDKEN

You’ll learn where to find Vivagen locally.
Or ask for it at your own salon.

Robin Williams happen huge. All these
friends of mine—on and on. Mcanwhile
I'm on Seap, thinking, Jesus, I've got a
half-page scene this week. There was four
vears of that. It was suflocating, even
though people said, “You're getung a lot of
money. You should be happy. You're on a
hit show.” But for a long time, | had. not a
chip on my shoulder, but I was . .. moody.
PLAYBOY: How did vou get involved in Sal
urday Night Live's debut season?
CRYSTAL: Lorne had met me at the Catch a
Rising Star comedy club in New York, I'd
been doing stand-up on my own lor about
a vear. He told me about the show and |
almost didn’t believe him, because my im-
age ol a producer was. ol course, a gun
with gray hair and a cigar and a satin jack-
et with tour dates on the back. But he
struck me as—I hate this word—hip. And
confident. I also knew who John Belushi
was, because ol [the stage show ] National
Lampoon’s Lemmings, and 1'd heard Chevy
and Gilda Radner’s names.
Eventually, Chevy came to see me,
along with the head writer and the direc-
tor. Pretty soon, [ felt like a big part of this
project. We talked about my making six
appearances the first season and being the
first noncelebrity guest host. [t was an
enormous break. My first daughter was a
vear old; I'd just broken off with my come-
dy group: I'd been substitute teaching. . . .
PLAYBOY: Were vou considered as a [ull-
time Not Ready for Prime Time Plaver?
CRYSTAL: 1'd had a meeting with Lorne.
told him I thought mavbe [ should be one
of them. because T could write and do
characters, too. But he said, “You're better
doing what vou're doing. No one will
emerge (rom this group.”
PLAYBOY: He didn’t quite ger that right.
CRYSTAL: Yeah. [ think he probably had his
group set and didn’t want to put anvone
else in it. It was a producer’s way of saying
ne. In fact, he made 1t sound like my not
being involved in the chaos would be bet-
ter lor me; I'd have my freedom. So, alier
months of all this, he blocked out the show
and put me on at five to one a.m—last in
the rundown, first to be cut. [ told him |
couldn’t do the piece he'd requested in two
minutes., that he should throw
thing that hadn’t worked in rehe
When I came in the next day, my manager
and agent were hghting with Lorne. |
oflered o trim the picce to hive minutes. |
was waiting in the hallway when my man-
ger came out and said, *““That’s it. We're
leaving.™
PLAYBOY: How did you leel then?
CRYSTAL: Lost. Totally lost. I'd had almost
no say in the hnal decision. | remember
packing my stufl. walking out and Gilda
running alter me. 1 was crving. [ couldn™t
believe it. Richard Belzer was doing the
warm-up;  was walking out. | went home
and called evervone. It was horrible.
“What did vou do? What did vou say? I1hd
you get fired?” That kind of stufl. Then |
watched “Live from New York. .. .7 And |




PRESENTING STAR TREK': THE COLLECTOR’S EDITION

BOLDLY GO WHERE NG
MAN HAS GONE BEFORE!

Here at last is the
breakthrough STAR
TREK fans have been
waiting for: the exclusive
Collectors’ Edition from
CBS Video Library of the
original famed TV series.
Complete and uncut —
without the commercial
interruptions and crude
editing of reruns.

SAVE $20 ON YOUR
FIRST VIDEOCASSETTE.

Your charter voyage
begins with two of STAR
TREK's most memorable
episodes — “Menagerie
Parts 1 and 2” —on a single
Collector’s Edition
cassette.

Stardate 3012.4. Spock
is accused of mutiny when
he takes control of the
Enterprise then defends
himself with an astounding
reenactment of the first
journey of the Starship.

Preview this double-adventure cassette for
10 days risk-free. If you're not delighted, simply
return it within 10 days for a full refund. Or
keep it and save $20 off the regular price. Pay
just $4.95 plus $2.45 shipping, handling and
applicable sales tax.

Thereafter, you'll receive a new STAR
TREK cassette about every six weeks. Each
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TAKE YOUR FIRST STAR TREK
VIDEOCASSETTE, “THE MENAGERIE
PARTS 1 AND 2", FOR ONLY

4.9

plus shipping & handling
with subseription

Check one:  Send [1VHS [0 BETA

[ Charge my STAR TREK purchases, beginning with my first eassette, to; 516
) American Express [1Visa T MasterCard [ Diner's Club

Check method of payment: [ Check enclosed made payable to CBS Video Library, 815

Collector’s Edition video-
cassette includes two
complete episodes in
consecutive Stardates.

BUILD A STAR TREK
COLLECTOR’S LIBRARY.

Beam aboard the Enter-
prise when Kirk battles a
mutated superman and
outwits a deadly space
probe. Visit the planet
Vulean, where Spock must
fight Kirk to the death.
Meet Spock’s parents in
“Journey to Babel.” Kirk’s
Romulan counterpart in
“Balance of Terror.” And
the dangerous Khan in
“The Space Seed.”

Each double-adventure
videocassette is yours to
preview for 10 days risk-
free. Each is yours to keep
for only $24.95 plus $2.45
shipping, handling and
applicable sales tax. There
is no minimum number
vou must buy and you
may cancel at any time.

For fastest service,
use your credit card
to order and call toll

free 1-800/CBS-4804.
(In Indiana, call
1-800/742-1200.)
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[] YES, transport “The Menagerie — Parts 1 and 2" to my home for only $4.95 plus $2.45
shipping and handling (and applicable sales tax) and enter my subseription to STAR
TREK: The Collector’s Edition under the terms described in this ad.

Account No. Exp. Date Name
Sigmature Address Apt.
Phone Number City State Zip

IF 1 do not choose to keep “The Menagerie”, 1 will return it within 1 day= for a full refund or for eredit to my charge scemunt.

Note: All Subseriptions subject to review. CBS Video Library rescrves the right to rejeet or caneel any subseription. Offer limited o continental U.5.
Applicable sales tax added to all orders.

Mail to: CBS Video Library, STAR TREK Collector’s Edition, Dept. ZM5, 1160 N, Fruitridge Avenue, Terre Haute, IN 175811
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PLAYBOY

went, “That's it. | fucking blew i.”

As rough as that first show was, [ could
tell it was going to take shape and work.
After that, even when | got good reactions
from something else like Soap. 1 was look-
ing over my shoulder at Saturday Night
Live and going, “Shit!” I was very bitter
and sad. T was out of sorts with mysell for
more than a decade. And whenever [ so-
cialized with the cast members, I'd hear
about it. My firing was all Belushi talked
about cight vears later.

PLAYBOY: I vou had done the first Safurday
Night Live, how do you think vour life
would have changed?

CRYSTAL: | don’t like to indulge in what-t,
but OK: Three weeks lawer, | come back o
do another show. It doesn’t go quite as
well as the first, but iCs good. Four weeks
later, I'm back and they're saving, “Wow.
We didn’t know you could do characters.”
I go, “Yeah, it's what [ started with.” Five
weeks later, they fire Chevy, | Smiles] They
hire me. Ten vears later. 'm in the Beuy
Ford Center.

PLAYBOY: But the truth is, vou did go back
alter ten years.

CRYSTAL: All | really wanted o do was
show people what 1 could do. I'd been
hearing “Is he the guy lrom Soap?™ for ten
vears. | was apprehensive, mavbe a linde
desperate, certainly driven to testing my-
self—vclentlessly so. I knew there was a lot
on the line and that i, for whatever reason,
I didn’t happen from this show, there
would be no excuse alterward.

PLAYBOY: And il the exposure eventually
led to movie deals, all the bewer, right?
CRYSTAL: | would not have gone back il |
hadn’t thought it might lead w that. |
needed a place o do my thing. My first
two HBO shows were huge hits, but they
were only once every three vears and for
just a few million people. For all s
faults—with all that’s been said about
Saturday Night Live’s hrst decade—ie was
still the place 1o be seen.

PLAYBOY: Obviously, it worked.

CRYSTAL: [Laughs| Yeah, well. vou should
see the oflers I get now. The first thing that
came in alter Running Scarved was Cops R
Us. Even the utle was tervible. The num-
ber of bad scripts is frightening. I get bud-
dy movies, gimmick pictures, a black
ghost in a white man’s body. . . .

But films are what I want 1o do. [ just
know that I've come a long way and [
don’t want to fuck it up.

PLAYBOY: You haven’t toured as a stand-up
for more than a vear. Why?

CRYSTAL: I didn’t feel that |was saying anv-
thing new. So I'm waiting for that inspira-
ton 1o be diflerent. 'm into something
clse that makes me happier, Right now, |
really want o be seen as great in Throw
Momma from the Tram. Then [ want to di-
vect my own film. [Smiles] OF course. now
that I'm doing something eclse, I'm having
pangs about not perlorming,

PLAYBOY: Why don't vou?

CRYSTAL: | could go to the ITmprov tonight

and hit o one line and feel, Hey, 've got
it again! But going through the newspa-
pers or my life to think of funny things is
not a top priority now. [ dont feel the
pressure ol My God! ['ve got 1o get out
there on stage or thevre going o lorget
me.” That's a big step for me. [ don™t want

10 use the word workaholic, but most of

my career has felt like 've been running

this lronman tniathlon. 've made a lot of

adjustments and 'm now thought of as a
creatve person who can do lots of things.
I'm no longer thought of as “the fag lrom
Soap.” And in the past three vears, 've
proved that w myself. So this is the longest
time I've ever stepped back; and. coinci-
dentally, icalso leels like the most success-
ful of my phases.

PLAYBOY: So somcething can replace the leel-
ing vou get from stand-up.

CRYSTAL: Yeah. There’s an éclair that they
make at Victor Banish on Third Street
that’s close.

PLAYBOY: Scriously—if vou went back on
the stage, what would vour show be like?
CRYSTAL: Somecthing more theatrical: a
Broadway show similar to Lily Tomlin's
The Search for Signs of Intelligent Life in the
Universe. 1 wouldn't have 1o worry about
smelling booze and smoke in the audience.
and the people would listen 1o what |
wanted to talk about.

PLAYBOY: Which is?

CRYSTAL: Once, Lenny Bruce did nothing
but impressions. Or “Make me a malted.
Pool. You're a malted.” Thal was in his
fucking act. But peaple lorget. I vou hear
the carly albums. vou ask, “*What's the big
deal?” Then vou notice the adjustments in
his material. how he began talking about
the Kennedv assassination on stage. |
need that kind of change right now.
There’s something going on inside me
that’s similar—and that’s going 10 have o
Come oul on stage,

PLAYBOY: Political concerns?

CRYSTAL: Yeah, things bother me: 1400 por-
poises dead on the East Coast: tampon in-
serters and medical waste and bandages
from AIDS victims washing ashore. The
oceans are polluted with discase. 1 like
susli—so I'm a dead man in live vears.
We're kilhing ourselves, and it Inghtens
me. |Pauses; laughs] What 1 must sound
like! This is turning into the Oscar Levamt
interview.

PLAYBOY: Have vou ever thought that may-
be some of vour insccurity and anxiety
stem from vour being Jewish? Jews do wor-
v alo

CRYSTAL: Funny. [Hands the iterviewer a
dime, sings] “IUs just the Jew in my
soul. .. 7 [Panses| T don’t know whaf it is.
I think that that feeling 1 had lor ten
vears—Irom the time T got bumped from
Saturday Night Live untl 1 fmallv wem
back on—staved with me. Maybe ics
residue from Rabbit Test, the movie bomb |

wars hirstan. 10s all of that bad tumor stalf

that I just want to get out ol my svstem.
'm trving 1o drop that burden. 've done a

good deal of that by not touring this vear.
PLAYBOY: Your social concerns go back w
Comic Reliel "86—vyour benefit for the
homeless. Intended as a one-shot deal., it's
now an annual event, isn't it?

CRYSTAL: I'm more involved in Comic Re-
liel than 1 ever thought U'd be imvolved in
anvthing, besides my family. But 1 really
hike doing 1. | really get off on going 10
shelters and knowing that homeless people
are bhewer off than when 1 visited them the
hrst time.

PLAYBOY: The show also gave vou the
chance 10 perform with vour comedy lore-
fathers. Was that a dream come true?
CRYSTAL: Yeah. No egos, conflicts or jeal-
ousies. At the first Comic Rehief. 1 sat in
the wings and watched Sid Caesar do a
mime piece. | was like a kid on his hrst
date—so nervous. I wanted to run up 1o
him and say all these schmucky. gushy fan
things. When I did, he sad. 1 think
vou're wonderful.”™ All T could vespond
with was “You're the greatest.”™ My book
is dedicated 1o him,

PLAYBOY: And now vou're in the main-
stream while they Eade away. Does that
make you uncomfortable?

CRYSTAL: A [riend of mine since sixth grade.
Dr. David Sherman, put it best. He said.
“You're the people who are going 1o make
us laugh in the next 30 years.” OK. Let's
go. LetUs get 1t on. It's nme. What makes
me uncomiortable is that 'm terrified of
that day when 71l have 1o wear the Sinsa-
bele pants. I imagine mysell as dus hole
man chewing on a cigar, reading the Holly-
wood Reporter. ICs scary to think tha
someday, [ may have 1o guest on Loive Boat
because there's nothing else out there.
PLAYBOY: Have vou had any confrontations
with cantankerous old-timers who are un-
willing 1o step aside?

CRYSTAL: Yeah. Buddy Hackett. We met on
a plane. Buddy'd had a couple of drinks. I
guess. He said that 1 should come and
spend a couple of days at his house 1 learn
about the business. “Richard Prvor did
1. he wold me. “They all come o study.
You'll come and studv with me. . .7
PLAYBOY: How does Sammy Davis Jr. feel
about vour rendition of him?

CRYSTAL: | was at his house once, after see-
ing him and Sinatva perform. and he told
me he didn’t like it that 1 was doing the
ofd Sammy Davis Jr. And in the next
breath—and it was really sweet—Sammy
gave me a huge ring and a medallion. [As
Sammy)] “So, when vou do it, have some-
thing of mine.”

PLAYBOY: Getting hack o vour movie ca-
reer, vou mentioned your movie bomb.
Rabbu Test—which was about a man who
got pregnant. What was vour impression
ol vour director, Joan Rivers?

CRYSTAL: She was hiving n this incredible
Bel-Air mansion. A butler, a maid, very
English. It didn’t seem lLike a comic’s
home. We talked, made jokes about a baby
coming out ol a guy’s ass. Somehow, it just
didn’t fit i with “Would vou like some
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PLAYBOY

more wine, sir?” But she was funny,
charming, though at the time there was a
different Joan in there.

PLAYBOY: In what way?

CRYSTAL: Not as caustic. Not as physically
put wgether. Not as Hamboyant, styled. |
haven’t spoken with Joan m cight or nine
years. She’s mad at me, because Prople
quoted me as having said something like,
“[ like the movie, but mistakes were
made.” | think she ook ollense that 1
would rap the movie in any wav in public.

I don’t even remember saving that. Of

course, I don’t remember her mentioning
the movie in her Playboy Intevview, either.
PLAYBOY: What did vou think of her now-
failed talk show?

CRYSTAL: 1 saw only little bits and picces. |
can’t take her as a steady diet. Why put
somebody on the spot and go. “Who are
vou sleeping with? Was 1t good? Tell me
your [irst sexual . . 72 It's catty and vatty
and yeech. And she applauds like a scal!
Throw her a herring and put a ball on her
nose and let’s call it a day!

PLAYBOY: Was the failure of Rabbit Test on
your mind when vou did Running Scared?
CRYSTAL: It was a bit like getung beaned
and having to get back into the batter’s
box. | was nervous. I thought. Oh, shit.
What if this one goes belly up? Will 1 have
ruined all the work that I've been busting
my ass for the past nine years? Will my
momentum be killed? Tt certainly would
have affected me emononally. But from the
moment Gregory Hines was cast opposite
me and we got to know cach other, | knew
that things would be OK.

PLAYBOY: Your chemistry with Hines was
evident on screen. What was vour best off-
screen moment?

CRYSTAL: OK. It’s six Am. We're in an cle-
vator in Chicago alter an excruciating
night of shooting stunts, and Gregory says,
“I haven’t danced in five months.” We're
heading for the 12th floor of this building.
He's wearing sncakers and starts tap-
dancing on the wood Hoor of the elevator,
dancing to the Muzak, Someone gets on at
the Afth floor. He's sull dancing. Someone
gets on at the eighth floor, same thing. We
get 1o the 12th floor, the doors open up
and he finishes with a zoop da-da disii-up,
doop-doop! Then, “You wanna get some
breakfas?”

PLAYBOY: In vour new film, Throw Momma

Sfrom the Train, yvou share the bill with

Danny DeVito. He also directed. Is it casy
taking orders from a guy shorter than you?
CRYSTAL: [Laughs] It made me feel like a
power lorward. Look, I'm a short guy, too.
Danny is a mulitalented man whom peo-
ple are really gonna find out more about.
In many ways, Daony’s career is just be-
ginning. 1 leel that way about mysell. Still,
with all his credits, the first thing people
say is “Bov, he's a short guy!™

PLAYBOY: We were just having a little Tun at
his expense.

CRYSTAL: Sce? A fittle Tun. You'd have a lof
of fun with Gene Hackman.

PLAYBOY: With good scripts tough to come
by. how about your own ideas for movies?
CRYSTAL: I've written a script that draws
heavily on my past. In fact. it’s about the
two worst years of my life, after my father
died of a heart attack when | was 15. It's
called Here Comes My. Sleep. 1t opens with
a scene exactly as it really happened—a
funeral. There's a leathery-skinned black
clarinetist playing a wailing blues. The
camera is tight on him, then pulls around
to a man in a coflin, then o a kid sitting
next to his mother and his heavy-set aunt,
who says, “He’s only slecping.”™ The kid
says, “Good. I'm gonna wake him up.
Let’s get the fuck out of here!™

What's terrible is that, in real life, my
dad and I had an argument the night be-
fore he died. So I never had the chance o
say “I'm sorry.” Suddenly, God throws
me a bogga-bogga!
PLAYBOY: Was it a struggle 1o write about
something that personal?
CRYSTAL: For a while, every time T tried, it
was too pamnlful. I worry sometimes about
creating from pain, about being self-indul-
gent. But [ reahzed [ had to go through
with it to get it out of my fucking system.
PLAYBOY: Did your father’s death make you
think about vour own mortality?
CRYSTAL: | think about it constantly. Every
time there’s a little flutter in my heart, o
this day, I'm afraid. When [ tuck my two
girls in at night or when I go on the road,
it’s hard for me to say good night to them,
because T never know. And that’s terrible.
That I dont like. But it also made me live
better lor each moment, because one can’t
live afraid. 1 went through those periods. 1
mean, it sounds like a Hallmark card, but
we're here for such a short time and I get
mad at mysell sometimes for working so
much—Ilike my dad—and not living more.
PLAYBOY: Isn't one of vour characters a
homage to vour father?
CRYSTAL: Face. The old black jazz musician
who says, “Can vou dig 11? | knew that vou
could.”
PLAYBOY: What relationship did vour father
have to black musicians?
CRYSTAL: My dad managed the Com-
modore Record store at 42nd and Lexing-
ton. On Fridays and Sawrdays, he held
these great, great jazz concerts called The
Sessions e a building on Second Avenue,
next to the Fillmore. His love lor those
men and their music had a very big
influence on me. My house smelled from
bourbon and cigarettes a lot. And those
guys—their attitude; their hipness; the
way they dressed; the way they never wore
anything real nght. It was cool. You know?
And today, I feel I'm at my best when
there’s a jazz to what I'm saying.
PLAYBOY: After vour father died, who did
vou turn to for advice on such things as,
sav, girls? Your older brothers?
CRYSTAL: No. They wereaway. | pretty much
turned to vour magazine. | Laughs) I wasn't
dating much in  those days. Your

Playmates and | were a real item every
month.

PLAYBOY: You also liked sports. Didn't you
want to play pro bascball at one time?
CRYSTAL: Yeah. I may be small, but I could
play. When I was a kid, our back vard was
almost a replica of Yankee Stadium—a
short right field, deep left center—and my
older brother Joel invented a game with a
shuttlecock from a badminton set and a
litde bat. It was like stickball. We even
had scasons. We had an old-timers’ day
where we walked like old people for three
innings.

PLAYBOY: Did you ever get to meet any of
your Yankee heroes?

CRYSTAL: Yeah. The first ume 1 went to
Yankee Stadium, we went into the club-
house before the game and I met Casey
Stengel. 1 was cight vears old. 1 said o0
him, “Casey, who's pitching?” He said,
“You are, kid! Suit up!” Someone ok my
program and came out with Mickey
Mantle’s signature on it. I've kept it all
these vyears, never knowing whether
Mantle had really signed it or not.
PLAYBOY: Did you ever find out?

CRYSTAL: Twenty years later, I was on the
Dinah Shore Show with Mickey Mantle as
a guest and I took along the program. 1
said, “Mickey, did you sign this 20 years
ago?” He said, “I sure did. I don’t sign
like that anymore, but that is mine,
definitely.” 1 asked him to sign it again,
and he chd.

PLAYBOY: And then vou wound up doing
the preshow with him for the 1985 All-Star
Game. Didn’t he say something to you on
that occasion that made vou cry?

CRYSTAL: Yeah. It was overwhelming. In
the show, we're on the field in Coopers-
town, where they supposedly invented
baseball, and I'm saving my good nights.
And Mantle comes into the background
and says, “Will vou stop talking and play
some catch?” Throws me a glove and then
the ball. I catch it. He says, “Nice catch,
kid.”” Suddenly, I was this blond kid in the
weeds in the middle of Towa, vou know?
The Natural in slow motion. [ looked at
the camera and said, “I love when that
happens.™

PLAYBOY: Are there any sports figures you
don’t care for?

CRYSTAL: Reggic Jacksnn. I was working a
Playboy Club one New Year’s Eve and
Janice and 1 were sitting alone in an up-
stairs room, waiting 10 get paid. We'd just
smoked a joint. Reggie, who was playing
for Oakland at the time, walked in. He was
wearing a black cowboy hat. 1 said, “Hap-
py New Year, Reggic.” He said, “Fuck
vou.” I was depressed lor months.
PLAYBOY: Have you scen him since?
CRYSTAL: A couple of times. | never bring it
up. He might say the same thing. [Pauses)
Look, I respect him as a ballplayer, but 1
also saw him tell two autograph-seeking
kids in Milwaukee to go fuck themselves.
PLAYBOY: You had a memorable evening
with Muhammad Ali, didn’t you?
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CRYSTAL: Yeah, at the Los Angeles Forum
when he retired in 1980, He was in the au-
dience, of course. There were 20,000 peo-
ple. And 1 closed the show, though T was
by lar the least of the names. I ook an imi-
tation of Ali | had been doing and made it
into a nine-minute piece called Fifleen
Rounds, where [ plaved Al through 15
dillerent stages of his life—punctuated by
boxing-ring bells.
PLAYBOY: What was 1t like?
CRYSTAL: The voung Al was wide-eved,
bushy-tailed, handsome and ready for the
world. [Young Ali voice] “TI'm the greatest
thing of all time! Sonny Liston’s a big
bear. Flovd Patterson’s a washerwoman,
I'm predicting the rounds. I'm colorful.”
The next Ali was lower-voiced but still
strong. Its 1967, [All voice] T will not
step forward; I will not cross the line. I'm
a Mushim. 1 will not fight in this war. |
amn’t got no quarrel against the Viet Cong.
I'm ready to die.”

And that's [ pounds lus fists together] why
I love that guy. What he did gets lost in
the symbols of the war, the protests. We
tend to think of only the era’s music. But
the most famous man in the world said. I
don’t belteve in this war.” To me, that was
huge. Here was the heavyweight champion
saving no, no, no. And Lyndon Johnson
and Richard Nixon were saving ves, ves,

ves. [Aliagain] T will not go in the war. If

vou're going to shoot me, shoot me.™

Then Al gets older and he comes back

after a broken jaw, and I do him with his
jaws clenched. [Clenched-jaws Ali] ~TI'm
coming back. It’s never oo late to start all
over again.” And although his jaws were
wired shut, he still sounded so prety. Sull
had that luster. When he loses 10 Leon
Spinks, | play him as a very old. beaten
man. A tired man. But then the spark
comes back and he starts ranting and rav-
ing, and vou sec the hints of the younger
guy we met in the beginning. and it's very
stirring, [Old Ali] “Nobody's ever come
back. I want 10 be champ for the third
time. Nobody™s ever done that before; but
then agamm, no one’s ever done anything
like me. And vou can be whatever you
want to be, no matter what vou is in life,
no matter what color, no matter what reli-
gion; even il things 1s bad. 1U's never o
late to start all over again. Listen o me,
‘cause I am the greatest of all ume!”
PLAYBOY: How did Ali react?
CRYSTAL: Al is standing there with tears
coming out of his eves. IUs probably the
greatest moment Ul ever know on stage.
I'm lost. I'm ot there. The
nowhere—its not even close 1o Ali. I'm
just screaming—I Jove this guy—I'm
screaming to 20,000 people and they stand
up belore I'm done.

Alterward, T went backstage. Richard
Prvor and Chevy Chase met me there.
Both were crving. Then 1 went back mto
this room and Al was there. All these peo-
ple around him. And he just parted every-

voice is

body, like the Red Sea. and he came over
and he just lifted me up by my elbows, like
vou do to a litde kid. He held me so tught
to him and said, “Litle brother, vou made
mv lile better than it was.”™

It was like—whool! When does that
happen, ever? 1 don’t know manv other
comedians who will have that moment.
vou know? | know I'm sounding cocky.
But it's important stufl. It makes up for
that lefi-out feeling Pve talked about. It's
better than telling any joke. 1 know ve
touched someone more than any six min-
utes in a stand-up spot could.

PLAYBOY: S0 can we salely say vou're teel-
ing better about yourself these davs?
CRYSTAL: I'm OK. I like me. OK, there are
some things [ could rewnte. Seriously,
they say vou live two lives—the lile you
learn with and the lile vou live thereafier.
Unul I was 35, it was all dress rehearsal.
PLAYBOY: Do vou sull think there's a sword
out there hanging over vou, threatening o
ruin evervthing again?

CRYSTAL: [Laughs| Are you kidding me? It's
always there. The sword comes with the
territory. It's one of the horrors of being in
the business. It's worse for Jews, because
we think it's gonna cut our penis again.
It's that ““Let’s have another b'ris for vour
carcer. Cut off the last picture.”

PLAYBOY: Mavhe vou'd better explain what
abrsis.

CRYSTAL: A circumcision ritual. Just anoth-
er excuse for Jewish families 1o cat. And
that’s the first thing I remember. When 1
was cight davs old and they cut my pents
and 1 was screaming in agony, | know |
heard my Uncle Max sav [ethnic acceni],
“Let’s eal.”

PLAYBOY: Anv thoughts about how vou'll
be remembered?

CRYSTAL: | had a dream about this. Connice
Chung is doing a newscast about my death
and thev show a clip from Soap. Suddenly,
the lid comes oft my casket and mv cadaver
runs down to the television station—walks
right onto the set during air time—and
says, “Didn’t vou ever see mv other charac-
ters? The old black ballplayer? Ricky. the
Vietnam ver? Buddy Young, Jr.?"" But then
1 see the headline, *“tue you ook
MAHVELOUS MAN 18 bEAD. [Fernando accent )
“Remember. it’s better to look good than
o feel good.” [Wild-eved] God. What a
horror. My obituary is probably already
written that way. 1 know it!

Turn off the tape. It's over: Why go on?
PLAYBOY: Because we want vou 1o take a
stab at summing up Billy Crystal,
CRYSTAL: Yeah, but | don’t want 10 sound
like a schmuck. |[Pauses] How about just:
“Dopey—with the Buddy Rich Band hap-
pening in his head.”

PLAYBOY: You can hand back the 1ape
recorder now.

CRYSTAL: |Touches his fovehead] OK. but
I'm keeping the dimes.

t
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- (GETTING REA],

Say goodbye to the greed breed.

Yuppie glut has bubbled over and left a postparty depression.

As the following pages demonstrate, getting ahead now

simply means getting it right.

£510 CHANGE-O! The day the Yuppies died, a
joke began to arculate amid the rubble of
Wall Street. It cheekily pointed out the
diflerence between pigeons and young stock-
brakers: A
pigeon could
stull make a de-
posit  on  a
BMW. This was come-
Yuppance, providing
perhaps the only grin on
the otherwise ashen face
of new hscal reality. In-
deed, some considered
the market crash just
deserts—sans  cappuc-
cino or something choco-
late and flourless. It was
the end of a soulless, sell-
imvolved era that canon-
ized robber barons (Ivan
Boesky) and clown po-
tentates (Donald Trump),
plagiarists  (Joe Biden)
and Kennedy imperson-
ators (Gary Hart). It was
a remorseless time driven
by strident status seckers;
call it the So Sue Me
Decade.

Yuppies never got any real respect—not even from
other Yuppies, all of whom were loath to hear them-
selves so labeled. The packaging was odious from the
start: running shoes padding along beneath pinstripes,
cellular phones twitching inside Porsche 911s, fusilli
spooled to the beat of Vivaldi. Yuppies were smug,
post-tecnage poscurs, unashnm(?d]y pretentious, com-
pletely unaware of how geeky they looked in their
Walkman headsets. They drooled over the mergers and

take-overs that ruined small business and eviscerated
the American dream as we knew it. They lost sight of
quality and time and quality time, confused living well
with living fast. But, damn, could they smiff out good
Thai food!

The shitake hit the fan
last  October 19—not
Black, but certainly Gray
Monday. Yuppies are
now Puppies (poor urban
professionals, natch)
and, thus, lives are being
re-evaluated. Priorities
have taken an honest
turn. The obit for
Reaganomics spells the
end of ulumate plastc,
those twin killers—debt
and deficit. Easy money
has given way to labor,
conscience and  simpler
rewards. Quality 1s job
one, Even mashed pota-
toes are beginning o look
good again. Indeed, not
all is lost—just gross
habits and brand names.
To help make your way in
a confusing time, we ofler
the accompanving chart,
a sure sign that as the text of one era ends, the style of
another begins.

Then, on the ensuing pages, we present the enlight-
ened instruction of two gifted thinkers. Financial strate-
gist John D. Spooner imparts cut-to-the-quick wisdom
for getting on. Historian Arthur M. Schlesinger, Jr., in a
feisty special interview, forecasts the end of smug con-
servatism and the resurrection of idealism for the next
generation. Enjoy and take heart.

ILLUSTRATION BY DAVE CALVER



LIFE AFTER YUPPLE

heed the commandments,

a frendproof guide to the new simplicity
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historian and jfk cide
arthur m. schlesinger, jr, sees a new
idealism blowing in the wind

interview By CLAUDIA DREIFUS

ouwve theorized that American
politics &5 ovelical—moving
from conservalism to libevalism
and back, decades at a tome. 1f
so, where are we now? Wil the
Reagan Presidency give way to
something like the Camelot days
of the early Sixties? Are the times
a-changin’ once again?

Yes. The new generation’s time is com-
ing—in the Nineties, And it will defy the
Reagan period. If this rhythm holds, the
conservative cycle will come 10 an end
soon and herald a new mood ol idealism
and reform. You've got a lot ol people
like that in the Senate right now—people
who grew up during the Kennedy vears,
who are quite able. So 1 don’t mean
we're going to get a lot of hippies. But in
the sense that the generation of the Six-
ties believed in racial justice, in equality
for women, m treating other countries
decently, in limiting nuclear weapons, in
hopes lor peace—in that sense, those
ideals will return with new force in the
Nineties.

How can vou be sure?

There is an identifiable rhythm in our
politics about every 30 years. Essennal-
ly, it’s an alternation between periods
dominated by acuon, passion, idealism,
reform, a sense of public purpose—peri-
ods vou might call “liberal™ periods or
“progressive reform™ periods—and peri-
ods dominated by a sense ol private in-
terest, which would be the conservauve
periods. Obviously, the period we live in
today. the Eighties, is a time when pri-
vate nterest  (conlinued on page [34)
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its no bull, the market took a nosty spill.

here’s how to grin and bear it

articie By JOHN D. SPOONER

T1s a TivE for philosophy. When-
ever there is a crisis, I call upon
people who know history, who can
perhaps sec a light at the end of the
tunnel and convince me that it
isn’t a {reight train. Such a person
is Henry the Red, whose nickname
comes from the color of his former
hair and who for many vears has been in
the maternity-dress business. The mouto
ol his company is “You knock ‘em. we
frock “em.” The business runs itsell, al-
lowing Henry the Red to read books, in-
dulge his hobbies and comment on the
passing scene.

“The market crash is part of adult
life,”” he tells me. And all of adult life is
a process ol preparing us for death. Each
ache and pain, each whack we take in
business or in our personal lives gets us
used 1o the idea that the end may not be
so bad.”

“Jesus, that's depressing, Henry,” |
Sil‘\'.

“We are entering a period,” he contin-
ues, “when, like it or not, honesty is
everything. People are gomg to be com-
paring their losses instead of trumpeting
their triumphs in real estate or the
amount they overpaid for a Frank Stella
pamting. When | was going ofl to col-
lege,” he says, “the last of four children,

I said to my father, *Well, Dad. all of

vour Kids are out of the house. You're
hinally going to be set free”’
“*On the contrary,” my lather said.
*My wroubles are now just beginning.’
“That was smart,” says Red Henry,
“and I think America is in for some rou-

bles. Know what the crash really
means?”’

“Tell me.”

“It means that the casy money is

limished; it's been made, in real estate,
art and stocks. The wipe-out of billions
of dollars in value means that in the fore-
sccable future, we are going to have to
work our tails off. *Hard work” is going to
be the motto for the Nineties. IF you're

not willing 1o do it. vou're going to suck
wind.”

Bemmard Baruch was once  asked,
“How much money do vou need to
retire?”

He answered, A little more.”

I manage money for more than 1000
people all over America. from hoard
chairmen to cabdrivers, from Pulitzer
Prize winners to ex—K.G.B. agenis. All
of them checked in alter the stock mar-
ket's implosion to ask about their money
and their future, and also 10 ask about
the state of my health. “How have you
been sleeping?” inquired a Hollywood
producer.

“I'm sleeping just like a baby,” | said.
“Every two hours, | wake up and cry.”

At the end of last October, the time of
the crash, fewer than 28 percent of Amer-
ican houscholds owned stocks. But if you
think you're not going to be affected by
the crash because vou don’t own stocks,
vou are wrong. lt will aflect all of us in
varving degrees. The worst aflected will
be the people who believed that good
times would roll forever and borrowed to
live for today.

I know a stockbroker who has been
called Mickey the Wise Guy since gram-
mar school. Mickey represents the kind
of person who was destroyed by the
crash. He lived for the commission i the
mvestment business, not for the clients,
and he practiced what he preached;
leverage was his middle name. He bor-
rowed money in high school to buy
clothes: the most pegged of pants, the
bluest of suede shoes, the biggest rolled
collars. And he hustled pool and can-
diepins 1o pay back the loans, except {or
those from girls, whom he usually stiffed
or kept stringing along until graduation,
when they would leave town for college
and never see Mickey again. A real
sweetheart, even though he did have the
finest DAL haircut in town. Mickey went
where the casy action was, and in 1983,
he became  (continued on page 160)
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EVER BEFORE has there been a wave of models as great as the ones we're seeing today,™

savs photographer Peter Beard. “And Janice is just the greatest of them all.” With

plaudits like that. Janice Dickinson—whose face has 6
launched hall a thousand issues of Vogue, Cosmopolitan,

Harper's Bazaar and pracucally every other lashion

magazine in the Western world—might have been for-
given lor becoming a stayv-at-home, [or sticking with the
New York—London—Paris fashion axis that made her
famous. Did she really need a grand Kenvan safari?

She had conquered Vogue. She was that Cosmo gl

whom the reader could only dream of being. Did she really need setse flies? A Brook-
Iyvn girl who reached the summit of her profession by dint of “hard work, the beliel

that T could do anvihing™ and the “tmeless beauty™ she laughingly cites instead of

giving her age, Janmice could have settled cozily into the satn sheets of that world she knew best—hright lights, big

cities, Blass menageries ol designer duds
and hourly wages that might make Don
Mattinglv blush. Instead. she took a flier.
Belore it was over, she had logged 14,000
[requent-flight miles, suflered some seri-
ous sunburn and endured several hun-
dred nsect bites—not exactly what she

had anucipated at the outset. “There

was an excitement to this that was unlike
anvthing I'd ever done before,” she re-
calls, “because it was Playboy, because it
would take me to Africa, because 1'd be
working with Peter—I expected it to be
the most unusual shoot 1 had ever done.
And it was.” She took the redeve to

Nairobi  (every flight to Nairobi is a

GOING
WILD
WITH A
m MODEL



redeve), a short distance from Beard's Hog Ranch near
Kenva's Ngong Hills—a region made famihar 1o West-
crners by Karen Blixen. who wrote under the pen
name  Isak Dinesen. Upon her arrival i Kenya,
however,  Janice's  first  thoughts  were ol getung
Out of Africa. Tt was not.” she savs, “the Club Med.™
Southern Kenva was, in fact. a vast wilderness domi-

nated by wild beasts. strange sounds and men who

killed without blinking an eve—much like New York but without hot-dog stands
and Thai restaurants. Janice, a woman more at home in a limousine than in a mud-
encrusted Land-Rover, mentally itemized her luggage and realized she had for-
gotten o pack the necessities—things like matches, Pepro-Bismol and cracodile
repellent. Here she was. a glamorous, worldly sophisticate in a land where Bazaar

meant “a large tent where vou haggle over used-camel prices.” Nevertheless, there

was no denving the grandeur of the place in which she

suddenly found herselll This was the site of Karen
Blixen and Denvs Finch Hatton's love affair—and of their filmic reunion. plaved
out by Mervl Streep and Robert Redlord in the movie Out of Africa. It was a land
both harsh and inellably romantic. Life was simple in Kenva, where mosquito netting
ook the place of evening gowns, where animals you were accustomed o ogling

in zoos might make dinner out of vou. Janice Dickinson of Brooklyn, New York, grit-

ted her teeth, stripped down 1o the bare essentials and set out o tame Afvica.

PETER BEARD
UNCOVERS
JANICE
DICKINSON
IN HIS
FAVORITE HAUNT—
THE ANIMAL
KINGDOM OF
AFRICA




had a farm in Africa, at the foot of the Ngong Hills,”
wrote Dinesen in Qut of Africa. *“The geographical position and the height of the land combined to create a landscape
that had not its like in all the world. There was no fat on it and no luxuriance anywhere; it was Africa distilled up
through six thousand feet like the strong and refined essence of a continent.” This is the land of Peter Hill Beard, 50,
who settled on land adjoining Blixen’s farm when he was 22 and has become renowned as one of the world’s finest
wildlife photographers. His 1967 collaboration with Romain Gary resulted in a legendary Life magazine pictorial
devoted to Kenya’s elephants. Photos from his book Eyelids of Morning, “The Mingled Destinies of Crocodiles and
Men,” were shot into space in 1977 as part of the Vovager probe’s time capsule. His book The End of the Game, a
record of 20 years spent observing the slaughter of Tsavo's wildlife, is a definitive document of man’s inhumanity to
nature. “A monument over the Old Africa which was so dear to my heart,” Dinesen called it. Beard is also, not
coincidentally, one of the world’s best photographers of women. “Beauty or the beast? I have no preference,” he says.
“I'love anything beautiful.”” His pictures of African model Iman, one of the most sought-after models on earth. in
Beauty and the Beasts (Playboy, January 1986), affirm his point. For the present shooting, Beard called on Janice, “a
great  Iriend—one  of  the
smartest women | know. And
a joy to work with, a verv
good photographer herself.”
Janice  says  she enjoved
her  African  sojourn  with
Beard but was a litde less
than pleased to meet some
ol his friends. 1 was
allergic o the cheetah, and

I kept sceing red ants that

were big enough o ride”









ecping her cool in Kenya



layboy sends model to Africa, model gets bitten by mites

from cheetah,” Janice reports with a laugh. “I had 1o put ice cubes all over my body.” Glamorous, indeed, is a
model’s life in Africa. The cheetah was spectacular; Janice was more so; the cheetah’s parasites thought they were
both delicious. It wasn’t the easiest shoot I have ever done,” says the model. “At times, it was dangerous. I didn’t
know why I was doing it, but it was rewarding. Being in a place like that gives you a different perspective. It puts you
in a whole new time zone, that’s for sure. It took me two months to reacclimate myself to the world of people.” She
survived to return to the land of subways, Chipwiches and ants the size of, well, ants, to cement a few friendships
(Janice became Iman’s daughter’s godmother) and to appear briefly with Beard and Iman in an upcoming ABC-TV
special, With Peter Beard . . . in Africa: The Last Word from Paradise, first of a projected series. Beard—back in the
U.S. to work on the TV project—continues to rave about the woman he plucked from the cover of Vogue and took to
lion country. “Janice is absolutely one of the finest models ever,” he says. “Photography is subject matter, and when
you're working with someone of that caliber, someone that far ahead of the pack, it’s pleasure.” Of course, pleasure
and danger—as every big-game shooter knows—can be opposite sides of the same coin. To capture the look he was
- after, Beard put Janice on the
back of a crocodile and ex-
posed her to—and with—a
cheetah that still had gazelle
on its breath. Now, how-
ever, our heroine is safe and
sound in America, near the
foot of the Hollvwood Hills,
with a new husband, a life-
time supply of matches and

memories of a land so vast

it seemed to go on forever.
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REG NORMAN is
consumed by the
hungers. What-
ever he wants,
he wants it bad-
ly. Whatever he
does, he does it
full force.

If it is a friend-
ly round of golf with his cronies—just a
good o’ bunch of salesmen, duffers and
hacks—Norman is still grinding away
with his powerhouse specialty act that
screams past your head like a flaming
parrot. When you total up the damage,
you see that he has thrown a 62 at you.

If he asks you to follow him out to the
house for a beer, you will find yourself
involved in a hell-for-leather Mad Max
chase scene down some backwoods Flori-
da two-lane, muscling cars out of the way
like a moonshiner shaking off revenuers.

If he collected any car in the world,
naturally it would be the Ferrari. He has
three and recently put a deposit down on
a fourth—the new F40, good for 200
mph. Wherever he’s going, he’s going
with the wind howling, the streamers
flying and the pedal mashed to the floor.

Modern golf is not overburdened with
such swashbucklers. Norman, the Great
White Shark, is one of the few profession-
al golfers who actually appear to be full-
blooded athletes. He has impressively
wide shoulders, narrow waist, muscular
poise. Long, angular face framed by his
platinum-white surf-Nazi hair. Evenamid
the monotonous bronzed perfection of
American golf, the sight of Norman, ri-
fling his unconscionably long and straight
drives and taking divots that should slow
the earth’s rotation, has inspired deep
contemplation and held breath.

He has worked his way into the public

By CHRIS HODENFIELD

australia’'s great
white, greg norman,
plays golf spikes up
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consciousness with outsize images of vic-
tory and loss. Even his defeats have been
titanic, unforgettable curtain scenes. He
spent 1986 riding a very high wave, be-
coming, according to the global Sony
rankings, the best in the world. Then the
wave broke. He was thrust into golf lore
at the 1986 P.G.A. championship when,
at the last hole, his opponent, Bob Tway,
sank a sand shot and instantly trans-
formed leader Norman into a goat. But
Norman could laugh about it. He had al-
ready won the British Open, and he
would go on to win the most money on
the P.G.A. Tour, along with nine tourna-
ment wins world-wide. The man who
had held the lead in all four majors now
planned to win them all.

Then the floor fell away at the 1987
Masters. Norman’s tragedy happened at
the second hole of the sudden-death
play-off. He had already shaken off Seve
Ballesteros. Now he faced Larry Mize, a
mild-mannered Georgia golfer who was
famous for collapsing in play-offs. Nor-
man was safely on the green, facing a
long birdie putt. Then came “the chip.”
Mize stood in the semirough, 140 feet
away from the pin. His chip skated on
the rise, rolled down a sloping putting
green asslick as anice floe—and dropped.
Another not-in-a-million-years shot.

This time, the Shark was gutted. Hav-
ing had his pocket picked twice, Norman
went through a long, barren year looking
over his shoulder, mentally clutching his
wallet.

It was this troubled and overtalented
man I found in Orlando one sweltering
summer day. By the middle of 1987, he
had dropped off the tour for a while to
get a spiritual rebuild. He beat balls all
day and in such coolie labor found
strength. He wanted to turn himself into
a machine.

Professional golf, after all, is the busi-
ness of capturing a state of mind. Out in
the field, the pro is pulled by a variety of
impulses and compulsions. He must
combine the killer instinct of Genghis
Khan with a George Gobel calm that al-
lows for about 280 cool-tempered strokes
over four days of competition. One does
some hard thinking out on the golf
course, all the time knowing that it is go-
ing to be the teensy idle thought that
yanks his tee shot into the ocean.

Is it any wonder golf is short of swash-
bucklers?

.

Every 24 seconds, Greg Norman let
loose. He stared down-range, tapped an-
other ball into place, tightened his glove,
settled his massive legs into position and
gathered his thoughts. “All right,” he
muttered, “here’s the 15th at Augusta.”
He rotated until his driver was over
his head; and then, in a compressed
lunge, his wide shoulders swiveled swift-
ly and the club head flashed past and

cracked the ball 280 booming yards
down-field. He drove so hard into the
ball that his cleated right foot dragged
forward a few inches. He finished bal-
anced on his left foot.

Club-head speed for such a drive is
about 120 mph. Achieving any kind of
accuracy with such a mighty strike is
akin to flicking out a cigarette with a
bullwhip. But Norman’s drives were
straight enough. He worked generally on
the fine points of trajectory. A fine-look-
ing blast that rose ten feet too high was
for him a failure.

In the distance, the practice green was

Jaws 5, the Austrafian: Dead in the water
for much of 1987 Normon resumed his con-
quests in last November’s Austrolian Open.

clogged white with balls. Norman’s
progress up the fairway, working his way
through four irons, six irons and nine
irons, was marked by a chain of divots,
each the size of a manhole cover.

Almost three hours’ work took him to
the 220-yard mark. He pulled out the
two iron and practiced his “quail-high”
shots. “Here’s a Scottish shot,” he said.
“Let’s see how low I can get this.” He
moved his hands forward and belted a
low line drive that hugged the grass for
about 180 yards. Then it rose and gently
dropped to earth.

Norman stared at these artful wallops
with a baleful glare. His face was cut
sharply, with an angled nose and eye-
brows and watery, pale-blue eyes and a
thin, split lip. His platinum hair flopped
in his face, and even his scalp was sun-
burned. He was glazed in sweat. His
white shorts and purple shirt were plas-
tered down. On his golf cart, the steering
wheel was draped with three golf gloves,
all sopping wet.

This favored practice ground was the
Grand Cypress resort, cut out of the
central Florida woods. The Jack Nick-
laus—designed golf course is a wee bit 0’

Scotland, with terraces and sea-link
swales, rolling mounds and shooting-
grass rough, with picturesque waterways
skimmed by long-necked herons. The
vast practice grounds include a three-
hole course, which makes it the perfect
happy hunting ground for a dozen tour
pros who live in Orlando. If you're not
bumping into Nick Price there, you're
bumping into Payne Stewart or Brad
Faxon, all in comfy clothes, hammering
balls. But in the absence of Emperor
Nicklaus, Norman is the local matinee
idol, the one who parks the black Rolls-
Royce Corniche under the clubhouse
awning, the one who slaps backs and
grabs checks and makes grand gestures.
The White Shark is the only one who can
casily be spotted from halfa mile away.

Out on the field, however, he stays
locked up in a solitary force field. The
only person to really enter into his pri-
vate world of practice was a short, wiry
man of 49 named Charlie Earp. The
head professional at Royal Queensland
golf club in Brisbane, Australia, he was
the one who polished the young Nor-
man’s game. And now he was here to
cast his eye over Norman and say a good
word. With his rapid-fire Aussie argot,
Earp’s every third word seemed to be
“bloody,” and he bloody well told Nor-
man to bloody slow down, because he
was swinging like a bloody fan.

While Norman usually speaks in a flat
Americanized accent, around Earp he
slipped into gaudy jackaroo talk.
“Christ,” he’d say, as he stretched, “I’'m
stiffer than a honeymooner’s prick.”

“No wacking furry,” Earp would re-
ply, meaning there was no fucking worry.

Norman hit only 20 or so full drives,
but then he spent an hour practicing
chips onto the green. “Watch,” he said
quietly. “Here’s a Larry Mize.” From
behind a grassy mound, he duplicated

_the tricky little chip that had defeated

him at the Masters. This one narrowly
missed the hole. He regarded it and said
tonelessly, “Every shot makes somebody
happy"'

Around the Norman house, Mize’s
miracle was simply called the chip. It
was spoken of the way another family
would refer to “the Crash™ or “the oper-
ation.” His wife, Laura, finally com-
pared it to a death in the family: “He
tried nof to deal with it and say, “That’s
golf; that’s what happens.” But it’s hard.
You go to sleep thinking, My Geod, I
could have been the Masters champion.
How could that have happened? You
can’t help going over it.”

Watching Norman practice his Mize
chips, Earp put some comfort into his
voice. “Next time,” he said, “it’ll be your
turn to do it to somebody else.”

Silently, almost machinelike, Norman
took his Wilson 8802 putter and went to

(continued on page 142)



“How would you like to pluck that sucker at this
year’s Metropolitan Boat Show?”
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RADITION-
ALLY, MEN TEND TO
PLAY IT CONSERVA-
TIVELY—ESPECIALLY
AROUND THE ANKLES.
ANY FLAIR IS SAVED
FOR THE NECKTIE, A
SPLASH OF COLOR IN
THE POCKET SQUARE
OR SNAPPY-LOOKING
SUSPENDERS—WHEN

ONE FEELS EXPANSIVE.

ALEG TU DIFFER

stits and socks—a shoe-in combo

Opposite page: Wool/silk plaid on a jade, berry and copper overplaid single-breasted suit
with double-pleated pants, by Austin Reed of Regent Street, about $425; is combined with
cotton/nylon Jacquard socks that have textured striping, by Laura Pearson, about $18. His
shoes: deerskin lace-ups with a low vamp, cap toe, perforated detailing and a flexible
leather sole, by Andrea Getty for Jandreani, $178. Above: Wool-blend glen-plaid single-
breasted suit with a subtle overplaid, exaggerated shoulders, a ventless back and double-
pleated suit pants, from Lanvin Studio by The Greif Companies, $325; plus cotton/nylon socks
with biack polka dots, by Studio Tokyo, about $10. His shoes are black-leather lace-ups with
a cap toe, perforated-design front and leather soles, by Jon Franco Pirelli, about $100.

FASHION
By HOLLIS WAYNE

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JAMES IMBROGNO




Above: The plaid suit (top left), from Hervé Benard by Benard Holtzmen, $495; is teamed with
red/black/gray socks, by Laura Peerson, about $19; yellow socks, by Interwoven, $6.50; and
black/aqua op-art socks, by E. 6. Smith, $7. The gray-plaid suit {top right), from Perry Ellis
Portfolio by The Greif Companies, $365; is wedded with Argyle secks, from Colours by Alex-
ender Julien, by Merum, about $7.50; pastel socks, by Dore Dore from The French Americen
Greup, $16.50; end agee socks, from Stenley Blacker by Gilbert, $6. Above: A wool snit, from
Firma by Andrew Fezza, $310; and jagged-striped cetton/nylon socks, by Studio Tokyo, about
$10; turgnoise secks, by Leure Pearsen, about $19; end pink socks, by E. G. Smith, $12. Right:
Wool/linen suit, by Pierre Cardin, $320; end colorful socks, by Claiberne Furnishings, $6.50.

FURNITURE FROM MANIFESTO, CHICAGO, ILLINOLS

UT MORE
AND MORE, SMART MEN
ARE REALIZING THAT
SOCKS ARE A GREAT
EYE CATCHER—AND
PERFECTLY COMPLE-
MENT A WELL-TAI-
LORED LOOK. SO MATCH
TODAY'S SPRING SUITS
WITH SUITABLE SOCKS:;
IT"S AN INVITATION

TO STEP LIVELY.
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JACK PURSE thought
his father’s plan to
get his recently
foreclosed farmland
back by fighting his
last pit bull was a

ILLUSTRATION BY BRALDT BRALDS

sign the old man
was losing his grip on things. No one was
going to bet against a dog that always
won. It was as simple as that.

The pit bull at Jack’s feet, a medium-
sized black dog with yellow eyes, shook his
head, rattling a swivel heavy enough to
hold a bear. Alligator had a dry, acrid
stink that never washed off, no matter how
many times Jack swam him in the lake.

“Muzzle that dog,” his father, Dexter,
said from his seat in an armchair by the
big mahogany wheel. Their river boat was
moored to the shore of the oxbow lake the
Corps of Engineers had created by cutting
a channel to straighten a loop in the river.

“He won’t bite me,” Jack said and
petted the top of the dog’s head.

Alligator looked up. Jack was never sure
about him. He always carried a wedge-
shaped breaking stick in his belt, just in
case the dog latched on to someone and he
had to pry his jaws loose. Yet he let the dog
sleep in his room on a rug beside his bed.

“I ain’t worried about you,” Dexter
said. “He bites one of my neighbors,
there’ll be a lawsuit. You put the muzzle
on him now.”

Jack thought about telling the old man
to go to hell. But instead, he put the muz-
zle on Alligator. The dog endured, as al-
ways, in silence. Jack seldom heard him
make any sound. He stroked Alligator’s
head, the coat smooth beneath his finger
tips. No puncture scars or ragged ears.

Alligator’s ears stood up, and the dog
looked toward the open door of the pilot
house. Earl Blackmon walked into the cab-
in but stopped when he saw Alligator. He
and Dexter had been rivals in dogfight-
ing for years. He looked the picture of a
gentleman farmer: polished boots and a
seersucker suit with a blue tie. He carried
a book with a green cover under his arm.

“Don’t worry, we got him muzzled,”
Dexter said.

“Youre smart,” Blackmon said.
“That’s a crazy dog. What comes of

fiction By SCOTT ELY
he’'d sold off all his dogs

to raise cash. only alligator
was left—Ilonely and mean
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breeding fathers to daughters. Got a
strong bite and good moves but no game-
ness.”

“He’s dead game,” Dexter said, the
words coming out of his mouth so slow
Alligator raised his head to hear.

“Hell, Dexter, you don’t know that,”
Blackmon said.

The only way to find out if Alligator
was dead game was to fight him to the
death and see if he held on even after he
was dead.

Dexter said, “You got the dog that’ll
beat him?”

“Would if you let your boy work my
corner.”

“He don’t like to work in the pit.”
Dexter paused. “Pretty, though. Women
like him just fine.”

“Don’t be so hard on the boy,” Black-

mon said, smiling.

“I’ll take Alligator back to the truck,”
Jack said.

“Stay right there,” Dexter said. And
then to Blackmon, “See, 1 can’t even get
him mad. We used to have some good
fights. Could always put him on the
ground; still can.”

Jack wished he had one of the frags
he’d used in Vietnam in his hand right
now so he could toss it to the old man.
That would be a sweet way to watch him
die.

Dexter continued, “Take that dog on
home. I’'ve got work to do here.”

Jack left the cabin. At his truck, he
took the muzzle off Alligator. Sometimes
he could tell just by the way the dog car-
ried his tail that it was safer to keep the
muzzle on. It was when his eyes glazed
over, a smoky-white film over the gold
surface, that he became dangerous. The
dog had never tried to bite him, but Jack

knew he would give no warning when’

that day came.

He drove his truck away from the boat,
the tires bouncing in the ruts, raising
twin plumes of dust. He crossed the levee
and went past the row of catfishermen’s
shacks. A little man with a beard, clean-
ing a shotgun on the hood of a truck,
stared but did not wave. Now the land
was perfectly flat, scored by geometrical
rows of cotton and soybeans, all belong-
ing to owners who lived far away from
the delta.

Jack stroked Alligator, looking into
those vellow eves that never looked away
and smelled his stink. He knew the dog
was indifferent, content to eat and sleep
and wait for his chance to grab hold and
never let go.

e

Jack saw the vet’s blue truck pull into
the yard. He walked off the porch and
followed the truck around to the back,
where the gravel driveway ran under a

sign:

TOF DOG KENNELS
HOME OF FIGHTERS THAT FIGHT AND WIN
OR DIE TRYING

“Come give me and Squirrel a hand,”
Dexter said to Jack as the vet got out of
his truck.

The cat mill, with its long weighted
arm and cage, in which Dexter kept a
Halloween mask of a goblin as a lure in-
stead of a cat, was empty. The gates to
the runs for pregnant bitches stood open.
Dexter had sold off his dogs, 50 in all, to
raise cash and avoid feed bills. Only Alli-
gator sat beneath the shade of his shelter.

“What's going on?” Jack asked.

“I told you I'd get my land back,”
Dexter said. “Alligator’ll do it for me.”

“Good luck on getting a fight,” Jack
said.

Alligator had been fought just twice.
The second fight had happened because
nobody believed the first—Alligator bor-
ing in under his opponent, then lifting
and flipping the bewildered dog before
the astonished crowd and catching him
with those steel-trap jaws midway along
the backbone, severing the spine with
one bite.

“Earl thinks that Texas Firecracker
dog of his can beat Alligator,” Dexter
said. “Firecracker dog outweighs him by
twenty pounds. Earl thinks he's got the
advantage.” Then he turned to Jack and
continued, “With you in the pit, we’d win
for sure.”

“I won’t do it,” Jack said.

“That land bought the clothes on his
back,” Dexter said, talking slow. “Now
he won’t help get it back.”

“With Alligator, it won’t matter who's
in the pit,” Squirrel said.

°

Jack helped them unload the equip-
ment: a self-contained liquid-nitrogen re-
frigerator, milk as a semen extender, an
artificial vagina and plastic straws for the
storage. The A.V. had hollow walls filled
with hot water to protect the semen from
the shock of cold air and a collection
tube at one end. The vet had brought
along a hound bitch in heat to stimulate
Alligator.

“We’ll have Jack stimulate him while
we hold his nose to the bitch.”

“What you mean?” Jack asked.

Dexter laughed. “Why, give that dog a
hand job,” he said. *“He likes you.”

“I’'m not doing that,” Jack said.

Dexter said, “Boy, it’s just 2 dumb an-
imal. Nobody’ll ever accuse you of liking
nothing but women. Army had me do the
same thing for my guard dog. Was a
standing order. Did it once a week.
Damn dog loved me for it.”

“No way.”

“Do like you're told.” Dexter was talk-

ing slow and making Alligator’s ears
stand up.

“We’ll bring him up close to the bitch
again,” Squirrel said.

“He’s not interested,” Jack said.

“It can’t hurt,” Dexter said. “Maybe
he’ll discover there’s something in his life
besides killing.”

They brought Alligator’s nose up to
the whimpering bitch.

“You do it,” Jack said to Dexter.

“Dog hates me,” Dexter said. *“You're
the only one he likes. We sell enough
gator juice and we're on our way to get-
ting our land back.”

“OK,” Jack said. “But I don’t want
to hear about this next time I go to
Greenville.”

“Nobody’d think it was worth telling
but you.”

The two men struggled to hold Alliga-
tor. The dog did not kick or twist about,
Jjust moved steadily one way and then an-
other to test their strength. Jack knelt be-
side him.

“Go ahead.”

Jack massaged Alligator’s penis, feel-
ing the dog’s heat. Alligator became ex-
cited, swelling to fill the artificial vagina
as Jack guided him into it. Alligator
trembled. The bitch began to howl.

“How long?” Jack asked.

Squirrel said, “For dogs it takes a long
time.”

“He don’t have a drop in him,” Jack
said. “We’re wasting our time.”

“Don’t you stop,” Dexter said.

Jack really wondered why he was do-
ing it and not the old man. Suddenly, Al-
ligator began to come in short spurts, the
milky-white semen trickling into the col-
lection bottle at the bottom of the A.V.
He smelled the sour scent of it, all mixed
up with the stink of the dog. Then the
smell of the last woman he had been
with, a girl in a motel in Mempbhis, came
out of nowhere, and he stopped.

“Don’t stop now,” Squirrel said.
“You're doing beautiful. Dogs go a long
time.”

Jack put his hand back on the dog, and
Alligator began to come again.

“We’ll be able to make a thousand Al-
ligators,” Dexter said.

“Not that many,” Squirrel said.
“Maybe we can do ten bitches with what
we done today.”

“This boy’s so good at it, we can do it
once a week at least,” Dexter said. “Took
this long to find out what he does best.”

“You’ll never make enough money off
this,” Jack said. “Won’t even be able to
pay the taxes on the house.”

“You let me worry about that. Just
keep working that dog.”

(continued on page 149)
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“Supple, always keep your fingers supple.”







[F YOU KNEW

texan susie owens is nursing a new career and loving it

F the
lady beside that 1953
Chevy pickup (left)
seems familiar, she
probably is. You first
saw Susie Owens as one
of the nurses we fea-
tured in our November
1983 pictorial Women
in White. She started
working at 22 as a nurse
in Oklahoma City hos-
pitals, where in seven
and a half years she
went from delivery-
room duty to cardiology
and finally oncology—
cancer care. Her ap-

pearance in Playboy

{

producers of an Oklahoma City television sports-talk show, who invited her to host a five-minute

caught the eyes of the

segment devoted to health and fitness for women and men. As she says, “I was ready to get out of the
illness part of health care and into the wellness area,” so the show was the perfect remedy. Her TV
stint sparked an idea that came to fruition a year later, right after she returned from a trip to Los

Angeles, where she’d noticed that a large number of personal trainers actually made a decent living.



he decid-

ed to start a fitness busi-

ness, FemLine, which
offers personalized fit-
ness counseling for
women in the Dallas
area. She’s currently
offering a lecture series
called “Females & Fit-
ness” at a large Dallas
health club, and she’s
negotiating to do a ra-
dio show. She’s making
it. But that’s just her
career. You also ought
to know that she just
recently became unat-
tached and shares a
house with her nine-
year-old daughter,
Shauna Darlene. One
more thing you might
like to know is how a
3l-year-old nurse gets
herself into this kind
of physical condition:
squash. Intense, sweaty
hours of squash. “I hate
aerobics,” she says. Not
one to stifle her opin-
ions, Susie has them on
a wide variety of topics,
a few of which we’ll

share with you.







PHOTOGRAPHY BY ARNY FREYTAG



GATEFOLD PHOTOGRAPHY BY POMPEO POSAR

Tt the difference
between being 21 and be-
ing 31: “When I was
younger, [ was silent,
submissive and sexless,
but I’'m way past that
phase. When you turn
31, you don’t have time
for bullshit.” On nurs-
ing burnout: “A lot of
nurses get out of it in
five to seven years.
That’'s why there’s a
nursing shortage. The
wages are too low for
the kind of grueling
work we do.” On staying
in shape: “I'm not like
the 18-year-olds who
have it naturally. I've
put a lot of work into
this body. That’s why I
don’t mind showing
myself naked.” On the
lusions of spandex:
“You see those girls
working out in spandex
outhits? Well, I’ve seen
some of them come into

the locker room and

just explode out of themn.

I'm not like that. I
never owned a spandex

outfit and never will.”




"l don’t think there's
a sexual prime time,
though I'm in my 30s.
It has more to do with
how comfortable you
are with yourself.
Right now, I'm the
happiest I've ever
been and the most
sexual I've ever been.”
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The Scottish sergeant major walked into the lo-
cal pharmacy i full military dress. As the
chenist approached, he pulled a torn and 1at-
tered piece of paper from his sporran and care-
fully unfolded it to reveal a perforated, used
condom.

“How much for a new one?”” the soldier asked.

“One pound 50.7

“How much to have this one repaired?”

“One pound ten.”

“I'll be back wmorrow,” the sergeant major
said as he refolded the paper and carefully re-
turned it to his sporran.

The next day, he walked back into the store,
unfolded the pa{wr and told the chemist, “The
regiment would like this one repaired.”

With their poliucal fortunes on the wane, Gary
Hart and Joe Biden are considering forming a
law partership 1o be known as Cock & Bull.

A very sheltered Southern girl returned to Geor-
gia from her fiest trip to New York and excitedly
told her equally naive friend what she had
learned there.

“Charlene, honcy, did vou know that up
North, men kiss other men . . . down there?”

“Heavens, no!” Charlene gasped. “What do
vou call them?”

“You call them homosexuals. And did vou
know that there are women up there who kiss
other women . . . down there?”

“Oh, merey! What do you call them?”
Charlene asked.

“You call them lesbians. And they also have
men who kiss women . . . down there.”

“If that don’t bear all. What in heaven’s name
do vou call them?””

“Girl, vou call them ‘Sugar.” ™
How do vou get a stockbroker out of a tree? Cut
the rope.

A Russian had saved for vears to buy a car.
When he finallv had enough monev, he went to
the auto window at the government building.
After counting out the bills, the official said,
“Evervthing seems to be in order, but it will be a
ten-vear wait, comrade.™
“That’s fine,” the applicant said, “but will it
be delivered in the morning or in the aliernoon?”
“What do vou mean? IC1 be ten years!™
“Yes, but I've got a plumber coming in the
morning.

While glancing ihrough the personals in the lo-
cal paper, a dog fancier spoued this ad under
LosT axp rousn: “Lost—pit Chihuahua. Likes
children, prefers tacos.™

An clderly woman approached the pearly gates
and knocked. “*Whao is it?” Saint Peter asked.
“lris 177 the woman answered.
“Good God,” Saimt Peter muttered. ~Another
damned schoolteacher.”

Afer he knocked his second consecutive tee shot
mto the water, the angrv golfer grabbed his bag
from the caddie, walked to the edge of the pond
and proceeded o throw the rest of his golf balls
and each of his clubs into it. Then he tossed in
the bag and wld the caddic, *Now I'm going o
Jump in and drown myself.™

”{im can’t do that, sir!”

“I can if 1 damn well please!”™ the golfer bel-
I(l\\'('(i.

“No. vou can’t, sir.”

“Why the hell not? ['s my Lile!™”

*Yes, sir. But vou never did learn to keep your
head down.”

When they discovered there were no vacancies
m the local Moslem nursing home. Muhammad
al-Shazaam’s children were forced to house him
temporarilv in the town’s Catholic home. Six
months later, a room opened up in the Moslem
home and his children went 1o move him.

“1 don't want to go,” he said. I like it here.™

“What do vou mean vou like 1t here?”

“These Catholics are so optimistic. See that
guy over there? He has no legs. but they call lim
Speedy. That one there has no teeth and they
call him Smilv. And me, | haven’t had sex in
vears and they call me “that fucking Arab.” ™

Ay otmon

A possc ol federales asked a farmer il he had seen
Yancho Villa.

“A man on a big white horse came down this
very road,” the farmer said. “"He drew his gun
and 1old me 1o get off my burro. What could |
do? He had a gun. 1 got off. He told me to
eat burro shit. What could 1 do? He had a gun. 1
ate 1t

“The man on the big white horse laughed so
hard he dropped the gun.” the farmer continued.
I picked up the gun and told the man on the big
white horse 10 get down. What could he do? 1
had the gun. He got down, I wld him o ecat
horse shit. What could he do? [ had the gun. He
ate it.

“And you ask me il | saw Pancho Villa?™” the
farmer said, shrugging. “Why. we had lunch to-
gether just the other day.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send o on a post-
card. please, to Party Jokes Editor, Plavboy,
Plaxboy Blde., 919 N. Micligan Ave., Chicago,
H. oooll. S100 will be paird to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



“It would never work, Al—I'm ‘L.A. Law’ and you're ‘Benny Hill.””
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you think ollie was a hero? a patriot? a martyr?

go tell it to the marines
article By ASA BABER

THIS COUNTRY had a love affair last summer.
Televised testimony held us riveted for
several days in July, while a series of
posters and magazines and video tapes
and paperback books presented a new
hero to the American people. Lieutenant
Colonel Oliver L. North, United States
Marine Corps, fascinated us with his
handsome features and his sincere words
and gestures.

The fact that North temporarily won
our acceptance is proof to some experts
that we Americans are a people who can
be manipulated into hasty choices. Histo-
rian Barbara Tuchman, writing about our
infatuation with North when it was at its
height, concluded, “The ‘Olliemania’ phe-
nomenon—which now reaches from Oli-
ver North T-shirts to clubs promoting
North for President—demonstrates a dis-
tressing popular development that 1 con-
sider the main point of the Iran affair,
deeper than the issues of incompetence in
government. It is the public’s acceptance
of the pictured image without regard to the
reality underneath. . . .This is the result of
a visual-—which is to say nonthinking—
culture.”

Tuchman'’s assertion raises serious ques-
tions: Are we Americans passive partici-
pants in a “nonthinking” culture? During
crises, do we foolishly accept “the pictured
image without regard to the reality under-
neath”? Did we buy The Oliver North Sto-
ry—about a bemedaled and uniformed
war hero who was ready to face down
Abu Nidal, arm the Contras, mine Nica-
raguan harbors, sell missiles to Iran and
give his President total loyalty—no ques-
tions asked? (continued on page 154)

ILLUSTRATION BY ANITA KUNZ
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CARS ’88

I

five top automotive journalists and race-car driver kevin
cogan pick this year's hottest wheels

ON(.I- AGAIN, we've turned

loose hive of the best automotive journalists money can't
buy—plus race-car driver and Playboy Products spokesper-
son Kevin Cogan—to choose Best Cay in a variety ol cate-
gories. Sure, we include Best Car o Impress Clients (s the
Beatley Eight, pictured above), but we haven't forgotten
that not everyone can aftord heavy English metal, so you'll
also find expert input on categories that mere mortals can
rebate 1o, such as Best Car o ‘Tell Your Gulloiend to Bay.
(No, the criteria did not include a comfortable back seat.)

Some background information on our expert panel follows,

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD 1ZU1
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Best Two-Seater Under
$20,000: Toyota's peppy
supercharged MR2 out-
distanced all competi-
tors, with four of our six
panelists picking it as
their favorite form of in-
expensive two-seater
transportation. “After you
buy this car, you'll want
to find the most winding
road you can to get from
A to B,” said Kevin Co-
gan. John Lamm agreed
and applauded the addi-
tion of the supercharger
for 1988. Brock Yates
and David Stevens also
voted for the MR2
(Stevens called it a “seri-
ous grinmobile"). One of
our panelists’ two dis-
senting votes went to the
Honda CRX Si, about
which William Jeanes
said, “In traffic, the CRX
Si is like a turbo roller
skate on racing slicks.”
Ken Gross cast his lot
with the Mazda RX-7.
commenting that it had
“all the Sturm und Drang
of a 944 but at a fraction
of Porsche’s pricing.”




AND THE WINNERS ARE...

Best Car for a
Caiifornia Coast Highway:

Mazda RX-7 Turbo
Convertible

Best Car to Tell Your
Girlfriend to Buy:

Volkswagen Cabriolet

Best Two-Seater
Under $20,000:

Toyota MR2 Supercharged

Best Superindulgence Car:
Lamborghini Countach

Best Basic Car
$7000 to $10,000 (Equipped):

Honda Civic

Best Over-all New Car:
BMW 750il

Best Suspension:

Mercedes-Benz S60SEL

Best Car for
Trouble-Free Operation:

Best New Engine

BMW 750iL

Best Car to
Impress Clients

Bentley Eight

Best Convertible
Under $20,000:

Ford Mustang GT

Best Convertible
over $20,000 (Tie):

Best_wmser Car (Tie) BMW 325i and Honda Accord
Audi 90 Quattro and Jaguar XJ-S Best Engineering
Jeep Cherokee Innovation-

Best Sedan (Domestic):
Lincoln Continental

Honda Prelude Si with
four-wheel steering

Best Interstate Cruiser )
Mercedes-Benz
560SEL

Best Off-Road Vehicle:
Range Rover

Best Sedan (Foreign):

BMW 750iL

Best New Feature:

Buick Riviera
cellular phone

PLAYBOY’S PANEL OF JUDGES

Loy

Kevin Cogan: After just 86 starts, Californian Cogan,
spohesperson for Playboy Products, 15 ranked among the
top 15 in all-time Indy Car earnings. He finished the 1987
CART sanctioned PPG Indy Car World Series solidly in the
top 20 behind the wheel of the Patrick Racing Team's Marl
boro March Chevrolet and is dalways a name in contention
on the grueling Indy Car circuit

Ken Gross: Author of Driving in the Real World (Playboy,
September 1987), Gross 1s an internationally known and
widely respected automobile writer and marhketing consult
ant. His motorcar sawvy has graced the pages of Automo:
bile Magazine, Auto Gallery and Automobile Quarterly His
boohks, on Ferrari (Ferrarr 250GT SWB  The Definitive
Road/Race Car) and BMW (lllustrated BMW Buyer's Guide),
are two volumes that belong in any ear buff's automotive
library

Willlam Jeanes: Editor of Car and Driver magazine and long
time automotive journahist with credits in Playboy — The
Loveliness of the Long-Distance Runner (January 1986)
Parade, Automobile Magazine and  Sports  Hlustrated,
Jeanes 1s a past president of the American Racing Press
Association and a member of the National Motorsports
Press Association. He was on last year's panel of experts
for Cars "87. The Best (Playboy, May)

John Lamm: Road & Track editor at large and well -known
free-lance automotive writer and photographer, Lamim,

also returming for his second stint on Playboy's car panel,
earned his motor sport spurs with time at Motor Trend
magazine and as a Road & Trach staffer early in the
Eighties. His latest project took him to Japan with World
Driving Champion Phil Hill to do a story on the Grand Prix
Champion Honda Williams

Dawvid Stevens: A veteran Playboy employee with more than
22 years on the magazine staff, Stevens is the Senior Editor
mn charge of Playboy service features. “Anything you can
drink, drive, eat, smoke, tune, fiddle with or fondle that
isn't flesh,” he says Stevens' automotive forays for the
magazineg date back to 1970, when he raced in the
Mexican 1000 Road Race for a Playboy article titled Baja's
Queasy Rider. The following year, he crossed the Sahara
Desert in a Land Rover for another Playboy story a
journey that took ane month -Stevens’ personal wheels are
J nonrunning, 1970 Citroen DS 21 Pallas, a machine that
he claims will one day rise again

Brock Yates: Colummnist for The Washington Post Magazine
and Car and Driver, author of nearly three dozen articles for
Playboy and countless other publications, Yates, it seems,
will eventually write about anything that rides, rolls or
traverses. He has written for the big screen and managed
to tind tume to squeeze several books into his busy
schedule. Is there anything that this guy hasn't done? Last
year e sat on this panel tor Cars 87, and this yedar murks
the fifth start tor his One Lap of America road rally.




Best Superindulpgence
Cor The vote was four to
two for Laomborghini's
raging bhull of a vehiclke,
the $1.30 000 Countach,
which commands respect
even when standing: still
"It this baby down in
northern Australia and an
aboripine tribe wounld
worship it,” said Stevens
"People stare, wave and
even stop in their tracks
when o Countach rim
bles by You don't hawve to
prove a thing, except per
haps how you paid for it”
was Gross's assertion
Cogn echoed it as did
Yates, who commented
that "Ralph Nader has
ot o despise the Coun
tach, and that's good
enough for me ™ Lamm's
and Jeanes's opposition
votes went to the
$145,000 Aston Martin
Volante, which is no
slouch of a machine, ei
ther Lamm said, “You
have to see these cars
being built to really ap
preciote them. A true
cottagoe industry




Best New Engine: Our
panelists gave the BMW
750iL 12-cylinder power
plant a clear mandate,
with five out of six voting
for it. “Just when you
thought it was safe to
brag about your four-
valve four-banger . . .”
quipped Yates, whiie
Jeanes declared that
“the 750iL V12 is noth-
ing more or less than
what automobile engines
ought to be. It's the
Rolex President of power

units.” Cogan, whose
racing career has intro-
duced him to some very
potent machinery, point-
ed out that he is "always
for more power. And if
it's in a car that handles
well, that's twice as
nice.”" Stevens and Gross
also cast their votes for
the 750iL. Gross, espe-
cially, waxed euphoric
about the engine, saying
that “currently, Mercedes
and Cadillac are rushing
their V12s to imitate it.

The Germans love to
demonstrate that they
can balance a five-mark
coin on the intake mani-
fold while the engine's
running. It's that
smoooooth.” Lamm's
dissenting vote went to
the Honda Civic. “"While
my head goes with the
Honda Civic, my heart is
with the BMW. Before the
crash in October, | might
have chosen the BMW,
but now | have to go with
the Honda."




MORE PICKS OF THE PACK

Best Car to Impress Clients:
“Impress ‘'em? Hell, intimi-
date them!" said Yates about
the $98.000 Bentley Eight.
“The Eight's posh interior is
uphoistered and paneled
like a proper British club.
The price of membership is
rather bloody steep. though”
was Gross's comment.
Stevens agreed, adding that
in the Bentley, “nobody will
try to borrow your Grey Pou-
pon mustard. ' Jeanes and
Cogan opted for the Mer-
cedes-Benz 560SEL. while
Lamm picked the Jaguar
XJ6, calling it “the best com-
bination of newness, plush-
ness, snobbishness and
waorldliness.”

L ]

Best Winter Car: It was a
dead heat for the Audi 90
Quattro and the Jeep Chero-
kee. In the Audi 90's camp
were Stevens and Lamm, the
jatter picking it partially
because "skiers love the
pass-through-seat feature
that enables you to carry
your boards inside the car
instead of on the roof or in
the trunk.” Yates and Gross
picked the Jeep Cherokee.
Yates had the opinion, how-
ever, that “this tall, tough
four-wheel-drive tourer
ought to have its spotty
quality upgraded by its new
owner, Chrysler.” Cogan
chose the BMW 325ix four-
wheel drive ("If you live
where it snows, there's noth-
ing wrong with four-wheel-
ing in style”), while Jeanes
went for the Range Rover
(“Nothing else is so Civilized
and capable. The capital C,
in this case, is well
earned”).

[ ]

Best Interstate Cruiser:
Cogan. Jeanes, Stevens and
Yates all voted for the Mer-
cedes-Benz 560SEL, Jeanes
commenting that "the Mer-
cedes is the great-big car
Detroit still can't quite figure
out how to build.” Yates
quipped that “in it, you can
outrun the cops with the
kids asleep in the back
seat.” Gross’'s choice was
the BMW 750iL. while Lamm

picked the Jaguar X J6, say-

ing, "It has the best ride,
seats and ambience.”

[ ]
Best Off-Road Vehicle: "At
first glance. one might think
the Range Rover is too
pricey,” said Lamm about
Range Rover's incredible
$33.000 luxury boondock
machine, "but by the time
you add options onto some
of the other vehicles against
which it's selling, it is not
that far off in price.” Stevens
agreed, pointing out that the
Range Rover makes a great
urban street fighter, too.
Jeanes also liked it, though
his heart is with the Range
Rover’s more primitive older
brother, the Land Rover.
Gross's vote went to the Jeep
Wrangler ("It'll eat a Suzuki
for breakfast”); Yates liked
the Nissan Pathfinder ("Just
the thing for a tour of the
Iran-lrag war front”); and
Cogan picked the GMC
S-Jimmy (“When you are
really off the road, you want
dependability to avoid
becoming a pedestrian”).

L ]
Best Car to Tell Your Girl-
friend to Buy: The Volkswag-
en Cabriolet was the topless
turn-on for three of our pan-
elists, with Lamm caution-
ing that you should suggest,
rather than tell her: “| like
my women to be fun-loving,
and that means convert-
ibles.” Other votes went to
the Honda Prelude Si with
four-wheel steering, which,
according to Gross. “looks
very tricky in new Barbados
yellow”: the Nissan Pulsar,
whose design. according to
Jeanes, “displays that rarest
of qualities—uniqueness’;
and the Honda CRX Si, about
which Yates said. “Just be
sure this little suckerisn't
cuter than your girlfriend.”

L ]
Best Basic Car $7000 to
$10,000 (Equipped): It was
four to two for the Honda
Civic over the Toyota Tercel.
Lamm commented that "it
was really a tie with the Ter-
cel, but the Honda wins on
style points.” Yates thought,
“One puzzles over what
might have happened if
Honda had been a serious

player in World War Two.”
Stevens and Cogan picked
the Tercel. about which
Cogan said, “It's a very solid
choice for those who are
careful with their money.”

L ]
Best Convertible Under
$20,000: The Ford Mustang
GT galloped away with five of
the six votes, with Cogan
hanging tough for the Toyota
Celica. | always approach
the Mustang GT thinking,
Well, | wonder how the old
fart is doing. Then | get in
the car. let that V8 do its
work and come away hoping
I'll be as up to date when I'm
an old fart,” said Lamm.
Jeanes agreed: “Ford keeps
sawing off the teeth on this
one and adding claws and
muscle. It's just a hell of a
car, despite its aged
design.” Gross's comment:
“Great gobs of horsepower
and a fliptop that folds. The
Mustang evokes those
‘finest kind’ Fifties feelings,
and the sticker won't break
your bank account.” Cogan's
opinion of the Celica: "Built
to last, this car should blow
your hair for years to come.”

L]
Best Convertible Over
$20,000: The BMW 325i
and the Jaguar X J-S tied for
first, with one vote each
going to the Ford Mustang
GT (Yates picked it even
though the car's price is
under $20,000. cailing the
machine "the classiest top-
iess American since Mari-
lyn Monroe posed nude’)
and the Saab 900 Turbo.
“The Jag is a real prowl car.”
commented Stevens, "and
the fact that in 1988 they'll
be made on an assembly
line instead of being con-
versions makes them even
more desirable.” Cogan
agreed, saying, “It's a clas-
sic now and will continue to-
be in the future.” Lamm and
Gross both picked the 325i.
Gross's comment: “'The Yup-
pie’s favorite fliptop is a
cinch to operate .. . and it's
built like a little bank vault
stuffed with D-marks."”
Jeanes called the Saab 900
“a drophead that not only
works but also has a person-

ality. A strange personality.
of course, but it wouldn't be
a Saab otherwise.”

L ]
Best Sedan (Domestic): The
Lincoln Continental is "the
best of a still so-so lot.”
said Gross. “Americans may
build great sedans when
they raise their speed limits
to autobahn levels.” Four
other panelists agreed that
the new Continental was
no con job. “Sorry, General
Motors, but Ford has done
it again,” was Lamm’s opin-
ion. "While G.M. makes
statements, Ford makes
good cars. However, the
Pontiac Bonneville SSE also
gets high points. It's just
that it has a sort of unneces-
sary G.M. glitz about it.”
Jeanes agreed that the Lin-
coin Continental comes
closer to the standards set
by Mercedes and BMW
than anything ever built in
this country. Yates added.
“Now, guys, hold the opera
lights and the moon roof;
it's fine just the way it is.”
Cogan cast the lone dis-
senting vote, opting for the
Cadillac Sedan de Ville
with touring suspension. "A
very nice feel for a domes-
tic. Long trips are made
shorter in this one.”

L ]
Best Sedan (Forelgn): BMW
edged out Mercedes-Benz
in a close decision, three
panelists (Gross, Jeanes
and Stevens) voting for the
750iL (Gross drove it at
260 kph on the Frankfurt
autobahn and said that
“even Porsches pull over
when they see those
fiattened kidney grilles")
and two (Lamm and Yates)
putting their money on the
Mercedes 300E. (Lamm
called it "still the best
four-door sedan in the
world. Period."”) Cogan al-
so went for a Mercedes but
picked another model—
the 560SEL—saying that
“it's expensive, but if that
doesn't matter, there is no
other choice.”

L]
Best Car for a California
Coast Highway: Voting was
{concluded on page 154)







her favorite movie was the boy in the plastic
bubble—ithat should have told me something

HERE was no ex-

change of body fluids

on the first date, and

that suited both of us just

fine. 1 picked her up at sev-

en, took her to Mee Grop, where she

meticulously separated cach sliver of

mecat from her phat Thai, watched her

down four bottles of Singha at three dol-

lars per and then gently stroked her bal-

sam-smelling hair while she snoozed

through The Terminator at the Circle

Shopping Center theater. We had a late-

night drink at Rigoletto’s Pizza Bar {(and

two slices, plain cheese), and I dropped

her ofl. The moment we pulled up in

front of her apartment, she had the door

open. She turned to me with the long, el-

egant, mournful face of her Puritan an-
cestors and held out her hand.

“It’s been fun,” she said.
“Yes,” | said, taking her hand.

She was wearing gloves.

“I’ll call you,” she said.

“Good,” 1 said, giving her my richest
smile. “And I’ll call you.”

.

On the second date, we got acquaint-
ed.

“I can’t tell you what a strain it was
for me the other night,” she said, staring
down into her chocolate-mocha-fudge
sundae. It was early afternoon, we were
in Helmut’s Olde Tyme Ice Cream Par-
lor in Mamaroneck and the sun streamed
through the thick frosted windows and
lighted the place like a convalescent
home. The fixtures glowed bchind the
counter, the brass rail was bulfled o a
reflective sheen and everything smelled
of disinfectant. We were the only people
in the place.

“What do you mecan?”’ I said, my
mouth  (continued on page 116)

ILLUSTRATION BY OLIVIA DE BERARDINIS
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| think we'd

ho’s
in charge
here?

an Iirreverent
look at election
year notables

humor By Gerald Gardner



1 was elected
President twice.

My wife

We're going fo will that offect
believes me.

hove o fourth living o our lecture fees?
ex.Presiden'.

Do you know onything
besides Bridge over
Troubled Woters?
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MODERN LOVE  (.orsivacd from page 113)

“1 felt the soft flicker of her lips against mine. I love

you,” she said, I think.””

glutinous with melted marshmallow and
caramel.

“I mean Thai food, the seats in the
movie theater, the ladies’ room in that
place, for God’s sake. .. .”

“Thai food?” I wasn’t following her. 1
recalled the maneuver with the strips of
pork and the fastidious dissection of the
glass noodles. “You're a vegetarian?”

She looked away in exasperation and
then gave me the full wide-eyed shock of
her ice-blue eyes. “Have you seen the
health-department statistics on sanitary
conditions in ethnic restaurants?”

I hadn’t.

Her eyebrows leaped up. She was
earnest. She was lecturing. “These peo-
ple are refugees. They have—well,
different standards. They haven’t even
been inoculated.” I watched her dig the
tiny spoon into the recesses of the dish
and part her lips for a neat, foursquare
morsel of ice cream and fudge. “The ille-
gals, anyway. And that’s half of them.”
She swallowed with an almost impercep-
tible movement, a shudder, her throat
dipping and rising like a gazelle’s. “I got
drunk from fear,” she said. “Blind panic.
I couldn’t help thinking I’d wind up with
hepatitis or dysentery or dengue fever or
something.”

“Dengue fever?”

“I usually bring a disposable sanitary
sheet for public theaters—just think of
who might have becn in that seat before
you, and how many times, and what sort
of nasty festering little cultures of this
and that there must be in all those an-
cient dribbles of taffy and Coke and ex-
tra-butter popcorn—but I didn’t want
you to think I was too extreme or any-
thing on the first date, so I didn’t. And
then the ladies’ room. . . .” She ducked
her head and I nearly fell into her eyes,
“l mean, after all that beer. . . . You
don’t think I'm overreacting, do you?”

As a matter of fact, I did. Of course I
did. I liked Thai food—and sushi and
ginger crab and greasy souvlaki at the
corner stand, too. There was the look of
the mad saint in her cye, the obsessive,
the mortifier of the flesh, but I didn’t
care. She was lovely, wilting, clear-eyed
and pure, as cool and matchless as if
she’d stepped out of a Pre-Raphaelite
painting, and I was in love. Besides,
I tended a little that way myself.
Hypochondria. Anal retentiveness. The
ordered environment and alphabetized
books. I was a 33-year-old bachelor, 1
carried some scars and I read the news-
papers—herpes, AIDS, the Asian clap

that foiled every antibiotic in the book. I
was willing to take it slow. “No,” I said,
“l don’t think you're overreacting at
all.”

I paused to draw in a breath so deep it
might have been a sigh. “I’'m sorry,” |
whispered, giving her a doglike look of
contrition. “I didn’t know.”

She reached out then and touched my
hand—touched it, skin to skin—and
murmured that it was all right; she’d
been through worse. “If you want to
know,” she breathed, “I like places like
this.”

I glanced around. The place was still
empty but for Helmut, in a blinding-
white jump suit and toque, studiously
polishing the tile walls. “I know what
you mean,” I said.

°

We dated for a month—museums,
drives in the country, French and Ger-
man restaurants, ice-cream emporiums,
fern bars—before we kissed. And when
we kissed, after a showing of David and
Lisa at a revival house all the way up in
Rhinebeck and on a night so cold no run-
of-the-mill bacterium or commonplace
virus could have survived it, it was the
merest brushing of the lips. She was
wearing a big-shouldered coat of synthet-
ic fur and a knit hat pulled down over
her brows, and she hugged my arm as we
stepped out of the theater and into the
blast of the night. “God,” she said, “did
you see him when he screamed, “You
touched me!"? Wasn’t that priceless?”
Her eyes were big and she seemed weird-
ly excited.

“Sure,” I said, “yeah, it was great,”
and then she pulled me close and kissed
me. I felt the soft flicker of her lips
against mine,

“I love you,” she said, “I think.”

A month of dating and one dry,
fluttering kiss. At this point, you might
begin to wonder about me; but really, I
didn’t mind. As I say, I was willing to
wait—I had the patience of Sisyphus—
and it was enough just to be with her.
Why rush things? I thought. This is
good, this is charming, like the slow,
sweet unfolding of the romance in a
Frank Capra movie, where sweetness
and light always prevail. Sure, she had
her idiosyncrasies, but who didn’t?
Frankly, I'd never been comfortable with
the three-drinks, dinner-and-bed sort of
thing, the girls who come on like they’ve
been in prison for six years and just got
out in time to put on their make-up and
Jump into the passenger seat of your car.

Breda—that was her name, Breda
Drumbhill, and the very sound and syl-
labification of it made me melt—was
different.

)

Finally, two weeks after the trck to
Rhinebeck, she invited me to her apart-
ment. Cocktails, she said. Dinner. A
quiet evening in front of the tube.

She lived in Croton, on the ground
floor of a restored Victorian, half a mile
from the Harmon station, where she
caught the train each morning for Man-
hattan and her job as an editor of Anthro-
pology Today. She’d held the job since
graduating from Barnard six years earli-
er (with a double major in Rhetoric and
Alien Cultures), and it suited her tem-
perament perfectly. Field anthropolo-
gists living among the River Dayak of
Borneo or the Kurds of Kurdistan would
send her rough and grammatically tor-
tured accounts of their observations and
she would whip them into shape for pop-
ular consumption. Naturally, filth and
exotic disease, as well as outlandish cus-
toms and revolting habits, played leading
roles in her rewrites. Every other day or
so, she’d call me from work and in a
voice that could barely contain its joy
give me the details of some new and hor-
rific disease she’d discovered.

She met me at the door in a silk
kimono that featured a plunging neckline
and a pair of dragons with intertwined
tails. Her hair was pinned up as if she’d
just stepped out of the bath, and she
smelled of Noxzema and Phisoderm. She
pecked my cheek, took the bottle of Vou-
vray I held out in offering and led me in-
to the front room. “*Chagas’ disease,” she
said, grinning wide to show off her per-
fect, outsized teeth.

“Chagas’ disease?” I echoed, not quite
knowing what to do with myself. The
room was as spare as a monk’s cell. Two
chairs, a love seat and a coffee table, in
glass, chrome and hard black plastic. No
plants (“God knows what sort of insects
might live on them-—and the dirt, the
dirt has got to be crawling with bacteria,
not to mention spiders and worms and
things”) and no rug (“A breeding
ground for fleas and ticks and chig-
gers”’).

Still grinning, she steered me to the
hard-black-plastic love seat and sat
down beside me, the Vouvray cradled in
her lap. “South America,” she whis-
pered, her eyes leaping with excitement.
“In the jungle. These bugs—assassin
bugs, they're called; isn’t that wild?
These bugs bite you, and then, after
they've sucked on you awhile, they go
potty next to the wound. When you
scratch, it gets into your blood stream,
and anywhere from one to twenty years
later, you get a disease that’s like a cross
between malaria and AIDS.”

(continued on page 146)



“Louis sees me as the wind beneath his wings.” 7
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THE NATURAL HISTORY OF

essay By DAN GREENBURG

ow LoNG has lingerie been around? It has certainly
been around for quite a bit longer than Freder-

ick’s of Hollywood. Although lingerie as we

know it today was actually invented in 1723 by a

Parisian professor of art named Jean-Pierre Lingerie (pronounced
Lan-zhe-ree, incidentally—not Laun-zhe-ray, which refers to a form
of lingerie, the grass underskirt, worn on Oahu), there are definite
indications of a rudimentary type of lingerie in the Homo habilis fos-
sils unearthed by anthropologist Louis Leakey at the Olduvai Gorge
in Tanzania.

Thirty thousand years ago, Cro-Magnon woman was thought to
have used garter snakes to hold up her stockings, and before that,
Australopithecus Prometheus woman apparently wore the skins of
koala bears—the first teddies.

But back to Professor Lingerie. On a Thursday evening in Decem-
ber of 1723, an event occurred in his drafty studio in Montmartre,
where he taught life-drawing classes, that would alter forever not

only the professor’s own life but the very fabric of fashion history.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY
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n this chilly December night, Professor Lingerie’s nude model Mimi, a
plump young woman from the Pigalle district, had complained of goose

bumps. Mimi asked the professor if she could be permitted to cover herself, if

only till the goose bumps flattened a bit, and Lingerie said, What was the

point of drawing from the human body if that body were draped in folds that totally concealed it,
for God’s sake?

Teeth chattering, Mimi persisted. Exasperated, Lingerie looked about for something that
might warm his model without totally obscuring her voluptuous figure. He spied a piece of white
silk he’d been using as a paint rag—part of an old formal gown, long since discarded by his wife.
He seized it, then swiftly and irritably fashioned it into a makeshift bra and step-ins. He then
fitted his hurriedly constructed garments over the shivering young woman and returned to scruti-
nizing his students’ sketch pads.

But his students—all young men in their early 20s—seemed paralyzed. They were inexpli-
cably unable 1o move, unable to hear his entreaties to continue drawing, unable to do anything
but stand and stare at the model now draped in two hastily fashioned scraps of paint-smeared
white silk. Lingerie turned and looked in the direction of their stares and realized he had unwit-
tingly created something even perkier than a naked lady.

That night was to be Professor Lingerie’s last at teaching life drawing or anything else. He
abandoned all his students and threw himself obsessively into the design and manufacture of
what he called le cou-
vert conire le vent—lit-
erally, ‘“‘the cover
against the wind.” His
supply of paint-
smeared white silk
soon gave out, how-
ever, and he was
eventually forced to

experiment with other

materials—silk Char-

meuse, satin, Lycra,
nylon tricot, rayon acetate, polyspandex. It was to be six more weeks before he realized that the
new materials did not need to be smeared with paint.

Often students ask, “Did Lingerie invent the panty?”” Well, he did have a hand in it. Here’s
what happened. By March of 1724, Lingerie had created a line of intimate apparel that was the

talk of Paris. An entrepreneur named Jacques Panty then struck a deal with Lingerie.
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anty wanted to market Lingerie’s creations, but he thought the appellation le
couvert contre le vent too cumbersome for print ads.

Panty proposed to Lingerie that the new product be called simply

panties. Lingerie was livid and accused Panty of being a self-aggrandizing
egomaniac. Fearing that he was risking blowing a good thing, Panty quickly recanted, suggesting
that an even better name might be lingerie, and the professor perked right up.

To this day, intimate apparel the world over is known as lingerie, and only underpants are
known as panties.

Scholars have also been confused about the origin of the term Merry Widow. A few bio-
graphical facts will help.

Madame Geneviéve Lingerie was the neglected and long-suffering wife of the professor, who
spent as many as seven days a week—and often nights as well—laboring in his atelier, creating
slips, corsets, chemises, peignoirs, camisoles, teddies and bustiers pampered with princess seam-
ing and Chantilly lace. Designing, cutting, sewing, fitting and altering his creations on the actual
bodies of young Parisian models, Lingerie found the hours he was able to spend at home shrink-
ing to an alarming degree.

Indeed, in the seven years following the appearance of his prototypes for the full-cut brief
and the demicup underwire bra with front closure, Lingerie was home so infrequently that one
evening when he entered their bedroom and prepared for bed, his wife screamed and claimed not
to recognize him.

But tragedy was
soon to overtake Lin-
gerie. Working late
one night in his atel-
ier, the overzealous
inventor got his head
tangled in the straps of
a prototype garter belt

he was fitting on one of

his young models, and
before the startled girl
knew what was happening, the professor had turned blue and strangled to death.

When news of her husband’s untimely demise reached Madame Lingerie, she reportedly
burst into near-hysterical laughter that did not subside until the family physician administered a
sedative some 12 days later. Cynical neighbors dubbed Madame Lingerie the Merry Widow, and

the name stuck, to be subsequently co-opted by a Hungarian composer of operettas.
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estern scholars have long known that the best lingerie has always come from
France, Italy and the United States; but recently, the Russians have entered

the field and are trying hard to be competitive. I am often asked what it is

like and how serious a threat it is to our own.

While NATO nations have always excelled in the design and manufacture of state-of-the-art
lingerie, lately, Communist-bloc countries have made serious inroads into what was once a pri-
marily Western industry. The Slavic product is predictably weak on delicacy and sensuality but
is effective protection in contact sports, in the operation of heavy machinery and for use by female

military personnel in the frigid climate of Afghanistan.

An impressive display of combat lingerie was noted by Western observers in Moscow’s Red
Square at last year’s May Day parade. Squads of grim-faced, solidly built women commandos
trooped past the reviewing stand, decked out in canvas push-up bras, burlap bikini panties,
garter beltsmade of industrial-
strength nylon webbing and
chain-link fish-net stockings.

Althoughlingerierepresent-
atives in New York, Paris and
Milan have maintained a
public posture of noncha-
lance and even disdain for the
Soviet product, privately,
Western manufacturers of in-
timate apparel are plotzing.
They feel that there is a dan-
gerous surplus of lingerie in
the market place and that it
threatens an already shaky
world economy.

Millions of Bolshevik un-
derpants are stored in Rus-
sia’s northern latitudes, along
what has come to be known

as the V.P.L., or Visible

Panty Line. Secretary of State George Shultz and Soviet foreign minister Eduard Shevardnadze

have agreed to high-level East-West talks to discuss banning all medium- and high-cut briefs

from the international market, if a means of effective on-site verification can be agreed upon.
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ost people  know  singer-songuwriter

Tom Waits as the poet of late-naght
mrh'ufmﬁf(m areas, the bard of smoky
lounges and cue-ball moons. Bul lately,
Waits has been experimenting, both on s
past three albums, which have included
songs natled together from peces of “found
sound ™ —deafening  jackhammers, sivens,
strains of an Irish jjg—and as an actor
{(“The Cotton Club,” “"Douwn by Law,”
“Ironweed”). Writer Steve Oney showed up
al a favorite Waits hangout, a seedy café on
the fringes of downtown LA, “Wails, now
37, arrived looking wild-hatred and mystic-
eved and dressed in a parson’s black suit
and tie,” he reports. “He was msistent upon
talking mto a tape recorder for fear of being
misquoted, but he began the conversation
with the warning, "I'm going to pull your
string from time to time.””

rLaveoy: In spite of the fact that your al-
bums have won you a loyal following,
vour work is rarely heard on the radio.
What kind of payola do vou think i
would take to get disc jockeys in Des
Moines to play a few cuts from Franks
Wild Years?

warrs: Send them some frozen Cornish
game hens. That would probably do the
trick. Or mavbe some Spencer steaks.
The people who succeed today essential-
ly write jingles. It's an epidemic. Even
worse arc artists aligning themselves
with various products, cverything from
Chrysler-Plvmouth to Pepsi. I don’t sup-
port it. [ hate it. So there.

2.

eavsov: Larly in your career, some of
your songs—for instance, O ’55, which
the Eagles covered—became hus, and

' almost all of them,
ook bagk- o v o
alley poet  ted won, prey
makes noise
about music,
movies, seedy

lv—especially  on
vour past three
albums—you've
moved from hum-
mable tunes 1o
what vou call “or-

I]ars aﬂﬂ ganized  noise.”
Why?

takmg the klﬂS ""‘“l"}'-“f [ was cut-

. lil'lg ofl a very

t[] dlSﬂBﬂﬂﬂ[l small  picce  of

what | wanted to
do. I wasn't get-
ting down the

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RUVEN AFANADOR
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things | was really hearing and experi-
encing. Music with a lot of strings gets
like Perry Como after a while. It’s why 1
don’t reallv work with the piano much
anymore. Like, anybody who plays the
piano would thrill at secing and hearing
one thrown off a 12-story building,
watching it hit the sidewalk and bemng
there to hear that thump. 1t’s like school.
You want to watch it burn.

3.

rLavsov: To create a marketable pop
song, do you have to sell out?

warts: Popular music is like a big party,
and 1's a thrll sneaking in rather than
being mmvited. Every once in a while, a
guy with his shirt on inside out, wearing
lipstick and a pillbox hat, gets a chance
to speak. I've always been afraid 1 was
going 1o tap the world on the shoulder for
20 vears and when it fnally turned
around, | was going to forget what I had
tosay. | was always afraid | was going to
do something in the studio and hate i,
put it out, and it was going to become a
hit. So I'm neurotic about it.

4,

rLaveoy: Who was Harry Partch, and
what did he mean to you?

warTs: He was an innovator. He built all
his own instruments and kind of ook the
American hobo experience and designed
instruments from ideas he gathered trav-
eling around the United States in the
Thirties and Forties. He used a pump or-
gan and industrial water bottles, created
enormous marimbas. He died in the ear-
Iy Seventics, but the Harry Partch
Ensemble stll performs at festivals. It's
a little arrogant to say 1 see a relation-
ship between his stufl and mine. I'm very
crude, but I use things we hear around
us all the time, built and found instru-
ments—things that aren’t normally con-
sidered instruments: dragging a chair
across the floor or hiving the side of a
locker real hard with a two-by-four, a
freedom bell, a brake drum with a major
imperfection, a police bullhorn. It's
more interesting. You know, 1 don't like
straight lines. The problem is that most
instruments are square and music is al-
ways round.

5.

rLavsov: Considering your predisposi-
tions, which modern artists do you like to
listen 1o?

walrs: Prince. He's out there. He's un-
compromising. He's a real fountainhead.

$ T 1 0 N §

Takes dangerous chances. He's androgy-
nous, wicked, voodoo. The Replace-
ments have a great stance. They like
distortion. Their concerts are like insect
rituals. I like a lot of rap siufl, because
i's real, immediate. Generally, 1 like
things as they begin, because the indus-
try tears at vou. Most artists come out
the other side like a dead carp.

6.

PLAYROY: What do vou think of when you
hear the name Barry Manilow?

warTs: Expensive furniture and clothes
that you don’t feel good in.

7.

pLavsoy: In your musical career, vou've
tricd to retain maximum creative con-
trol; vet within the past few vears, vou've
become more and more involved in the
most collaborative of all media, theater
and film. What's the auracuon?

watrs: It's thrilling to sce the insanity of
all these people brought together like this
life-support system to create something
that’s really made out of smoke. The
same thing draws me to it that draws me
to making records—you fashion these
things and ideas into your own monster.
It's making dreams. [ like that.

8.

pLaveov: In Tronweed, you worked with
Jack Nicholson and Meryl Streep. What
did you learn from them?

waits: Nicholson’s a consummate story-
teller. He's like a great bard. He says he
knows about beauty parlors and train-
vards and everything in hetween. You
can learn a lot from just watching him
open a window or tie his shoes. It's great
1o be privy to those things. I watched ev-
erything—watched them build charac-
ters from picces of things in people they
have known. It's like they build a doll
from Grandmother's mouth and Aunt
Betty's walk and Ethel Merman’s pos-
ture, then they push their own truthful
feelings through that exterior. They're
great at it

9,

pravBov: Have there been musical bene-
fits from involvement in theater and flm?
warts: Just that I'm more comfortable
stepping into characters in songs. On
Franks Wild Years, 1 did it in I'll Take New
York and Straight to the Top. U've learned
how to be dillerent musical characters
without [eeling like I'm (‘clipsillg myself.
On the contrary, you discover a whole
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family living inside you.
10.

rraveov: Three vears ago. you made much
ado about leaving Los Angeles for Man-
hattan. You praised New York as “a great
town for shoes,” but now you're back in
California. What happened?

walrts: | was developing tourette  syn-
drome. I was blurting out obseenities in
the middle of Lighth Avenue. | turned into
an eraserhead. But it's been arrested.
With rescarch, there is hope,

pLaveov: I you were to give a tour of LA,
what sights would vou include?

walts: Let’s see. For chicken, [ suggest the
Red Wing Hatchery near Tweedy Lane in
south central LA, We're talking both
frvers and ritual chickens. Hang one over
the door to keep out evil spirits; the other
goes on your plate with paprika. For your
other shopping needs, wy B.C.D. Market
on Temple. Best produce in town; also
good pig knuckles, always important in
vour dining plans. Ask for Bruce. Below
the Earth. on Hill Street, is the best spot
for female impersonators; then you're go-
ing to want to be looking into those pickled
eggs at the Frolic Room, by the bus sta-
tion. Guy behind the bar has the same
birthday as me, and his name is Tom. Fi-
nally, vou have to take in Bongo Bean,
who plays the sax on the sidewalk i front
of the Hotel Figueroa. We're talking Pen-
nies from Heaven time. Bongo is tall, good-
looking, there most every night. Accept no
substitutes.

12.

rravBoy: While L.A. may be your stomping
grounds, vour other great love is the wee-
hours world of America’s big cities. From
all your wavels, what have been vour fa-
vorite dives?

warrs: The Sterling Hotel, in Cleveland.

Great lobby. Good place to sit with the old
men and watch Rock Hudson movies.
Then there’'s the Wilmont Hotel, in
Chicago. The woman behind the desk, her
son's the Marlboro man. There’s the
Alamo Hotel, in Ausun, Texas, where [
rode in an elevator one night with Sam
Houston Johnson. He spit tobacco juice
into a cup while we talked. Let's see: The
Swiss American Hotel 1s San Francisen's
insanc asvlum. The Paradise Motel, right
here on Sunset in LA, It's nice in the sum-
mer when there’s a carnival across the
street. And, oh, the Talt. I think they're a
chain. You can probably get off a train in
just about any town, get into a taxi and
say, “Take me to the Taft Hotel” and wind
up somewhere unsavory. Yeah, sav, “Take
me to the Taft, and step on it.”

13.

rLavsoy:  Despite vour reputation and
songs that glorify hard living and carous-
ing, vou've been married seven years and
have two children. How do vou balance
vour domestic and creative lives?

warts: My wife’s been great. I've learned a
lot from her. She's Irish Catholic. She's

got the whole dark forest living inside of

her. She pushes me into areas I would
not go, and I'd say that a lot of the things
I'm trving to do now, she's encouraged.
And the kids? Creatively, they're astonish-
ing. The way they draw, you know? Right
ofl the page and onto the wall. [t's like you
wish you could be that open.

14.

raveoy: Do you do  all-American-dad
things, such as go to Disneyland?

walrs: Disnevland is Vegas for children.
When I went with the kids, I just about
had a stroke. It’s the oppesite of what they
say it is. It's not a place to nurture the
imagination. It’s just a big clearance sale
for uscless items. I'm not going back, and

“Something to give me a heightened sensitivity lo
the promases of life.”

the kids won't be allowed 1o return until
they're 18, out of the house. And even
then, I would block their decision.

15.

PLAYBOY: Your songwriting technique is
very unusual. Instead of sitting down at a
piano or synthesizer, you hole up alone
somewhere with nothing but a tape re-
corder. Why do vou work that way?
warts: I don’t want to sound spiritual. but
1 try to make an antenna out of myself, a
lightning rod out of mysell, so whatever is
out there can come in. It happens in
different places, in hotels, in the car—
when someone else is driving. 1 bang on
things, slap the wall, break things—what-
ever is in the room. There are all these
things in the practical world that yvou deal
with on a practical level, and you don’t no-
tice them as anything but what yvou need
them w be. But when I'm writing, all
these things turn into something else, and
[ see them differently—almost like T've
taken a narcotic. Somebody once said I'm
not a musician but a tonal engineer. [ like
that. It’s kind of clinical and primitive at
the same time.

16.

rravboy: While you may strive for musical
crudity. lyrically you're quite sophisticat-
ed—interior rhyvmes, classical allusions
and your hallmark, a great car for the ver-
nacular. In a sense, vou're the William Sa-
fire of street patois, rescuing such phrases
as walking Spanish—inebriated saunter—
and even coining some pretty good lingo of
vour own, such as rain dogs: stray pcople
who, like animals after a shower, can’t find
their markings and wander aimlessly.
What are some of your other favorite bits
of slang, phrases you'd like to see get more
evervday use?

waiTs: For starters, 1'd like to see the term
wooden kimono return to the lexicon.
Means coffin. Think it originated in New
Orleans, but I'm not certain. Another one
I like 1s woll uckets, which mecans bad
news, as 1 someone who is bad news or
generally insubordinate. In a semtence,
vou'd say, “Don’t fuck with me, I'm pass-
ing out woll tickets.” Think it's either
Baltimore Negro or wrn-of-the-century
railroadese. There's one more. Don’t know
where it came from, but I like it: Satur-
daynightitis. Now, it’s what happens to
vour arm when you hang it around a chair
all night at the movies or in some bar, try-
ing to make points with a prety girl.
When vour arm goes dead from that sort
of action, you've got Saturdaynightitis.

17.

rraveoyv: You have said that you'd rather
hear music over a crackly AM car radio
than over the best sound system. What's
the matter with a good CD player?

walrs: 1 like to take music out of the envi-
ronment it was grown in. [ guess I'm al-
ways aware ol the atmosphere that I'm
listening to something in as much as [ am



of what I'm listening to. It can influence
the music. It's like listening to Mahalia
Jackson as you drive across Texas. That’s
different from hearing her in church. It's
like taking a Victrola into the jungle, you
know? The music then has an entirely
different qu.dlty You integrate it into vour
world and it doesn’t become the focus of'it
but a condiment. It becomes the sound
track for the Ailm that vou're living.

18.

PLAYBOY: Your score for One from the Heart
was nominated for an Oscar. Did you en-
jov writing it enough to try another?
wairts: Working on One from the Heart was
almost a Brill Building approach to song-
writing—sitting at a piano in an office,
writing songs like jokes. | had always had
that fantasy, so I jumped at the chance to
do it. I've been offered other films, but I've
turned 'em down. The director comes o
vou and says, “Here, I've got this thing
here, this broken toy.” And in some cases,
he says, “Can you fix it?”7 Or maybe he
just wants interior decorating or a haircut.
So you have to be sure you're the right
man for the job. Sort of like being a doctor.
Rest in bed; get plenty of fluids.

19.

pLaveoy: You've remarked that Franks
Wild Years is the end of a musical period
for you, the last part of a trilogy of albums
that began with Swordfishtrombones. Have
you turned a corner? Is this album vour
last experimentation with the scavenger
school of songwriting?

warts: [ don’t know if 1 wrned a corner,
but I opened a door. I kind of found a new
scam. | threw rocks at the window. I'm
not as frightened by technology mavbe as
I used to be. On the past three albums, 1
was cxploring the hydrodynamics of my
own peculiarities. | don't know what the
next one will be. Harder, maybe louder.
Things are now a little more psychedelic
for me, and they're more ethnic. 'm look-
ing toward that part of music that comes
from my memories, hearing Los Tres Aces
at the Continental Club with my dad when
I was a kid.

20.

pi.aveoy: How far would vou go to avoid
getting a star on Hollywood Boulevard?

wairs: I don’t think it works that wav. It's
pretty much that you pay for it. I'm not
big on awards. They're just a lot of head-
lights stapled to your chest, as Bob Dylan
said. ['ve gotten only one award in my life,
from a place called Club Tenco in lraly.
They gave me a guitar made out of tiger-
eve. Club Tenco was created as an alterna-
tive to the big San Remo Festival they have
every vear. [tU's to commemorate the death
ol a big singer whose name was Tenco and
who shot himself in the heart because he'd
lost at the San Remo Festival. For a while,
it was popular in Italy for singers to shoot
themselves in the heart. That's my award.
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emocracy is a growth business.” declares John Aristotle
Phillips, 32, who ought 1o know. His Washington, D.C.—
based company, Aristotie Industries, is the naton’s first
and largest political-campaign-soltware company; it stream-
lines campaign chores such as fund raising, mailings and
polling, and sells the programs at prices even a novice pol can
aflord. ““We're making political technology available to anyone
who wants to take part in the democratic process,”” explains
Phillips. A tireless sclf-promoter, he unashamedly calls his compa-
ny a ‘K mart for office seckers.” (In addition to selling franchises,
AL offers a frequent-buver plan, with VCRs and cruises among
the incentives.) Phillips is no stranger to notorietv—he was
dubbed the “A-bomb kid™ as a Princeton junior in 1976, when his
research paper on how to build a nuclear homb almost fell into
Pakistani hands and triggered a diplomatic storm—but the 1988
campaigns should give him and his I1-vear-old company plenty of
attention. Already, more than 2000 winners and losers have
bought the software, and current customers include Representa-
uve Richard Gephardt, Senator Llovd Bentsen and ABC, which
' uses it to analyze candidates’ financial
backgrounds. Although Phillips himself
undertook two unsuccessful Congres-
sional campaigns (1980 and 1982} in
Connecticut as a Democrat, he
maintains a strictly nonpartisan
stance when it comes 1o business.
“After all,” he reckons, “if we sold
to only one side, we'd have to charge
twice as much.”—ED DWYER

TONY COSTA

RUVEN AFANADOR

| BRINGING
THE WAR
BACK HOME

Forest Whitaker, a
big bear of an ac-
tor with the soft-
est voice, 15 still
making his name
in uniform. A veter-
an of Platoon. he’s al-
50 appeanng wn this
years take on the war,
Good Morning, Vietnam, a

M*A*S*H-like dark comedy
starring Robin Willams as an
Armed Forces radio disc jockey.
"l always wanted to do a project
on Vietnam, the nght project
When Platoon came along. | knew
it was it,” Whitaker says. "l think
the war still needs to be under
stood.” A product of the USC
School of Drama, Whitaker, 26,
hustled a memorable game of pool
from Paul Newman in The Color of
Money, played a detective in
Stakeout and has learned the sax
to play Charlie Parker in his upcom
ing film biography. I don’t mind
if | play good guys or bad or
crazy guys.” Whitaker says. “"as
long as they have something to
say’’ AMY ENGELER

Serious Laughs

it's no wonder that Margaret Smith, 33,
is known as the Emily Dickinson of
comedy. She looks frail, frazzled and
deadly serious, even on stage at a
comedy club, where she mumbles
sorry-sounding punch lines about
her alienated social life and her
crackpot family. “It's that time of

the month again,” she sighs.

“The rent's due.” Her romantic

life is terrible—"I'm always
attracted to men | can’t have.

My first love was the guy on

the dime”—but her career

is going great. She’s been

on the HBO young come-

dians’ special, has a role in the
Upcomina‘\'ﬁbes, with Jeff Goldblum,

and has even learned talk-show etiquette
(when David Letterman invited her to take a
seat next to him on Late Nig:g she droned
wearily, “No, thanks, I've n sitting all
day”’). Now there’s even talk of a sitcom, But
will success cost Smith her cynical edge?
*Cynical?” she asks, sounding genuinely
surprised. “Cynicism implies that you don't
have any hope, and | could never preach
that. I'm more like an idealist who gets let
down all the time.” —MICHAEL KAPLAN



NEW AGE IN A CAN

hen AndyNarell was eight years old, his father—a
Jewish social worker on Manhattan’s Lower East
Side—began using steel drums as a lure to keep young gang members off
the street. The instrument has a legacy that intrigued the disadvantaged
youths—it had been created out of 55-gallon oil barrels by blacks in /
Trinidad in the late Thirties and Forties when oppressive British colonial-
ists outlawed conga drums. But no one was more intrigued than young
Narell himself, and now, at the age of 33, he’s the acknowledged
master—which makes him a major star in the Caribbean, where the
drum is a national treasure. “l can’t even get through customs with-
out being recognized,” he boasts. “I walk down the street and
people call out my name” Now that he’s recording with Wind-
ham Hill, the company that has cornered the market on New
Age music, Narell may get similar acclaim from stressed-out
Yuppies. But that doesnt put him in the New Age slot. “It's a
delicate subject,” he admits. “My music is for stimulating, not 8
meditating. This whole New Age thing is just a name for a ©00gg
bunch of people they couldn't find a category for.”
—MICHAEL TENNESEN

“A lot of actresses stop getting roles when they turn 40, (‘umpldin%‘]ulie
Carmen, “and I'm not the type to live on a scrapbook.” So Carmen is
preparing an unusual fallback career, as a psychoanalyst. Cur rently in
her fourth year of training, she also plans to nail down a Ph.D.,

which hasn’t intimidated casting directors: Carmen, 29, has just
finished her biggest role to date, as the
fiery, sharp-tongued lemale lead
in Robert Redford’s long-
awaited The Milagro Bean-
field War, 1o be followed by
that of a lusty peasant oppo-
site. Raul Julia i The Peni-
tent. With a very mixed
heritage, Carmen isn’t wor-
ried about being stercotyped
as a Hispanic. 1 don’t accept
Chiquita Banana roles,” she
insists. “*Milagro doesn’t have
any derivative characters;
they're all unique, whole hu-
man beings. 1 think 1t will
help do what La Bamba has
already started—bust open
the door lor Hispanic proj-
ects.” That boom will no
doubt mean more work for
Carmen, but she isn’t giving
up her psychoanalytic train-
ing. “In that profession, the
older you are, the better you
gct. That's not always the
case with acting.”—JAN GOLAB

RAUL VEGA
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SERING DAYLIGHT ot o o

“Reaganism is finished, whoever is elected in 1988.
IU’s an epusode of the American past.”

has been the dominant ethos of the coun-
try, when we feel we can best deal with our
problems through private means, through
the dercgulated market, and so on. In this
regard, the Eighues are evidently a re-en-
actment of the Eisenhower Fifties, as the
Fifties were a re-enactment of the Twen-
ties, the Harding, Coolidge, Hoover years.

These periods in which private interest
is the dominant value tend to run on for a
while, and then thev're replaced by peri-
ods in which public purpose becomes pre-
domimant. These, oo, come in 30-yvear
intervals. Theodore Roosevelt in 1901,
Franklin Roosevelt in 1933, John Kennedy

in 1961, What happens is that cach of

these phases of the cycle runs its natural
course. A time of reform, idcalism, and so
on, is very exhilarating for a while. But
the Presidents are rather demanding—
Presidents such as Theodore Roosevelt,
Woodrow Wilson, Franklin  Roosevelt,
Kennedy. They call upon the people o
think abour public affairs, o get involved
as they support actions of one sort or an-
other. They call for change. All of this, aft-
er being exciting for a time. begins to pall.
It begins to wear people out. They get ex-
hausted by the process and somewhat dis-

illusioned by the results. So, after a tme,
they're ready lor a change in a more con-
servative direction, and they're verv re-
sponsive to leaders who come along and
say, “"You don’t have 1o worry about poli-
tics; vou don’t have o worry about public
affairs. You can concentrate on the private
aspects ol life. Turn everyvthing over o
the free market, The free market will take
care of your problems. Your problems will
solve themselves.” For exhausted people,
this has an attractive appeal. So then we
enter periods of private interest. in which
ceveryone s told that he serves the com-
monwealth best by serving his own inter-
est, and in which self-interest becomes the
general modus vivend:.

These pertods go on for a while, and
then they, wo, run their natural course,
because the problems neglected during
these times become acute and threaten 10
become intolerable. At the same ume, peo-
ple begin o get increasingly frustrated by
the vistas of life held out by self-interest
and materialism. They want some larger
meaning than chasing a fast buck. After a
time, they begin to ask not what their
country can do for them but what they can
do for their country. When they get to that

point, they're ready for a new phase.

Is that where you think we ave now—ready
to chuck Reagan conservatism?

Reaganism is finished. Whoever is elect-
ed in 1988 will not be a Reaganite, even if
a Republican wins. Neither Robert Dole
nor George Bush is a vrue-blue ideological
Reaganite. So 1 think Reaganism is an
episode of the American past.

But this conservative cyele really began
with Jimmy Carter—not with Ronald
Reagan. Carter was the most conservative
Democratc President since Grover Cleve-
land. After the natonal tvaumas of the
Sixties and Seventies—the assassinations,
the Vietnam war, the riots in the cities, the
student demonstrations, Watergate—peo-
ple got tired and disillusioned: The cit-
zenty began to welcome the idea that they
might not have to think about the public
sphere. People became eager for a period
ol respite, and Carter, in a way, was a
reflection of that mood. But even though
Carter’s appointments were a good deal
better than Reagan's, his policies were not
dissimilar 1o Reagan’s.

Sull, the country ultimately became disillu-
sioned with Carter.

Yes. So we got a Republican ex—movie
star who said, “Don’t worrv. We're going
to stand tall and our problems will solve
themselves.” And luck was with Reagan
tor a considerable period. And as long as
tuck was with him, the people forgave him
almost anything and the press overlooked
what it knew about his deficiencies as a
manager of cvents. But that time is over.




Too many things have happened. Prob-
lems are not solving themselves, they are
compounding. The public is beginning to
be ready for something clse.

When Presidents overrcach. as Reagan
has done, they set in motion corrective
forces to redress the balance of the Consti-
wton. Let me give you an example. Some
say that the growth ol the evangelical right
is a sign that the country is moving lurther
to the right and that the cycle will remain
with the Republicans. But in terms of the
Republicans, what are seen as strengths
are reallv the source of their undoing. The
fact s, the stronger the right wing and
the stronger the evangelical right becomes,
the more itsplits the Republican Party itself.

Why iy that?

Because the Republican Party 1s an un-
stable alliance between big business and a
bunch of zealots from the Bible Belt, 1w
oversimplifv. What businessmen who sup-
port Reagan care about is reducing regula-
tnon and taxes. Thev couldn’t care less
about school pl.l_\(!. As for abortion, they
make use of it all the ume. Some of their
best friends are homosexuals. And so on.
So that whole agenda of the evangelicals is
antithetical o mainstream  Republicans.
Yuppies don’t like it: big business doesn’t
like it. That's why the more powerful the
zealots become, the more they split the
Reagan coalition. I'm not worried about
the right. I think the Republicans would
be likely to face a tough time in 1988 even
if the Iran/Contra scandal, which first
weakened Reagan, had never happened.

In your book “The Cycles of American His-
tory,” writlen bwo years ago, vou predicted
very accurately when things would begin to
unravel for the Reagan Presidency—about
the time the lran/Contra scandals broke.
What did you know that the vest of us didn't?

Well, T thought that Reaganism was
running out ol steam. Of course, no one
could have predicted the lran/Contra
scandals, but they were an added henefit
that speeded up the end of the Reagan cy-
cle. However, in the months before the
scandal broke, vou could see that Reagan-
ism was coming apart—the debacle art
Revkjavik. and so on. This culminated in
the Democrats’ taking the Senate in the

November 1986 clection. a certain sign of

change. By then, there was a general real-
ization of what people had unconsciously
known for a long time: that Reagan was a
negligent  Chief  Execnuve who  really
didn’t know what wis going on a lotof the
time. Then the scandals broke and here
we arc—Bedtime for Bonzo.

There has been a lot of talk about the men-
tal state of the President. Do you think he
s loxing lus grasp?

He seems as competent to me as he ever
did. He doesn’t seem to me any dopier
than he did i 1981,

Then do you think that people ave noticing
his mental lapses more?

No. people are wniting about them: |
think thev've alwavs noticed them. The
lact is, the press covered up lor Reagan.

The press knew periectly well how he spun
along. and he got things wrong, he invent-
ed things and he couldn’t remember any-
thing. Nothing new about any of this.

The press covered up for him. The rea-
son it covered up is that it discovered
when 1t wrote honestly about Reagan that
his popularity was such that it got into
trouble. The press has such great paranoia
anvway—it’s always alraid of being un-
popular. So it just gave up trying to tell the
truth about a popular President.

Now that his popularity is considerably
less, the press is prepared to tell the wruth.
But I find it hard 10 believe that there has
been any marked deterioraton. He seems
to me the same old fellow. If you read
David Stockman’s book on Reagan—T7The
Trivmph of Politics—the man he describes
in 1981 and 1982 was pretty much the
same guy.

Do you feel that the Iran/Conra scandal
way as serious lustovically as Watergate?

I think it was diflerent from Watergate
in that Watergate was purelv domestic.
[ran/Contra had the eflect of restraining
this  Administration from taking more
reckless, mindless initiatives in foreign
allairs. And | think that's very good. Peo-
ple talk about “the horrors™ of a crippled
Presidency—but when a President is the
kind to do stupid things, itU's much better
to have him crippled. 1 think that the best
situation would be to have this Adminis-
tration in a state ol passivity for the last
vear, rather like the last two vears of the
Lisenhower Admnistration.

But. to answer vour question, ves, his-
torically, Iran/Confra will be seen as more

serious, because Watergate was a kind of

dirty trick in domestic politics, while this
affair was an effort 1o manipulate loreign
policv. It was characterized by secrecy
and duplicity. carried to inordinate and
probably illegal lengths. And it affected
our relations with other countries. 111 be
a long time before other countries are go-
ing to take seriously anvthing that the
President of the United States or the Secre-
tarv ol State savs o them.

Did you also predict the stock-market
crash?

One had to assume that the various
bubbles would burst—the budget deficit,
the trade deficit, public and private debt.
The illusion of Reagan prosperity was
bound to go. | didn’t know when, but 1
wasn't surprised.

The curious thing about this present sit-
uvation is that where a President such as
Hoover inherited a mess and couldn’t real-
Iv be blamed for it. Reagan created this
one. This is a needless, gratutous econom-
ic mess the country is in. He created it by
this folly of supply-side economics—the
notion that the more vou lower taxes,
the greater the revenue will be—which
George Bush properly called voodoo eco-
nomics in the 1980 campaign. And so
what Reagan did was cut taxes lor the
rich. cut social programs for the poor and
increase spending for defense. And it was
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those policies, not some ineluctable natu-
ral law, that created the present mess.

I was talking with Felix Rohatyn—he is
the man who rescued New York City from
bankruptcy—and he remarked that Rea-
gan has done to the United Siates what
Juan Perén did to Argentina, except where
Peron turned the country over to the
unions, Reagan has turned it over to the
speculators. And that’s what the notion of
greed as the prime motive in life inevitably
produced.

What kind of peril are we in now?

I'm no economist, but judging by what
happened in 1929, we’ll have a time of sta-
bilization, then the market will fall again,
then a time of stabilization, and then the
market will fall again, until things will be-
gin to reach more natural values—not
pumped up by speculator fever, by lever-
aged buy-outs and by all this nonsense.

The problem is whether we can pursue a
policy that won’t tip us into a depression.

So when listorians look back on the Eighi-
tes, will they interpret the Reagan eva as a
time in which contenl was divorced from
Jorm—an which style became everything?

Yes. And why should we be surprised?
This is a President whose years as a young
man were marked by his experiences as a
movie actor-—and [ don’t think that can be
overestimated in understanding him. The
result 1s that you get this tenuous sense of
reality where lile is defined by scripts—
where the script requires you, in the
course of the day, to have the world de-
stroyed by nuclear war, and then you go
home and have a swim, have a drink, and
life goes on. I don’t think Reagan has that
kind of vivid sense of reality that other
Presidents had. It’s almost suggested by
the fact that he doesn’t seem to age. He's
been in office for six years, he’s quite old,
and he’s still the youngest, best-looking
man of his age in the country, especially
among those who’ve been operated on for
cancer and shot in the chest. Everybody
ages under the pressure of responsibility.
Franklin Roosevelt was 13 years younger
than Reagan when he died, and he had
aged terribly. Kennedy aged in his short
time in office. But Reagan docsn’t age! If
you don’t feel the responsibility, it doesn’t
age you.

You talk about Reagan’s being an actor.
Do you think his success was all packaging?

No. I think Reagan is the triumph of a
man who earnestly believed in something.
And he believed in it in bad times as well
as good. He went up and down the coun-
try expounding his gospel, and eventually
the cycle turned from public purpose to
private purpose, and it was his time. |
don’t think it was a triumph of packaging;
I think it was a triumph of commitment.
Substantive commitment.

Reagan, whatever he did, got where he
is by not compromising on his convictions,
whatever the polls said. 1 think that Rea-
gan is proof of the power of conviction pol-
itics. Nothing has been more damaging
than the notion that to succeed in politics,

you must move toward the center. The two
most successful politicians in the United
States in the past 50 vears have been
Franklin Roosevelt and Ronald Reagan.
And both of them were conviction politi-
cians—they stood for what they belicved.
This struggle right now within the Demo-
cratic Party to move toward the center is
wrong. There’s a fecling among Democrat-
ic leaders that, damaged or not, Reagan
had a secret, and if we Democrats could
only learn that secret, we could succeed,
too. That secret was, essentially, 1o be
promilitary, probusiness, antilabor, anu-
black—in other words, for the Democrats
to become as much like the Republicans
as possible.

The last thing this country needs is two
Republican Parties. It’s a disastrous direc-
tion for the Democrats to take, because if’
the country is in a conservative mood, if
it's in the conservative phase of the cycle,
it's going to choose the real thing every
time, not a pallid, unconvincing Demo-
cratic imitation. The Democratic Leader-
ship Council, essentially, as [ read its
statement, stands for Reaganism with a
human face. And when you look at people
such as Bill Bradley, who was for aid to
the Contras, who's for Star Wars, well, I
don’t see what relationship these people
have to the Democratic Party. If the Dem-
ocratic Party is going to succeed, it’s going
to succeed the same way Ronald Reagan
succeeded, and that is by believing in
something in bad times as well as good,
and standing for it.

What do you think of the curvent crop of
Democratic candidales?

I think they’re a pretty capable group.
As the old joke goes, one friend asks anoth-
er, “How’s your wife?”” And the other says,
“Compared with what?” So, compared
with Ronald Reagan? Any of them. Even a
Republican. I think Bush and Dole are
pretty capable people. The value of the
primary process is to sort things out, let
people show their qualities, and I don't
think it's too bad a situation.

Whom do you like in your oumn party?

Among the declared candidates, Paul
Simon and Mike Dukakis are the ones who
interest me the most.

And Simon wears bow ties, as you do.

Anv man who wears bow ties inspires
confidence.

What do you see happening on the Repub-
lican side?

I don’t think either Bush or Dole would
have the capacity, or perhaps even the de-
sire, to replicate Reaganism. It's hard 1o
tell about Bush. He’s a decent man, a civi-
lized man, but I think the Vice-Presidency
1s a destructive oftice. 1 have a chapter in
Cycles arguing for the abolition of the Vice-
Presidency. It’s not only pointless but, far
from equipping people for the Presiden-
cy, it handicaps them. 1 think Hubert
Humphrey would have made a much bet-
ter President in 1964 than he would have
after four ycars of Vice-Presidency. The
reason 1s that the Vice-President has noth-

ing o do except echo the President, wait
around for the President to die. And after a
time, il he's Vice-President long enough—
and a loyal one, as modern Vice-Presi-
dents feel they have 10 be—he begins o
lose his sense ol his own identity. If vou
keep spending all your time defending
someone else'’s views automatically, after a
while, it’s destructive of your own convic-
tions. The only reason Harrv Truman was
such an effective President was that he was
Vice-President lor such a short time.

And your prediction?

Politics is totally unpredictable. In
1940, if anvone had predicted that the
next President of the United States after
Franklin Rooscvelt would be a back-bench
Senator from Missouri, that the President
after that would be an unknown major in
the Army and that the President after that
would be a kid then in college, no one
would have believed it. And vet Truman,
Eisenhower and Kennedy were the next
three Presidents.

How do you feel about such campaign is
sues as adullery and marijuana?

I think they're ridiculous—American
poliics has reached a new low when a
reporter asks a candidate for President
whether he ever committed adultery.
When private behavior aflects public be-
havior, that's a different matter. If a man’s
likely to get drunk when he'’s making deci-
sions, then that’s something the public has
a right to know about. But 1 don’t think
marijuana and adultery are issues.

At the ume that the Gary Hart case was
breaking, I was atiending the ceremony
for the Robert Kennedy Book Awards.
The award was made to David Garrow for
his biography of Martin Luther King, Jr.
The runner-up was a book about Cambo-
dia by Elizabeth Becker of The Washington
Post. 1 was chatting with Garrow and
Becker and we discussed the fact that
King, like Hart, was a man of convulsive
and disorderly sexual habits. Yet King was
a very noble fellow and did great things for
the republic.

Pol Pot of Cambaodia, on the other hand,
was a man of exemplary behavior, a model
of hidelity. No one ever accused him of
even having lust in his heart. Perfect on the
adulterv standard. All ke did was murder
3,000,000 of his countrymen.

Talking about disorderly sex habils, you
were in the White House while [ .K. was
presumably having his flings. If cveryone
knew abowd it, why wasn’t it reported?

You say evervone knew about it;  didn’t
know about it. Look, i all the women who
claimed to have slept with John Kennedy
had done so, he wouldn’t have had any
time for anything else. A1 can tell you is
that during the entire period T worked in
the White House. | was not aware ol any
goings on or of any interruptions of his
public responsibilities because of them.

Do you think that the tainl survounding
Ted Kennedys  personal  life—including
Chappaquiddick—zuill ever disappear?

In the year 2000, Teddy Kennedy will
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be younger than Ronald Reagan is today.
He's been an excellent Senator and has
strong and clear views. I think the Nineties
will be much more congenial for Ted
Kennedy.

And by then, he will be old enough that his
sex life 1s no longer an issue?

I hope one never gets o old. 1 say that
having just passed my 70th birthday.

Given the stale of this Presidency, do you
think Reagan might do what embattled leacd-
ers hustorically do—look for foreign adven-
ture as a diversion, especially in the closing
days of s Presidency?

I don’t think so. I know people have
that fear. People such as Colonel North
might like to do just that. But others, such
as Secrctary of State George Shultz and
Treasury Secretary Jim Baker, are going to
urge restraint. I think Reagan must have
enough sense of reality to know that this
would be something that would horrify
Congress and the people. And in general.
also, he’s been rather cautious and
eflusive. He pulled the Armed Forces out
of Lebanon rather quickly. True, he invad-

ed Grenada shortly thereafier, an island of

100,000 with no army, navy and air force.
But against more conscquential opposi-
tion, I don’t think he’ll do much—for in-
stance, in Nicaragua. Anvthing’s possible,

but that’s not a high-priority worry of

mine.
You were one of Kennedy's top advisors
during the Bay of Pigs invasion. What are

the parallels between American policy toward
Cuba in the Sixties and American policy to-
ward Nicaragua in the Eighties?

I think there are many parallels. The
Bay of Pigs, of course, was an operation
the Kennedy Administration  inherited
Irom the Eisenhower Administration. It is
something I doubt would have originated
with President Kennedy himsell. It was
already in an advanced stage of training.
More than 1200 Cubans had been assem-
bled in Guatemala. Something had to be
done with them. The choice was between
disbanding them., which would have
caused problems, or letting them go
ahead. The problems caused by disband-
ing them might have been less serious than
the problems caused by going ahcad. At
any rate, I opposed things, and my view
did not prevail. We did go ahead.

There are many illusions that guided
the planning of that operation and that
exist with the current conduct of the Cen-
tral American policy today. The Bay of
Pigs was based on the assumption that an
invasion would cause uprisings behind the
lines in Cuba, defections from Cuban mili-
tia, and this was to strike a great respon-
sive chord in the country..No onc thought
that 1200 exiles could overthrow Castro.
But the 1200 exiles and the support that
they would presumably ignite inside the
country were thought to be enough to do
it. It’s the same illusion here: that the Con-
tras have all sorts of support within

Nicaragua itsell. Obviouslv, the Sandi-
nistas have probably very much narrowed
their support in recent tmes. But sull,
they've armed a lot of people in the coun-
try. They don’t seem to fear the populace’s
having arms—they are not likely o arm
people who will turn against them. What's
more, there is no indication that the Con

tras are more popular in Nicaragua than
the Sandinistas. So the notion that a Contra
mvasion of Nicaragua is going to set ofl
great anti-Sandinista uprisings behind the
line is as wrong, I'd imagine. as the notion
that the CIA had about Cuba in 1961.

What are the other parallels?

We arc secing a dependence on the CIA
to make foreign policy—which was cer-
tainly the case in 1961. [ don’t know what
the situation is today, but | wouldn't be
surprised il the covert-action people had
sought assessments lrom the intelligence
branch of the CIA as to the probability of
the Contras™ defeating the Sandinistas—
and been spectacularly wrong.

What are the dangers of covert action?

Well, the short-run dangers of covert ac-
tion are that you make mistakes by involv-
ing vourself in the internal allairs of other
countries you don’t know well enough.
You choose the wrong people. You place
the credibility and reputation of the Unit-
ed States in the hands of a lot of con men
and do not achieve the results you expect.
The long-run danger is that vou might
achieve those results, in which case vou
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interrupt the normal political evolution of

the country.

Guatemala, for example: In 1954, the
CIA intervened successfully to overthrow
the regime. They got, in consequence, a
dictatorship of the right that is far worse
than the earlier regime. Iran: The CIA
intervened  successfully 1o overthrow
Mossadegh in 1953, We first got the shah,
and now we have Khomeini. Today, we'd
be so happy to settle for Mossadegh. But
by preventing a sort of almost secular na-
tionalist like Mossadegh from staying in
power and by restoring the shah, we creat-
ed the situation where the reaction went
all the way to the mullahs. Chile—the
same thing. IU's very difheult for me to see
that Pinochet is an improvement over

Allende. So, on the whole, we're better off

not trying to decide the destinies of other
countries.

Isn't there also a question as to what this
sort of meddling does lo us as a country?

I think the nouon that we have the di-

vine right to try to shape the destinies of

other countries is bad for us. And on a
more mundane level, the kind of people
who benefit [rom this sort ol activity—this
whole shadowy world of Bay of Pigs sur-
vivors, secret agents, arms dealers, and so
on—are not good for the country, either.

Theirs is a corrupt world. You get a lot of

nuts, fanatics, adventurers, war lovers, vi-
olence lovers. 1 don’t mean to say thar all
people involved in covert action are like

that. But it is inevitably bound to attract a
certain tvpe of person. They're hard peo-
ple to control, so that the CIA officers in
Langley often can’t really control what
their agents in the field are doing. Even

with precise warnings from President

Kennedy that there would be no use of

U.S. forces in the Bay of Pigs invasion,
some in the CIA let the invading forces
believe that U.S. forces would back them.
It's that kind of miscalculation | mean.

In 1986, you traveled twice o Cuba,
where you finally met the nemesis of the
Kennedy White House: Fidel Castro. What
was that like after so many years?

It was a very interesting experience. |
went to Cuba with Kathleen Kennedy and
Robert White, our former Ambassador to
El Salvador. The ostensible reason we
went was to try to do something to get out
some puiitiral prisoners, but of course we
did get to meet Castro. He is a great per-

former. He's got this kind of cascade of
- ‘L’ - - -
jokes and rhetoric and historical analyses

and impersonations of people and more

jokes—it goes on and on.

On the other hand, he does listen if vou
penctrate, punctuate this flow, and he
even will take notes on occasion, and he
responds to questions. Bob and Kathleen
and 1 drove out and saw the Bay of Pigs.
We sweam in the Bav of Pigs, in fact. Later,
we talked with Castro about that experi-
ence. But Castro’s not much interested in
the past. He's much more interested at this

point in the question of Latin America’s
external debt. And what I felt was that
Castro’s great problem is that he has al-
ways been too big a man for a small coun-
trv—too big in his ideas and his energies
and his aspirations. What he would like 1o
do is run the world. Failing that, he would
like to run the Third World. He tried to do
that for a while. But 1 think that with time,
his ambitions have contracted.

I did, however, get to talk a bit about
those years with Carlos Rafacl Rodriquez,
the Cuban vice-president.

Castro and his vice-president were men you
were once committed to kill, right?
I didn’t want to kill them.

them.

You wanted them out of power and, by
sending an invasion force to their country,
hoped to kill them.

1 was opposed to them, as they knew. |
wrote the once-notorious white  paper
about how Castro had betrayed the Cuban
revolution. But Castro’s a professional.
Times change.

Then you have changed, too,
Castro was the main obsession of the Kennedy
Administration.

That's overdoing it. 'The Administration
had other things on its mind, wo. In fact,
the Kennedy brothers were opposed to the
invasion of Cuba. It was their actions that
preserved Castro. If he had heen their ob-
session, the installation of nuclear missiles
would have given them an excuse that

I opposed

hecause
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evervone in the world would have under-
stood to invade and overthrow Castro.

Except that it might have precipitated
World War Three.

No. It couldn’t have precipitated World
War Three. The Russians were in Cuba
because they knew their nuclear inferiority
was so great. They weren't going to com-
mit suicide. They could never conceivably
have gone to war. They were so far behind
in warheads in that period, there was no
chance of war’s coming as a result of a
deliberate decision. The thing that con-
cerned Kennedy and probably concerned
Khrushchev was a war by accident some-
where down the line. That's why Kennedy
insisted on getting the command and con-
trol. He was alraid that somebody stop-
ping a Russian tanker might do something
or that some local commander might get
out of control. I suppose Khrushchev had
that same concern. But it would have been
suicide for the Russians to start a war.

Since we're on the subject of the Bay of

Pigs, it has become known that you gave oul
false figures on the numbers imvolved i the
invasion force theve. That's now called disin-
Jormation. In light of that, do you think you
were any diffevent from the Reagan people
whom you now criticize?

It was a great mistake. | have no de-
fense. It just shows the corrupting in-
fuence of covert operations. There was a
cover story, and | gave the cover story to
the press, and 've never ceased 1o regret
it. Honest people find themselves in a posi-
tion of having to repeat the cover story,
and that corrupts them, and so on, in a
widening circle of corruption, and I don’t
think it’s worth it. [ think there's always a
certain amount of dissembling involved in
government, but I think outright lyving
should be reserved for only the most crit-
cal and exceptional circumstances—only
when the life of the republic is at stake.
The life of the republic was not at stake in
the Bay of Pigs. There was no excuse lor it

I s true, as you say, that the generation
brought up in the Camelot era will be assum-
g leadership of the country in the Ninelies,
how do you explain Kennedy's vole in starting
the Vietnam war?

I think the Vietnam commitment really
went back to Truman and Eisenhower.

There were only several hundred American
aduvisors over there when Kennedy took office.

Yes, and 16,000 when he left. He did
breach the Geneva Accords. But when
Kennedy was still a Congressman, in
1951, he and Bobby vistted Vietnam. He
became persuaded that the French could
never win their war against the Viet-
namese. S0 he was resolutely opposed to
the commitment ol American units. He n-
creased the number of advisors, but these
were advisors attached to the South Viet-
namese army.

Proposals were made again and again in
the Kennedy Administration to American-
ize the war by sending combat umis, He
rejected them every time. He planned to
remove the advisors. His plan was adopt-

ed by the Deparument ol Defense in March
of 1963, and the withdrawal of the frst
000 men was Oxctober
1963. That plan was canceled after
Kennedy's assassination. Johnson soom re-
placed the advisors and decided o Ameri-
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canize the war.

What did vou do in the aftermath of the
J.F.K. assassination?

I resigned my White House joh. At first,
Lyndon Johnson didn’t accept my resigna-
tion. He was always saying how indispen-
sable all the Kennedy people were 1o him
and how we had to stay, out of patriouc
duty. So I said T would stay lor the transi-
ton. But I said, “1feel very strongly that a
President should have his own people
around him—pecople who have worked
with him and know him and whom he
trusts.” This was the end of November: 1
resigned in January. The second ume 1
olfered it, he accepted my resignation with
greal alacrity.

Did you just not gel along?

I rather liked Johnson. If Mark Twain
and Faulkner had collaborated, they
would have produced something like Lyn-
don Johnson. He had this mfinite reper-
ire of old American folk tales and jokes
and expressions. He was capable ol being
very lunny, though alwavs at someone
clse’s expense. He was a very good minie.
He had no gift for turning humor on him-
sell; as the Kennedys did. But he was not
lor me. and | was not for him.

Did he feel that you were one of the Eastern
libeval Harvard guys oul to get him?

Yeah.

What made him feel that way? Diffevences
in personal style?

He had an inferiority complex. He
thought that because he came from Texas
and had gone o a teachers college, people
who had gone to Harvard and places like
that looked down on him. The fact ol the
matter 15, people who come from Harvard
and places like that love people like Lyn-
don Johnson. They loved Truman. Tru-
man got along superbly with people like
Dean Acheson, who'd gone 1o Groton and
Yale. So Johnson was quite wrong in his
geopolitical analysis of snobbery.

You alse clashed with Richard Nixon. But
afler you were both out of public office, he
moved mito the town house next to yours i
Manhattan. What kind of a neighbor was

he? Did he ever come by and borrow a cup of

sugar?

No. Never, I'd been on Nixon's enemies
list, of course, so our relations were unde-
veloped. L did not help, probably, when it
was announced that Nixon was moving in-
to the neighborhood and 1 was inter-
viewed on cur [ront steps and was asked
what I thought about it and I, ungracious-
Iy, replied, “There goes the neighbor-
hood.™ This was widely repeated and may
not have encouraged Nixon. At any rate,
my children had been used o climbing on
the fence that separated our two houses.
Shortly after Nixon and the Secret Service

moved m, my children were hounded off
the lence. So T got a siepladder and
climbed up on the fence and harangued
the Secret Serviee people and said. ~This
is ontrageous. My children have always
climbed on this fenee.”

Who owned the disputed tervitory?

The lence was owned, | suppose, in
common between us. The fact that some-
one who, if justice had been done. should
have been in the Federal penitentiary was
now trying to deprive my children of their
historic right to climb the fence was unim-
pressive to me. The Secret Service replied
that when mv children chimbed the lence,
they disturbed certain security systems
they had set up. 1 said that that was their
problem. So we had inconclusive conver-
sations. I then wrote 10 the head of the
Secret Service to say how outrageous this
was, and eventually, my children were re-
confirmed in their right to climb up on the
fence.

How did Nixon respond to that crisis?

One day, | came home and my wife,
Alexandra, said 1o me, “You know, I'm
beginning to feel a linde sorry for Nixon.™ |
said, “Why would vou feel sorry for
Nixon?" She sawd. “Well. T was looking
out the window today, and he was in his
garden. Robert was climbing the fence.
And Nixon gave him a little wave.” Robert
was then six or seven years old. and it was
heart-warmmng. 1 asked him about ic. |
said, “Robert, what's all this about your
climbing on the fence and Nixon waving at
vou?” Robert said. “*Yes. He was waving at

me to get aff the fence.”
On a more sevious nofe, the chaos sur-

rounding Nixon's resignation caused a lot of
Americans lo feel shaken about theiy faith in
the American system. As a listonan, did you
feel that way?

Not then. But I did in 1968. The killing
ol Robert Kennedy, after the killings of
John Kennedy and Martin Luther King,
just scemed 1o be oo much. 1 suddenly
had a conviction about this potential for
violence in the American soul. We became
a country by killing red men and enslaving
black men. IUs just bred into us, a capaci-
ty for cruelty and for violence. We deny it
but it exists. There's been this traditon
America, going back to our earliest vears,
of regeneration through violence. And
that’s very much part of our bves. It has 1o
be idenufied and guarded against. The
rest of the world recognizes our potential
for violence more than we do ourselves.

Whai do you recommend we do?

I think that we have a great tendency
toward sell-righteousness. We think we're
a superior race, superior to lesser breeds,
outside the law, commissioned by the
Almighty to redeem mankind. This con-
viction that Americans are a chosen peo-
ple is a great source of mischief in our
policy. When we think ol ourselves that
way, we suppress the unlovely elements in
the American character, such as the vio-
lent strain. | think we'd be much better il



we ended this illusion that we are a chosen
people and confronted our own history.

You've listed your criticisms. What are the
things you admire about America?

What I like about America is its histori-
cally experimental attitude toward life, its
willingness to try things, to measure things
by their consequences. IU's the attitude
that produced the only distinctive Ameri-
can philosophy, which is William James's
pragmatism. That, plus the rejection in
principle—if not always in practice—of
classes. A gencral belief in social equality
and social mobility. And a reserve of ideal-
ism that cocxists uneasily with the perva-
sive moneygrubbing and materialism.

How to be an American in a world
in which America simultancously domi-
nates and is vulnerable is very difficult. [
think the only answer to it is to have some
sense of our own best traditions. That’s
why the Constitution is important. Al-
though we heard a lot of abstract talk last
year on the hicentennial of the Constitu-
ton, it is simply the document that
codifies what our best traditions are.

Have you always belicved that?

As any American historian had to, of
course, | had to know all about the Consti-
tution. But [ never really recognized the
majesty of that document until it was test-
ed in the Watergate period. That led me to
reread, after many years, the Federalist
papers and the other writings of Alexander
Hamilton and James Madison, and so on.
I suddenly got 2 much more vivid sense
than I ever had before of the extraordinary
intelligence and penctration of these fel-
lows at the beginning of the republic. 1
suddenly realized how blessed we were to
have such a superb founding generation.

Uniquely blessed?

The longer vou examine the frame of
government they put together, the more
you see that the Constitution is an extraor-
dinarily wise document—which is why it
has survived with a minimum of amend-
ments. [t has survived the transformation
of the United States from 13 predominant-
ly agricultural states straggling along the
Eastern Seaboard into a great continental,
industrial and now world power. In fact,
ours is the oldest Constitution extant in
the world. When you think that we've had
one Constitution for 200 years, and a rela-
tively enlightened country such as France
is now in its fifth constitution in the past
century, that suggests the high intelligence
of the people who drafted it.

As we head into the Presidential campaign
year, what advice would you grve the Ameri-
can people?

Distrust anyone who invokes God. And
I would tend also to distrust people who,
when The Star-Spangled Banner is plaved,
place their hand over their heart. I think
patriotism is a vital emotion, but patriot-
ism that exploits itself—the kind that's
worn on the sleeve—is, as Dr. Johnson
said, the last refuge of a scoundrel.
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SHARK ATTACK

(continued from page 80)

“Nicklaus and Norman share Luftwafle poster-boy
looks and the resoluteness of an assassin.”

work. Earp advised him that he wasn’t set-
ting up with his shoulders squared 1o the
target. The news came as a revelation.

“When he was a kid,” Earp said in a
low voice on the side lines, ““I had to bar
him from the bloody course. He practiced
so much, it looked like bloody pigs had
been rooting up the fairways.”

Little about Norman's youth suggests
his later determination. He had no apu-
tude for school and a big aptitude for
surfing and fishing all day on the Quecens-
land coast. He briefly went out for Aus-
tralian Rules football and got his nose
flattened. He drcamed of being a jet-
fighter pilot, but that was as far as his am-
bition took him. He had no desire to follow
his broad-beamed father, Mervyn, into the
mining-cngineering trade.

His parents, however, gave him a real
example of will power. “Dad is very . . .
well, dogmatic might be a strong word,”
Norman reflected one day. “But when he
wants to do something, he doesn’t procras-
tinate. He does it [bangs table] now.
“That’s it, boys; we're going to do it right
now and we're going to do it right.” I am
basically the same way.”

Norman’s mother, Tomni, a small
Finnish woman, was an avid golfer—she
played the game even while pregnant with
her son. She was a natural and played to a
handicap of three. Her son did not pick up
a club until 1970, at the relatively late age
of 15 and a half, when he caddied a round
for his mum. He borrowed her clubs im-
mediately thereafter and played a round.
Suddenly, the beach bum acquired the
will of a Foreign Legion sergeant on a
forced march in golf’s desert.

His mother gave him two books by Jack
Nicklaus, Golf My Way and 55 Ways to Play
Golf. His handicap was established at 27,
It took just two years to drive it down to
scratch. After another year, he won the
Queensland  Junior Championship and
carned an entry into the Australian Open.
He was in a close fight for top amateur
placement when an errant tee shot struck
his caddie-bag cart, incurring a two-stroke
penalty. After chewing out his caddie, he
burst into tears,

Turning pro, he fell under the tutorial
eye of Earp, who was as strict about disci-
pline as he was open-minded about golf
technique. Norman was already accus-
tomed to an apprentice’s schedule that
once had him out of bed by four x.m so he
could practice at the break of dawn, and he
would turn out the lights at the driving
range at [1 pM

“When he was voung, he used to build
himsell up, put weights on his fect and

142 walk around,” Earp explained, sitting in a

golf cart’s shade while Norman broiled
himself in a sand trap. “He's lucky to be
built that way—so well proportioned.
He's strong in the hands and arms. He's
grooved such a great swing, nothing much
can go wrong with it. You will probably
find that he gets better as he gets older.”™

When he was a young stud, Norman’s
ego told him to crush the ball as far as
he could. His style was quickly noted. Aft-
er witnessing one of his 360-yard drives,
the Brishane Courier Mail sniffed, “For
a 2l-year-old . it was downright
arrogance.”

High-stakes gambling on the course
taught him something about pressure. as it
will when you carn $32 a weck and have
$1200 riding on a match. With those gains,
he financed his trips to the Asian and the
European tournaments. But the same re-
lentless desire that led him to, for instance,
play in the Australian Open the morning
after a kidney-stone operation would also
betray him at times. There were choked
putts, thrown clubs, rages. Only in the
past few years, in lact, has he stopped try-
ing to drive every short par four.

Sull, a mere seven years alter he wok up
the game, he won the Martini Internation-
al in Scotland. He quickly stacked up im-
pressive wins: two Hong Kong Opens, the
1980 and 1983 Suntory World Match Play
Championship in England. the 1980 Aus-
tralian Open, the 1981 and 1982 Dunlop
Masters.

By the time he became a regular on the
American tour in 1984, he had already
won 28 tournaments world-wide, While he
had tasted fame and the fast hife in Lon-
don, his greatest advantage upon arriving
in America was his assumption that he
was a winner—Uhe winner.

There’s a saving in tennis that you'll
never get a dominating playver out of
Southern California now because of the
massive local competition: No kid ever
grows up believing that he or she is the
best in the world. The wealth of talent on
the American P.G.A. Tour guarantees that
kind of parity in home-grown golf. This
has left an opening for such overseas com-
petitors as Norman, Ballesteros and Bern-
hard Langer, all of whom arrived
triumphant and relatvely unscarred. A
few years on the American tour and thev
get that familiar hunted look in their eyes.

In 1983, Norman racked up six wins
outside America. He gained a name in the
1984 U.S. Open at Winged Foot by inspir-
ing Fuzzy Zoeller’s famous towel-waving
antics. He tied Zocller with a ridiculous
45-footer on the 72nd and hnal hole, but in
the next dav's play-off, Zoeller stomped
him 67-75; this time, Norman waved the

white towel. The starthing image that re-
mained, though, was of two funny guys
out on a golf course, all dimples and teeth
and sniffing the roses. Norman suddenly
had an image in America. He backed it up
a few weeks later in the Western Open; he
failed to sink a 50-foot putt in a sudden-
death play-off with Tom Watson, so he
dramatcally collapsed to his knees.

Cut to the 1987 U.S, Open at San Fran-
cisco’s Olympic Club, Norman is enjoying
a Tuesday practice round with Nicklaus
and brothers Bobby and Lanny Wadkins.
The bettng 1s heavy; the wisecracks are
rough. Nicklaus, signing awographs, is
slow getting up to the 12th tee. He's in
Norman's line of fire. *If you're going to
stand there.,” Norman calls out, “better
spread your legs.”

Nicklaus looks up, surprised. His fea-
tures regroup in hardened irony. Can it
be? Nicklaus getting needled by this
Aussie upstart? Nicklaus first saw him at
the Australian Open in 1976, when Nor-
man was a raw youth of 22. They were
paired in the opening round, and Norman
stepped up to the first tee with 30,000 peo-
ple lining the fairwav. “And [ wopped 1,”
Norman recalled. “Shit, I'd never met the
guy before in my hfe. He was my idol. And
[ stone-cold topped my tee shot in front of
30,000 people. I walked down the 35 or 40
yards, hit it down there, knocked it on the
green and made my five. | shot 80; he shot
72. But what I'll always remember: He sat
down next to me in the locker room and
said, ‘It was good 1o play with you today
and I think you've got the game w play mn
America.’ Forget the intimidation; here is
a guy who has a heart.”

Nicklaus and Norman share a lot be-
sides the Luftwaffe poster-boy looks. Both
have the resoluteness of an assassin, vet re-
main gentlemen. Both are avid outdoors-
men, fishermen. Both were vouthiul
prodigies. Both have saddled their first-
born sons with their famous first names.
And now they are neighbors. When the
Normans decided o move down o Nick-
laus® Palm Beach neighborhood, Jack and
his wife, Barbara, registered the Norman
kids at a verv private school. “We'll be liv-
ing a driver three iron from Jack,” Nor-
man boasted. “For Jack, anyway. For me,
iU's driver wedge.”

As to the matter of Norman’s now-supe-
rior power, Nicklaus found out exactly
how superior it was during practice at the
1987 Masters. At the 13th tee, Nicklaus
pointed to some trees 290 yards down the
line and bragged that he used to hit over
the wreetops—when he was younger, of
course, and the trees were 25 years shorter.
“Norman didn’t even flinch,” Nicklaus re-
called. “He pulled the three wood from his
bag, teed the ball up, picked out the
highest tree and sailed the ball over it. It
wasn’t so much that it was long; 1t was
about 312 yards high. He is awesome.”

Another factor to guarantee Norman a
long future is that he walks down a fairway
in full participation with the yearning
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masses. Example: At the U.S. Open prac-
tice, alter nearly canning his tee shot on
the par-three 13th, Norman raised his
arms like a symphony conductor and ex-
horted the grandstands to stand up and
cheer. When Nicklaus equaled the shot,
the stern elder disapprovingly mimicked
the gesture.

Norman's casy, instinctive gilt for
sharing his emotions with the crowd calls
to mind only one other golfer: Arnold
Palmer. And, like Palmer, he is on his way
to becoming as rich as Croesus. Greg Nor-
man does not know when he made his first
$1.000,000. He is not even certain of his
present fortune. He says to ask the wife.

He knows, at least, that impulse buying
is not a problem now. A guy who strikes it
rich, even a golfer in checked pants, wants
to get a Ferrari or two, or three or four. To
the 1972 Daytona, he has added a Dino
246 and a new Testarossa. Despite all his
dreams of being a race-car driver (he
counts Grand Prix driver Nigel Mansell as
a close buddy}, a man in his cleats will al-
ways be counseled that these machines
represent a sound investment. More mon-
ey is surely on its way.

Golf is one ol the few sports to ofler its
players a steady, intimate view of empire
building. A reasonably successtul and
amusing tour pro gets thrown together
with all the captains of industry at every
Wednesday pro-am. And every golfer lives
with the ever-present examples of Messrs.
Palmer and Nicklaus, chairmen of consor-
tia worth $300,000,000 and $200,000,000,
respectively. This rosy vista now crowds
Norman'’s personal view finder.

His golf winnings alone in 1986 totaled
more than $1,300,000. But that’s not what
you would call steady money. Adding lus-
ter to life is appearance money, which is
disallowed on the American tour; but he
is worth more than $100,000 just for show-
ing up at tournaments in Australia and
a league-leading $100,000 in Asia and
Europe. A mere one-day corporate outing,
joshing and hacking with executives and
their guests, means a $40,000 payoll,

But itis in the field of endorsements that
the money gets plentiful. Norman signed a
multimillion-dollar contract with Reebok
for a line of shoes and clothes. On that
Rechok shirt sleeve, he made room for
some Golden Arches, because he also
signed with McDonald’s. On top of his
distinctive head went an ungainly-looking
bushwhacker's hat, because he signed a
contract with Akubra.

Add o all that his advertsements for
Spalding golf clubs, Epson computers and
Qantas Airways. In Australia, there arc
Hertz, Swan lager and Niblick shoes. For
representing polf resorts in Japan and Aus-
tralia, he also signed multimillion-dollar
contracts. Since Australia taxes him 62
cents on the dollar, he does most of his
business through American accounts, via
a Dutch corporation. He does it with good
recason: In the past year, he has signed
contracts worth more than $12,000,000.

His instructional video, Shark Attach:
Greg Norman's Guide to Aggressive Golf,
will appear shortly, accompanied by a
book of the same name. A svndicated
newspaper strip will appear in 100 papers
to keep his name alive. Should he desire to
turn to TV commentating, his occasional
stints on CBS 1elecasts have shown him
to be charming and outspoken enough.
Offers to design goll courses are also
rolling in, and while he has strong ideas
about course design, he also has, one no-
tices, not a shred of time left in his life.

“IU's important that he find time to
work on his golf,” acknowledges his agent,
Hughes Norton. “But then I go through
these deals and 1 just start laughing. How
could anybody turn these deals down?

“Face it: Greg loves money and loves
the things money can buy. S0 he docsn’t
want to just be a monk and play golf and
make nothing but prize money.”

The danger is that a golfer, recling in
success and appearances, may become just
a one-vear meteor, like Bill Rogers. Nor-
ton should know all these dangers, as
he runs the golf affairs for International
Management Group, the Cleveland-based
company that kicked ofl the sports-agency
boom and helped change the face of
sports. It was [.M.G. founder Mark Me-
Cormack, a golfer in the Fifties, who trans-

formed the telegenic Palmer into the king
of endorsements and opened what Norton
calls the Pandora’s box of sports agentry.

The crucial issue facing Norman is not
that 25 percent is lopped off every dollar
by I.M.G. It is that Norman’s pursuit of
wealth will sandbag his pursuit of golfing
excellence.

.

“Before this break, [ hadn’t had a vaca-
tion for two years,” Norman said. *I
hadn’t stopped playing golf for more than
two days for two years.”

At home in his darkly paneled office, be-
hind a cluttered desk, Norman becomes
just another outdoor laborer with a sun-
burned, tired face.

“You've got to honor your commitments
to cvery company. Everybody wants a
piece of the pie. It’s understandable!

“It’s hard for me to say no. If people
want to do interviews or something else, if
I make them unhappy, 1 feel guilty. If you
make one person unhappy, there's going to
be a chain reaction.”

In his airy, spacious Bay Hill house,
Norman looked out his office window at
Morgan-Leigh, four, and Gregory Jr., two,
splashing in the pool. The view across the
lake was deeply impressive, with birds
hopping and wheeling and an alligator
floating by, but it was not so captivating
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“Say! Just how long have you been doing
liposuction, anyway?”
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that he wouldn’t soon exchange it for a
Palm Beach ocean view.

“My wile gets very delensive when
Hughes comes along with another con-
tract. She says, *“Well, what's he got to do?’
We're all very protective of my time.”

The former Laura Andrassy of New

Jersey, Norman’s wile was an airline stew-

ardess when they met eight vears ago. She
recalled that her future husband was a shy
young fellow on the airplane that night,
and that’s why she reluctantly met him lor
a drink. It quickly turned into a Greg Nor-
man tour de full force, with limousines™ be-
ing commandeered in the middie of the
night and Norman's going the wrong way
from Tokyo to London just so he could see
her one night in New York.

“He has that Australian madho image.”
Laura acknowledged with a weasing laugh,
“but he's a better family man than |
thought he would be.”

Norman is, In many ways, an old-fash-
1oned fellow. For one thing, he is a prolific
letter writer. That is one way he hlls his
time late at night or on long plane Aights.
Politically, he is of the Reagan/Thatcher
persuasion. His fantasy is to retire to a cat-

tle station far out in the Australian boon-
docks. The schedule that he keeps would
give anyone dreams of the outback.

“I was playing with Jack Nicklaus and
Tom Watson for a charity in Kansas,” he
said, rubbing his pinkish eves, “and I told
them I'd never been able to find time just
for myself. I asked Tom, ‘How did you get
through when vou were winning all the
British Opens and all the U.S. Opens, the
Masters and stufl 2* He said, “You've got to
set ten days aside and do nothing. Just sit
with the family; don’t answer the phone.’

“So, right, we borrowed a friend’s vacht
and took ofl’ for the Bahamas. Just skin-
dived and speared crabs. No phones, no
goll—nothing.”

He blinked and formed a dazed smile.
“I'm all right now. 1 felt that my whole
system was stale. The one thing I've
missed this year is that | haven’t been
able to practice. Being out on the pracuice
tee six or seven hours a day—1 love it.”
He brightened and got some shine in his
eves. 1 love to wake up in the morning
knowing I'm going to the practice range,
because nobody bothers me there. I'll tuck
mysell away in the corner somewhere and

“Dear diary: Mega Industries
offered $490,000,000 for our company. They're
always doing things like that, and I really hate them. And they
acl so important, wearing those striped suils

and pointy shoes all the time. . . .

stay there. | enjoy the solitude.

“And 1 miss that. I've been running
around, been in a different city on Monday
and coming back and . . . everything's
been a little uneven in the keel.”

He glanced outside and watched Earp
hose down the kids.

*“To go a week without playing is hard.”
He grinned, suddenly enthusiastic. “When
vou walk by your golf clubs and they start
quivering, that's when you know 1t’s time
to go back and practice. When we got back
from Palm Beach, the first thing [ did was
take out a club and wiggle it, to sec il my
hands had swollen or changed.”

After just a week?

“When you're fishing or deing some-
thing different,” he said, nodding emphati-
cally, “you're using diflerent muscles.
When you use those museles, that’s when
your goll goes. Il one muscle gets flabby
and another gets stronger, vou've got a
different feeling. You think that in all other
sports—motor racing, tennis, football,
basketball—the athletes can play goll. But
a golfer can’t play basketball, can’t go mo-
tor racing, can’t swim, can’t go surfing—
he uses the wrong muscles for goll. He's
changing his body.”

I asked if this were true for all golfers.

“If you want to try to be best in the
world,” he replied with stately concern,
“vou have o be aware that one minor
change in your system may mean a major
change in your goll game. If you change
something by a quarter of an inch, that’s
30 yards at the end of the shot. Thirty
vards is going to screw you every time.”

This narrow-focused world, then, is his
life. Any joker on the street would perceive
it 1o be a permanent vacation. But with
Norman, it is all duty and destiny, a lark
in the park lighted by flashes of lightning.
It is a world wound tighter than those of
chess and gymnastics. And Norman winds
himself’ tighter than a 100-compression
ball. Looking at Norman, 1 thought of
something that the late South African
golfer Bobby Locke once wrote: A golfer
has o tell himsell that he’s going o beat
his opponent over the head and keep on
beating him tll his skull eracks.

While that would secem a natural voca-
tion for the big Aussie, the ever-present
danger is that an aggressive goller winds
up beating his own skull, just as the
teecnaged Norman once threw clubs and
burst into tears. In the 1987 season. he
placed even more pressure on himsell 10
win the majors. He took ume off before
cach one and screwed himsell right into
the ground with practice. A friend from
Australia, an owner ol race horses, finally
took him aside and told him he might
be overtrained. Norman, beaten, realized
that he was. By season’s end, he managed
a few more top three placings. On Novem-
ber 30, 1t all finally came together and he
won the Australian Open by a record ten-
stroke margin.

Along with the Locke quote, it is worth
recalling something Johnny Miller once
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ed items. In regular to super large & tall
sizes. Catalogs mailed in plain wrapper.

GIFTS OF -
LINGERIE . . .always 1
appreciated & so i

alfordable. Delicate

underlings, dreamy _

sleepwear & loungy

leisurewear. Night "N -

Day Intimates is a unigue collection of
feminine treasures. Catalog includes a

- v
UNITED NATIONAL
REAL ESTATE offers
country estates, farms,
businesses, waterfront
& historic properties
& homes in town &
country. 1,000's of
properties in 43 states,
plus 24-p? Premier Properties section in
full color' 184-page current issue with

EDUCATIONAL & DECORATIVE
e POSTERS »

POSTERS. A wide variely of beautiful|
detailed wallcharts. e size is 24" x
31" Ecology charts from British Museum,
NY. Botanical Garden. Wildlife, herb
charts, wildflowers, dinosaurs, many
athers. $1 for catalog, apply $3 to 1st order.

FASHION FOR
BIG AND TALL
MEN! Polay's
color catalog
features a wide variety of tashion—irom
sport lo dress, shoes and accessories
designed especially for big and tall men.
"We promise a perfect fit.” $1.00. 407

INTERNATIONAL N
CATALOG COLLECTION L

Featuring world catalogs: China, crystal,

collectibles, clothing, furs, jewelry, linens,
decorator items, carpets and more. You'll
enjoy great savings by buying direct from
manutacturers, retailers and craftsmen in
Denmark, Ireland, England, Hong Kong,
Thailand, Germany, etc. Catalog

009 comparable smokes. Free info.

$3.00 deductible from your 15t order. 495 $2.00 credit on 1st order. $1.00. 417} 1,000's of photos of properties. Free. 361 | United Communications. B27
- - - ®
Nation's Business

MEN!

Thompson Cigar
has better cigars
al a better price. Factory-fresh, by the box,
direct from Tampa, fine cigar capital of the
world. 100 custom-mades. Dozens of

,J hand-mades. Prices up to %5 less than

095

fredericks

Discover
~ whal's new

DISCOVER WHAT'S NEW! Exclusive
dresses, sporiswear, sexy lingeries, bras,
shoes & accessories. $2.00 for a 1 year
catalog subscription. Includes $10 worth
of gift cenificales with 1st catalog. 374

JOYCE HOLDER/

JUST BIKINIS,

INC.* Exclusive

designs (not

available in stores).

The latest looks in beklnls
one-piece swimwear and
sportswear. Separates with
perfect fil—we guarantee
I! Finest quality fabrics.
Color catalog and “How To Fit Guide™
$300 (refundable with first order). 902

ﬁ

NATIONS BUSINESS. The total informa-
tion magazine for successful business
people. facts & forecasts on small
business management, finance, invesling,
making & saving money, health lips for the
busy entrepreneur & much more. Read it
before subscribing. 12 issues $12.97 (reg.
$22). Nots: You will receive » bill. If you do not wish
o subscribe, return the biil with “cancel™ written
across if, keep the 18t [ssue free. 213

| 009-$300 1595100 281-51.00 407-$100 4955300 807-61.00 951-52.00

195-51.00 349-$1.00 417-51.00 538-51.00 B27-$1.00 983-51.00
| 095.Free  206-52.00 361-Free 480-5100 5715100 834.5100
374-5200 494-$400 7455100 902-$3.00

144-Fren -
/ l Total for catalogs requested §_

093-5100
213-Free

Add $1.00 service & handling Charge.
| nanvE

CASH [ CHECK MONEY ORDER

|
I
Total endnsed s 0264 :
|
|
|

| ADDRESS

cITy STATE zIP

CATALOGUE REVUE- 2PB3
(U144 S 1ST ST. DEPT. 260394, PD. BOX 4507. BURBANK. CA 91503 1988
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told Tim Gallwey, author of The Inner
Game of Golf. Miller declared that, aside
from Palmer, very few golfers can handle
the live-or-die syndrome. I really think
one can secli~destruct earlier in his carcer
that way, The guys with long careers are
all of the same sort of temperament—
Gene Licder, Julius Boros, Sam Snead. . . .
Thev're not devastated by failure.”

Norman, a proud live-or-die player, lis-
tened and nodded. “It depends as well on
what vou want out of it,” he replied with
mounting energy. “It depends on your de-
sire, your goals. I know mine are extreme-
ly high.

“You've got o want; that’s what it is.
Goll'is a matter of desire. Whatever the de-
stre is in the individual, whatever level you
want to attain, that is vour level of concen-
tration. Il vou're happy making $300,000 a
vear,” he said with a sneer, “and don’t
care il you win a tournament or not, fine.
I'm not happy with that. My desire, ever
since | started plaving this game, has been
to be the best plaver in the world.

“A lot of people think I have an obses-
sion with the green jacket at Augusta,” he
said, relerring to the annual U.S. Masters

prize. "1 want that goll tournament more
than anything else in the world. | know [
will win at Augusta someday, because |
want it bad enough.”

As the afternoon wore on, what Norman
wanted more than anything was to play with
his children. Morgan-Leigh had asked him
to take her out in the speedboat. They had
a favorite hiding place far down that chain
of lakes. She wanted 1o net some tadpoles.

For such a big-boned cuss, who even in
relaxation appears to be locked in power-
ful concentration, Greg Norman is truly
the obliging sort. He went out to the land-
ing and lowered the speedboat.

With Gregory Jr. sitting in his lap, Mor-
gan-Leigh holding her net into the wind
and his guests safelv in the back with beer
in hand, Norman wheeled the boat
around. It was a languid afternoon in
Orlando, a fine day for a balmy old run
for tadpoles. With the boat pointed toward
the sun, Norman dropped the throtte
on the 351 V8. A blaring roar filled the air,
the boat swelled on its haunches and Nor-
nman was soon winging at top speed for the
lar shore.
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“Nothing to be concerned about, Jonathan; it’s simply
our standard predating agreement.”

MODERN LOVE

(continued from page 116)

“And then you die.” [ said.

“And then vou die.”

Her voice had wimed somber. She
wasn’t grinning any longer. What could |
say? | patted her hand and flashed a smile.
“Yum.,” | said, mugeing for her, “what's
for dinner?”

She served a cold eream-of-tofu-and-
carrot soup and littde lentil-paste sand-
wiches for an appetizer and a garlic souflié
with biologically controlled vegetables for
the entree. Then it was snifters of cognac.
the big-screen TV and a movie called The
Boy in the Plastic Bubble, about a kid raised
in a totally antiseptic environment be-
cause he was born without an immune sys-
tem. No one could touch him. Even the
slightest sneeze would have killed him.
Breda sniffied through the first hall hour.
then pressed my hand and sobbed openly
as the boy finally crawled out of the bub-
ble, caught about 37 diseases and died be-
fore the commercial break. “I've seen this
movie six tiimes now,”” she said, hghting to
control her voice, ““and it gets to me every
tume. What a hife,” she said, waving her
snifter at the screen, “what a perfect life.
Den’t you envy him?”

I didn’tenvy him. I envied the jade pen-
dant that dangled between her breasts,
and | told her so.

She might have giggled or gasped or
lowered her eves, but she didn’t. She gave
me a long, slow look. as il she were decid-
ing something, and then she allowed her-
sell o blush, the color suffusing her throat
in a delicious mottle of pink and white.
“Give me a minute,” she said mysteriously
and disappeared into the bathroom.

I was clectrified. This was it. Finally.
After all the avowals, the pressed hands,
the little jokes and routines, after all the
miles driven, meals consumed, muscums
paced and movies watched, we were
finally, naturally, gracefully going to come
together in the ultimate act of intimacy
and love.

I felt hot. There were beads ol sweat on
my forchead. I didn’t know whether wo
stand or sit. And then the lights dimmed,
and there she was at the rheostat,

She was still in her Kimono, but her hair
was pinned up more severely, wound in a
tight coil on the crown of her head. as if
she’d girded hersell for baule. And she
held something in her hand—a slim pack-
age wrapped in plastic. It rustled as she
crossed the room.

“When you're in love, vou make love,”
she said, ecasing down beside me on the
rocklike settee. “It’s only natwral.” She
handed me the package. “I don’t want to
give you the wrong impression,” she said,
her voice throaty and raw, “just because
I'm carcful and modest and  because
there's so much, well, filth in the world,
hut I have my passionate side, 10o. I do.
And | love vou. I think.”

“Yes,” 1 said, groping for her, the




package all but lorgotien.

We kissed. 1 rubbed the back of her
neck, felt something strange—an odd sag
and ripple, as if her skin had suddenly
turned to Saran Wrap—and then she had
my chest. “Wait,” she
breathed, “the, the thing.”

I sat up. “Thing?”

The light was dim, but 1 could scc the
blush invade her face now. She was sweet.
Oh, she was sweet, my Litde Em’ly, my
Victorian princess. “It’s Swedish,” she
saidl.

1 looked down at the package in my lap.
It was a clear, skinlike sheet of plastic,
folded up in its transparent package like a
heavy-duty garbage bag. I held it up to her
huge, trembling eves. A crazy idea darted
in and out of my
head. No, I thought.

“It's the newest
thing,” she said, the
words coming in a
rush, “the safest. . . .
I mean, nothing
could possibly—"

My face was hot.
“No,” I said.

“It’s a condom,”
she said, tears start-
ing up in her eves.
“My doctor got
them for me;
they're . . . they're
Swedish.” Her face
wrinkled up and
she began to cry.
“It's a condom,”
she sobbed, crving
so hard the kimono
fell open and T could
see the outline of the
thing against the
swell of her nipples,
“a full-body
dom.”

her hand on

CoM-

.

I was ollended. 1
admit it. It wasn’t
so much her obses-
sion with germs and
contagion but that
she didn’t trust me
after all that ume. 1
was clean. Quintes-
sentially clean. 1 was a man of moderate
habits and good health; 1 changed my
underwear and socks  daily—sometimes
twice a dayv—and I worked in an ofhice,
with clean, crisp, unequivocal numbers,
managing mv late father’s chain of shoe
stores (and he died cleanly himsell, of a
myocardial infarcuon,  at 5%, SBuG
Breda,” [ said, reaching out to console her
and brushing her soft, plastic-clad breast
in the process, “don’t you trust me? Don’t
you believe me? Don’t you, don’t you love
me?” [ took her by the shoulders, lifted her
head, forced her to look me in the eve.
“I'm clean,” I said. “"Trust me.”

She looked away. “Do it for me.” she
said in her smallest voice, “if vou really

love me.”

In the end, 1 did it. I looked at her, cry-
ing, crying for me, and 1 looked at the thin
sheet of plastic clinging to her, and I did 1t
She helped me into the thing, poked two
holes for my nostrils, zipped the plastic
zipper up the back and pulled it tight over
my head. It fit like a wet suit. And the
whole thing—the stroking and the tender-
ness and the gentle vielding—was every-
thing 1'd hoped it would be.

Almost.

.

She called me from work the next day. [
was plaving with sales figures and thinking
of her. “Hello,” I said, practically cooing
into the receiver.

“You've got to hear this " Her voice

f ﬁ}mm disSaronpo.anywheare In the U.S. call 1-800:24
mported by The Paddington Carparation, Fart Lee, NJ. Photo:

was giddy with excitement.

“Hey,” I said, cutting her off in a pas-
sionate whisper, “last night was rcally
special.”

“Oh, yes,” she said, “ves, last night. It
was. And [ love you, I do. . .."” She paused
to draw in her breath. “But listen to this: |
just got a picce from a man and his wife
living among the Tuareg of Nigeria—these
are people who follow cattle around, pick-
ing up the dung for their cooking fires?”

I made a small noise of awareness.

“Well, they make their huts of dung,
too—isn’t that wild? And guess what—
when times are hard, when the crops fail
and the cattle can barely stand up, you
know what they eat?”

“Let me guess,” | said. “Dung?”

She let out a whoop. ““Yes! Yes! Isn't it
too much? They eat dung!”

I'd been saving one for her, a disease a
doctor friend had told me about. “Oncho-
cerciasis,” I said. “You know it?”

There was a thrill in her voice. *“Tell
me.”

“South America and Africa both. A fly
bites you and lays its eggs in your blood
stream, and when the eggs hatch, the lar-
vae—these little white worms—migrate to
your eveballs, right underneath the mem-
brane there, so you can see them wriggling
around.”

There was a silence on the other end of
the line.

“Breda?”

“That’s sick,” she
said. “That’s really
sick.”

“Butlthought...”
I trailed off. “Sor-
ry,” [ said.

“Listen,” and the
edge came back into
her voice, “‘the rea-
son I called is be-
cause [ love you, I
think [ love vyou,
and 1 want you to
meet somebody.”

“Sure,” I said.

“l want you 1o
meet Michael.
Michael Maloney.”

“Sure. Who’s
he?”

She hesitated,
paused just a beat,
as if she knew she
was going too [ar.
“My doctor,” she
said.

°

You have to work
at love. You have 1o
bend, make subtle
adjustments, sac-
rifices—love 1s
nothing without sac-
rifice. 1 went to Dr.
Maloney. Why not?
I'd caten tofu, ban-
tered about leprosy
and bilharziasis as if | were immune and
made love in a bag. If it made Breda hap-
py—ifit cased the nagging fears that ate at
her day and night—then it was worth it.

The doctor’s officc was in Scarsdale, n
his home, a two-tone mock Tudor with a
winding drive and oaks as old as my
grandfather’s Chrysler. He was a young
man-—late 30s, 1 guessed—with a red
beard, a shaved head and a pair of over-
sized spectacles in clear plastic frames. He
took me right away—the very day I
called—and met me at the door himself.
“Breda’s told me about vou.” he said,
leading me into the floodlit vault of his
oflice. He looked at me appraisingly a
moment, murmuring, *“Yes, yes” into his
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beard, and then, with the aid of his nurses,
Miss Archibald and Miss Slivovitz, put
me through a battery of tests that would
have embarrassed an astronaut.

First, there were the measurements, in-
cluding digital joints, maxilla, cranium,
penis and ear lobe. Next the rectal exam,
the E.E.G. and the urine sample. And then
the tests, Stress tests, patch tests, reflex
tests, lung-capacity tests (1 blew up yellow
balloons il they popped, then breathed
into a machine the size of a Hammond or-
gan), X rays, sperm count and a closely
printed 24-page questionnaire that includ-
ed scctions on dream analysis, gencal-
ogy and logic and reasoning. Maloney
drew blood, too, of course—to test vital
organ function and exposure to disease.
“We’re testing for antibodies to over fifty
diseases,” he said, eves dodging behind
the walls of his lenses. *“You'd be surprised
how many pecople have been infected with-
out even knowing it.”” 1 couldn’t tell if he
was joking or not, On the way out, he wok
my arm and told me he'd have the results
in a week.

That week was the happiest of my life. [
was with Breda every night, and over the
weckend we drove up to Veriont to stay at
a hygiene center her cousin had told her
about. We dined by candlelight—on real
food—and afierward, we donned the Sa-
ran Wrap suits and made joyous, sanitary
love. I wanted more, of course—the touch
of skin on skin—but I was fulfilled and I
was happy. Go slow, I told mysell. All
things in time. One night, as we lay en-
twined in the big white fortress of her bed,

I stripped back the hood of the plastic suit
asked her if she’d ever trust me
enough to make love in the way of the cen-
turies, raw and unprotected. She twisted
free of her own wrapping and looked away,
giving me that matchless patrician profile.
“Yes,” she said, her voice pitched low,
“yes, ol course. Once the results are in.”

“Results?”

She turned to me, her eves searching
mine. “Don’t tell me you've forgotien.”

I had. Carried away, intense, passion-
ate, brimming with love, I'd forgotten.

“Silly you,” she murmured, tracing the
line of my lips with a slim, plastic-clad
finger. **Does the name Michael Maloney
ring a bell?”

and

)

And then the roof fell in.

I called and there was no answer. I tried
her at work and her secretary said she was
out. [ left messages. She never called back.
It was as if we'd never known cach other,
as if I were a stranger, a door-to-door
salesman, a beggar on the street.

I took up a vigil in front of her house.
For a solid week, I sat in my parked car
and watched the door with all the fanatic
devotion of a pilgrim at a shrine. Nothing.
She neither came nor went. 1 rang the
phone off the hook, interrogated her
friends, haunted the clevator, the hallway
and the reception room at her office. She'd
disappeared.

Finally, in desperation, 1 called her
cousin in Larchmont. I'd met her once
she was a homely, droopy-sweatered,
baleful-looking girl who represented ev-

“I'm putting in cable.”

erything gone wrong in the genes that had
come to such glorious [ruition in Breda
and barely knew what to say 10 her. I'd
made up a speech, something about how

my mother was dying in Phoenix, the busi-
ness was on the rocks, 1 was drinking oo
much and dwelling on thoughts of suicide,
destruction and fhinal judgment, and 1 had
to talk with Breda just one more time be-
fore the end, and did she bv any chance
know where she was? As it turned our, |
didn’t nced the speech. Breda answered
the phone.

“Breda, it's me,” [ choked. “I've been
going crazy looking for you.”

Silence.

“Breda, what's wrong? Didn’t vou get
my messages?”’

Her voice was halting, distant. I can’t
see yvou anymore,” she said.

“Can’t see me?”" I was stunned, hurt,
angry. “What do you mean?”

“All those feet,” she said.

“Feet? It took me a minute to realize
she was talking about the shoe business.
“But I don’t deal with anvbody’s feet—1
work in an office. Like vou. With air condi-
tioning and scaled windows. 1 haven't
touched a foot since | was sixteen.”

“Athlete’s foot,” she said. “Psoriasis.
Eczema. Jungle rot.”

“What is it? The physical?” My voice
cracked with outrage. “Did [ Hunk the
damn physical? Is that it?”

She wouldn’t answer me.

A chill went through me. “What did he
say? What did the son of a bitch sayv?”

There was a distant ticking over the
line, the pulse of time and space, the gentle
sway of Bell Telephone’s hundred million
miles of wirc.

“Listen,” I pleaded, “see me one more
time, just once—that's all I ask. We'll talk
it over. We could go on a picnic. In the
park. We could spread a blanket and, and
we could sit on opposite corners N

“Lyme disease,” she said.

“Lyme disease?”

“Spread by tick bite. Thev're secthing
in the grass. You get Bell's palsy, meningi-
tis, the lining of your brain swells up like
dough.™

“Rockefeller Center, then,” I said, “by
the fountain.”

Her voice was dead. ““Pigeons,” she
said. “They're like flving rats.”

“Helmut’s, We can meet at Helmut's.
Please. I love you.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Breda, please listen to me. We were so
close £

“Yes," she said, “we were close,” and 1
thought of that first night in her apart-
ment, The Boy in the Plastic Bubble and the
Saran Wrap suit, thought of the whole
dizzy spectacle of our romance till her
voice came down like a hammer on the re-
frain, “but not that close.”




PIT BULL

(continued from page 88)
Alligator continued 1o fill the collection
bottle for what secemed to Jack like five
minutes.
Then it was over. They put Alligator
back on the cable while Jack went 1o wash
his hands with the hose.

Squirrel checked the sperm content of

a sample with a photometer and pro-
nounced it exeellent. Then they mixed the
semen with the milk and cooled the mix-
ture down to live degrecs centigrade. Five
hours later, they added glveerol w protect
the sperm from lreezing and placed sam-
ples in clear-plastic straws, which they
sealed and stored under liquid nitrogen in
the refngerator.

It was late alier-
noon. Alligator slept
in the shade ol his
plywood shelter.
The sun came
through the big win-
dows of the porch,
which Jack’s mother
once kept hlled with
plants. That was be-
fore she walked out
on Dexter. Now the
glass shelves
empty and the squat
stainless steel refrig-
erator, which looked
like a miniature
space capsule, sat
on a table surround-
ed by empty clay
flowerpots.

Jack held a straw
up to the light. Milk
crystals had formed,
sparkling in the sun-
light, Alligator’s sap
locked in the ice,
awaiting life at the
pleasure of the old
man. Jack shud-
dered at the thought
ol fierce dogs whose
only love was baule,
matched in a thou-
sand pits.

™

were

Dumas, Dexter’s traner, made part of

his living by catching rattlesnakes and sell-
ing their venom to pharmaceutical compa-
nies. He had not worked Dexter's corner
for a long time, but in the old days he was
always there during a tough firht. At the

end ol the barge he lived on was a row of

cages where he kept snakes he was milk-
ing. Usually, he milked them and let them
loose in the woods, He claimed he could
find a particular snake any time he wanted.

Alligator trotted over and snifled at the
sacks. Then he backed off.

“They won't stick their tusks in you.”
said Dumas’ wife, Carrie. “Afraid they'll
get poisoned.” Then she said to Dumas,
“What gonna do with all them

you

snakes? You know they're not buying poi-
son right now.” And wrning to Jack, she
continued, “He’s been milking snakes all
morning. One of these days, he's gonna get
hisself bit.”

Dumas laughed. “Why, a snake would
belly up in five minutes, he bit into me.”

They put Alligator into Dumas’ wooden
skifl: he had built it himsell out of cypress
hoards. Dumas took the cars and Jack sat
with Alligator next to him.

“Get in there with the snakes and tur-
tles,” Jack said, and the dog went over the
side without hesitation.

Dumas rowed up the lake at a steady
pace. Alligator followed, swimming casily.

“We'll work him about a quarter of a
mile today,” Dumas said. “Won’t overheat
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in the water.”

Jack turned his back to Dumas and
watched Alligator swim. He believed the
dog would continue to swim until he want-
ed him to stop. Swim all the way to fucking
China. There was not a thing that he
would have w say to him. That was why
Dexter wanted him in the pit.

Alligator was the most dangerous thing
in the lake, worse than some 100-pound
snapping turtle lying in the mud on the
bottom. And 1t was all because he had hot
blood running m his veins, not some thin,
cold, watery stufl. He knew the difference
between love and hate.

“That dog smells like a skunk,” Dumas
said.

“You could swim him all day long and
he'd sull smell,” Jack said.

“He works good for you.”

“Why?”

“Don’t know. You raise him?”

“Nope.”

“Some dogs just latch on to a person.”

“I don’t even like him.™

Jack pulled him over the side and Alh-
gator shook himsell, spraying water on
them. He sat in the bow and began licking
himself dry.

“Sure you do,” Dumas said. “He knows
it. See how good he worked.™

“Ain’t going in the pit.”

“I know. But fights are won in train-
ing."

“Then we’ll train him good.™

“How come your
daddy wants to
match him against
the Firecracker?”

“Breeding

rights.™
And Jack told
Dumas about the

liquid-nitrogen  re-
fnigerator and the
semen collections.

“He ain’t that
good. Twenty
pounds is oo much
to give up. Won't be
able to snatch up
that dog and bite
clean through his
backbone.”

“Then he'll losc.
Dexter’ll have shot
his wad.”

“Maybe so.” Du-
mas paused, pulling
on the oars, which
creaked in the oar-

locks. “What that
dog needs is an
edge,” he said.

“*How?” Jack
knew that some
handlers  tnied  to
cheat by putting

poison or some bad-
tasting substance on
their dogs.

“I've been hired
to train and handle a dog,” Dumas said.
“I don’t plan on losing.”

“Daddy’ll be mad;
smart for any cheating.”

“Well, we'll train him good. That’s the
best way.”

Back at the barge, Dumas threw a rope

Blackmon’s o

with a piece of truck mner tube tied to it
over the limb of a big vak. Jack had Alliga-
tor take the inner tube in his mouth. They
pulled him up and let him hang suspended
for a count of ten. Then they lowered him
and let him pull on the inner tube before
hoisting him again, the muscles in lis neck
bulging.

Then they fed him. It was commercial
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dog food out of a sack. Carrie poured
broth over it, and Dumas added a liquid
out of a small blue bottle.

“What's that?” Jack asked.

“WVitamins,” Dumas said. “We used to
think red meat was what to get them ready
with. Learned we was wrong about that.”

Alligator sniffed at the food and walked
away.

Dumas said, “Tell him to eat.”

“Go on, dog,” Jack said.

Alligator returned to the bowl and ate in
his usual unhurried manner.

“We'll swim him once a day for a
while,” Dumas said. I want you to talk to
him. Make a fuss over him. Pretend he’s a
girl you're sweet on.”

Alligator got up and shook himsell, a
fine spray of water falling on Jack, the
stink rising from the dog’s damp coat.

.

Jack ran Alligator on the cat mill carly
Friday morning, the fight only one day
away. People had come in for it from Texas
and Louisiana, even [rom as far away as
California. Dumas sat under an umbrella
at the road to keep anyone from coming
up to the house to get a look at Alligator.
The dog pursued the fanged-goblin mask
around and around.

“Remember he’s
Dexter said.

“Dumas says a short workout don’t
hurt,” Jack said.

“When you finish, I want you to put

fighting tomorrow,”

him in the house,” Dexter said. “Next new
thing he sees, I want it o be that Fire-
cracker.”

Alligator stopped working and Jack
took him out of his harness.

“You alraid of him?” Dexter asked.

“I'm smart.”

“He likes you.”

“Likes killing.”

“See that,” Dexter pointed off across the
fields, which stretched away perfectly flat
toward a distant tree line. “Dog’s gonna
get that back lor us.” Then he turned back
to Jack. *I want you in the pit.”

“Won’t be my lault he gets beat. Dumas
says he can’t give up the twenty pounds.”

“Let me worry ’bout that.” Dexter
again stared out wistfully at the fields that
he had lost. “Next spring, we’ll he working
that land.”

Alligator tugged on the lead, looking out
across the same expanse.

“Smells a rabbit,” Dexter said. “That’s
why he needs to go inside until the fight.
Wasting energy worryin’ about rabbits.”

Jack took Alligator to his room and set-
tled him on the rug by his bed. He lay
there staring up at the ceiling, smelling the
stink of the dog and through the open win-
dow the early-autumn scent of barren
fields and dead poplar leaves lying in
heaps beneath the big tree by his window.
A hawk hung in the high bluc sky, turning
in slow circles over the ditches and
swamps.

More than once he had thought of
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“Play the outraged husband if you
must, but as your lawyer, I must advise agamnst your
doing anything rash!”

shooting Alligator and destroying the
[rozen semen. That would end everything.
But it was too casy that way. He had 1o see
Dexter embarrassed before his friends. Or
maybe . . . maybe Dexter could make his
crazy scheme work and get the land back.
Land that would be all his one day.

Then, in Jack’s mind, Alligator swelled
up and took the land’s place: His eyes
glazed over with a milky Kilm, muscles in
his hind legs knotted and quivering, head
twisting as he scarched for where the big
red dog lived.

°

On Saturday night, the people who were
going to attend the fight met in the gravel
parking lot of Bascomb’s church, the
moonlight shining off’ the tin rool, the bar-
ren fields stretching away 1o distant lights.
A school bus would carry them to the
fight. Once a person got on the bus, he
could not get off or leave the fight until it
was all over.

Jack bllowed in the truck with Dexter
and Alhgator. He felt the lump of the Air-
weight .38 under his jacket. Dexter was
carrving $10,000 to bet on the fight and
had insisted that Jack go armed. The old
man was carrying a .#-caliber derringer
that had belonged to his father.

Jack and Dexter and Dumas had built
the pit close to one of the rows of bleachers
in the high school gym. It had plvwood
sides and a floor of green outdoor carpet.
Dexter had taped scratch lines lour leet
from each corner. A dog would have to
cross the line on signal, and any dog that
shied away would be declared the loser.
Wash-and-rinse tubs full of warm water
had been placed behind each corner so the
cdogs could be washed before the fight.

Thev took Alligator out of the truck, the
dog standing on the ground like an iron
statuc. He turned his head slowly and
sniffed the air, locating his enemy.

“Knows he’s gettin’ ready to fight.”
Dexter said. “Muzzle him. Alrcady goin’
crazy.” He trned to Jack. “You mind
him. I'm countin’ on vou.™

Jack slipped the muzzle on the dog, talk-
ing softly to him, but it did no good. The
dog knew. And instead of the anticipation
of a doghght, Jack felt as he used to before
{ootball games. There was that dry smell
of dying grass, the erickets chirping with a
slower beat, and the night was cool.

Inside, people were standing about on a
gym floor where just one night before, his
neighbors had held a Halloween carnival.
The smell of whiskey hung in the air. Du-
mas and Dexter both held leads attached
to Alligator’s collar. Theyv tugged gently at
them, afraid to do anvthing to set him off,
and guided the dog slowly toward the pit.

The crowd fell silent as they crossed the
floor. Alligator strained at the leads. Jack
bent down and petted him, and it was like
stroking a picce of iron. The dog’s claws
clicked on the floor, his paws slipping as he
attempted to gain purchase on the waxed
surface.

Blackmon and the Texas Firecracker,



big and red, waited by the side of the pit.
The Firecracker was unmuzzled and his
wrainer, Tudor, knelt beside him, the lead
twisted around his hands. Alligator pre-
tended not to see the other dog, but it was
all Dumas and Dexter could do to keep
him from pulling them right over into the
enemy’s corner. The Firecracker watched
Alligator carcfully but did not move. Jack
picked up Alligator o prevent him from
wasling any morc cnergy.

A Texas man wearing a white cowboy
hat and a sharp black tux had been chosen
as referce. He directed them to wash down
their dogs. He gave them two towels and a
blanket apiece. The trainers washed down
the opponent’s dog. After they were done,
Blackmon said, “Taste him.”

“No, that’s not i
the rules,” Jack said.

“Was once,”
Blackmon said.

Dumas walked
over from their cor-
ner.

“Washed him,”
Dumassaid. “That’s
enough.”

“What does the
owner say?” Black-
mon asked. “You
have this old man
taste the Firecrack-
o
“Go ahcad,” Dex-
ter said. “We got
nothing to hide.”

So as dog men
had done at the start
of the sport in Eng-
land, Tudor licked
Alligator from head
to tail. He concen-
trated on his ears,
nose and hind legs.

“Don’t taste like
nothing but soap,”
Tudor said. He
wrapped Alligator in
a blanket and Jack
lifted him. Alliga-
tor's stink had been
brought out by the
water. Squirrel was
on the outside of the
pit with a case of veterinary supplies. Peo-
ple in the crowd were making bets.

“One thousand on the black dog,” a
man shouted.

“You covered,” the odds maker said. He
looked up into the crowd, holding his arms
above his head, and yelled. “Anybody
else™

More bets were placed. Odds were run-
ning three to one against Alligator. Dumas
climbed out of the pit, leaving Jack alone
with the dog. He wok Alligator's muzzle
ofl and removed the blanket, feeling him
begin to tremble beneath his hands. Jack
felt sick.

“TFace your dogs, gentlemen,” the refer-
ce said.
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Jack wrapped both of his arms around
Alligator and waited for the signal.

“Ready, gentlemen,” the referee said,
nodding to the timekeeper. “Release your
dugs."

The dogs ran straight for each other,
meeting in the center of the pit.

The Firecracker tried for a leg hold, sub-
marining under Alligator as he went for it,
but Alligator threw his own hind leg up on
his back, and the red dog’s teeth snapped
at the air. The crowd gasped in approval.
But immediately, as if at a signal, the
crowd grew quict, and the dogs fought in
absolute pin-drop silence. Jack watched
the muscles in Alligator’s hind legs swell
and heard the tendons make little popping
sounds as both dogs stood on their hind
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legs and used their front paws like two
wrestlers.

Jack went down on his hands and knees
next to Alligator, encouraging him. Tudor
bared his teeth and spit flew out of his
mouth as he talked to Firecracker. Jack
kept one eye on the little swamper in case
he should come after him.

“Come on, baby!” Jack velled.

Tudor retorted, “Do it to him, Fire-
cracker!”

The red dog got a hold on Alligator’s
shoulder and pushed him to the carpet,
shaking him hard. Finally, he tired and
paused, allowing Alligator to break free
and get a nose hold. He twisted and shook
his head. But the red dog broke the hold.

Fifteen minutes had gone by, and both
dogs paused for a moment, standing inch-
es away [rom each other. The red dog
turned his head and shoulders away from
Alligator and then went for an ear hold
and shook the black dog.

“There’s a turn! A turn!” Dumas shout-
ed.

The referee allowed them to pick up
their dogs because the red dog had turned
away from Alligator. But it was another
ten minutes before the red dog lost his
hold and the two were scparated. Now the
red dog would have to scratch, to see if he
were willing to cross the line. Jack wiped
the blood off Alligator’s shoulder and
checked his mouth for broken teeth.

“See, he didn’t keep hold long,” Dumas
whispered o Jack.
“Don’t hike the taste

Jack wrapped his
arms around Alliga-
tor hard, thinking it
looked as if he had a
chance of winning.
The red dog did not
seem to have his
heart in the thing.
The crowd contin-
ued to vell.

“Get ready,” the
timekeeper called.

“Twenty-five sec-
onds, gentemen,”
the referee sad.
“Face your dogs.”

Jack held Alliga-
tor, waiting for the
charge ol the Fire-
cracker.

“Red dog ready?”
the referee said.

Tudor nodded.

“Let's go,” the
timekeeper yelled.

“Release your
dogs,” the referec
said.

Firecracker  shot
across the pit with
no hesitation. Jack
waited until he was
only a few feet away and then let go of Alli-
gator, who submarined under Firecracker,
twisting his head and going for a hold on a
hind leg. But he missed, and then the red
dog closed his jaws on Alligator’s hind leg

2

just above the hock. Jack did not hear

bone cracking. Alligator got a hold on the
red dog’s shoulder, both animals now
locked together, shaking cach other until
they both were exhausted. The fight was
now one hour and a half old.

“Crunch that bone!” Tudor yelled to his
fighter. “Want to hear it break.”

“Running out of gas,” Jack said 1o Alh-
gator. “Hang in there.”

“Red dog'll give,”” Dumas kept saying.
“Red dog'll give.” Then, in a whisper

of him. Firecrack-
er'll wear hissell
out.”
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when Jack came close enough to the cor-
ner, “Won’t like the taste.”

Fifteen minutes passed, both dogs still
locked together, each only occasionally
shaking his hold. Jack knew that when
Firecracker eventually gave up his hold,
Alligator would be doomed by that in-
Jjured hind leg, at the mercy of a larger
dog.

Then the red dog relaxed his grip, al-
lowing Alligator to wwist free.

“That old man’s putting poison on
him?" Tudor yelled at the referee. “You
watch him.”

The crowd cheered and more money
was passed. Alligator’s hold slipped ofl
and Firecracker turn faulted again when
the smaller dog jumped for a hold on his
upper jaw. Jack vanked Alligator out at
the next opportunity. He sponged him off
Tudor velling all the time to the referce,
“Look out! Look out for the poison!”
Dumas checked the hind leg. Jack mas-
saged him. The fight was now about two
hours old.

“Went clean through,” Dumas said.
“Bone’s all right.””

“You watch the old man, Mr. Referce!”
Tudor shouted. “I want to taste their wa-
ter.” Tudor came across the pit.

“Go ahead,” Dexter said, and Dumas
handed him the pail. Tudor scooped up
some bloody water in his palm and gulped
1t down, wincing.

“Drink the whole fuckin® pail,” jack
said.

Tudor spit.

“Taste blood, that’s all.” Tudor velled it
across the pit to Blackmon,

The referee ordered them to face their
dogs. Firecracker hesitated just for a mo-
ment belore running across the pit to Alli-
gator, and the dogs went at it again,
covered in blood. The carpet was slick
with it. By now the crowd had become as
sluggish as the dogs.

Alligator’s left ear was shredded and a
stream of red ran down to his hind leg. He
never hinted at turning away.

Firecracker scratched three more times,
cach time hesitating more than the last,
before he shot across the pit toward Alliga-
tor’s corner. Tudor kept complaining to
the referee that Dumas was putting poison
on his dog.

The fight came up on the three-hour
mark. Both dogs were fighting in slow mo-
tion. Firecracker got Alligator down by us-
ing his superior weight and bit deep into
his shoulder again, shaking him like a ter-
rier would shake a rat untl, exhausted, the
red dog collapsed on top of him.

“Kill him, kill him, kill him!" Tudor
chanted.

“Come on, baby, get up,” Jack coaxed,
his face not six inches from Alligator’s
head.

He smelled the sweet metallic tang of
blood, the air around the pit heavy with it
now.

“Got that red dog! Dumas shouted.
“Worn out!”

But Alligator did not look much better
to Jack. The dog should be lying in some

“I knew it would come to this. First
they advertise condoms . . . now they show you
how to put one on.”

quiet place with a quart of Ringer’s solu-
tion dripping into him.

Jack took one step to pick up Alligator,
but suddenly the dog twisted beneath the
big red dog, finding a chest hold, rolling
the Firecracker over at the same time and
shaking the larger dog as if he were a rat.
The red dog wheezed and coughed as he
attempted to breathe.

Then the Firecracker just quit fighting.

“That’s it,” Blackmon said. *You win.”

“Alligator of Top Dog Kennels wins in
three hours and ten minutes.” the referee
announced.

Jack took the breaking stick and stepped
forward, but Dexter snatched it from him.

“It’s not over yet,” Dexter said. “*God-
damn, he's dead game.”

Dexter knelt beside Alligator and swuck
the tip of the stick into the back of his jaw.

“Pick up vour dog, Blackmon,” he said.
“Alligator’ll fight till he’s dead. You'll
see.”

“They fight anymore, both those dogs
are goin’ to die,” Blackmon said. “My
dog’s done fightin’ today.”

“Puttin’ poison on that litde dog,” Tu-
dor said, shaking his head.

“Shut up,” Blackmon said to him. “Tt
was a fair fight.”

Tudor ran over and lapped at Alliga-
tor’s water again. “Nothing, damn it,” he
said.

Dexter looked toward the crowd and
said, very deliberately, “Hed be dead
game. Damn red dog quit.”

Jack realized then that Dexter had
counted on Firecracker's beating Alliga-
tor. He wanted his dog to die still hanging
on—that would have made him worth
double at stud. “Dead game™ was a holy
incantation among pit-bull handlers.

Dexter twisted the stick to try to make
Alligator let go.

“Pinch his nostrils shut,” Blackmon
suggested.

Dexter put his hand on Alligator’s nose.
Suddenly, the dog let go and turned on
him, knocking him to the carpet. Alligator
twisted his head, linding a purchase un-
derneath the old man’s ribs, and began
shaking, it all happening so fast no onc
had a chance to move. It seemed to Jack o
take forever . . . but he took three steps o
his father and pulled the Airweight out of
its holster.

He shoved the barrel into Alligator’s
car. He pulled the trigger.

Instead of releasing, the dog shook Dex-
ter harder than before. Jack shot again. Al-
ligator kept on shaking, blood and brains
splattered on the surface of the pit. After
the third round, he finally lay stll. They
had to use the breaking stick to pry apart
his dead jaws.

“Shit, sure enough dead game,” some-
one in the crowd yelled.

Dexter looked real bad. He had turned
the gray color of November soybean stub-
ble and was barcly conscious. Squirrel
punched the Ringer's solution into the old



man’s arm and they carried him to the
parking lot.
L ]

Dexter escaped with just two broken
ribs. He had bet for Alligator to lose, and
the entire $10,000 was gone. But people
had heard about the semen stored under
liquid nitrogen: The phone rang constant-
ly with inquiries from breeders, owners
and fans. Dexter talked to them from his
bed, quoting prices and writing down or-
ders in a green account ledger.

.

One afternoon not long after the hght,
Jack was standing on the front porch when
Dexter appeared carrying a military am-
mo box he used to carry shotgun shells on
dove hunts.

“When you gonna start selling?” Jack
asked.

“When I'm good and ready.” Dexter
worc a pistol at his hip. “Let’s go for a
icle:™

“We going shooting?”’

“Boy, you ask too damn many ques-
tions.”

Dexter drove out across the levee and
then to a ruined park Dexter had once
built for the community. The roof of the
arbor had fallen in and honeysuckle vines
climbed up the sides. A jungle of weeds
and small trees had grown up, much of it
sumac whose leaves had turned blood-red.
Jack followed his father, who carried the
ammo box, out into the thicket, and they
made their way out to the sand bar. Jack
kept expecting to step on a snake. He gave
up worrying when he realized he couldn’t
even see his own feet in the tangle.

When they came out of the jungle onto
the sand bar, the river appeared wide and
brown before them, the Arkansas shore
thick with willows. whose leaves had most-
ly fallen off, leaving the bare trunks grow-
ing at an angle over the water. Dexter
walked down to the water, the river mak-
ing a sucking sound as it moved past the
sand bar. He put the ammo box on the
sand.

Dexter took the pistol out of the holster.
It was his favorite .357 Magnum, and he
offered it to Jack butt first.

“What are you waiting for?”
asked.

“What*”

“Thought you wanted me dead,” Dex-
ter said. Jack looked off’ at the river.
“Killing's casy. Living’s hard. Thought
you'd learned that ofl'in the war.”

The pistol in Jack’s hand felt as if it
weighed a thousand pounds, his arm
hanging slack by his side.

Dexter knelt down and opened up the
ammo box, its lid popping open with a
clunk. He pulled out a handful of plastic
straws.

“*Can’t let the people breed more crazy
dogs,” Dexter said. “Won’t make enough
money ofl’ the stull, anywav. You were
right.”

Dexter

“They re already ruined,” Jack said.

He tossed the pistol onto the sand and
took a straw out of the box. Holding it up
to the light, he saw that the crystals were
gone. Nothing remained but a milk-shake
slush. He felt like shooting Dexter and was
glad he had dropped the pistol.

“The land?” Jack asked.

o ]

The old man tossed straws into the riv-
er, one by one. They floated on the brown
water, bobbing in the current.

Dexter said, “For the fish.”

“How will you live now?”’

Dexter picked up the ammo box and
emptied the rest of the straws into the riv-

er. “Best way [ can. Same way you will.”
Suddenly, Jack embraced his father,
hugging him as tight as he had held Alli-
gator in the pit.
“Careful, my ribs,” Dexter said.

A towboat pushing a string of barges
came into view around the bend and gave
a blast on its horn.

“Maybe | can find some work in Or-
leans,” Jack said. “Ofishore oil. That’s
good money.”

“Go down there if you want,” Dexter
said.

The straws were gone now, floating
down to the Gulf; and just the empty
brown water and the wowboat, approach-
ing in the distance. [t blew its horn again.

Together, they left the sand bar. Dexter
had trouble climbing up the slope into the
jungle, and Jack gave him his hand,
pulling him up the slippery bank. He led
Dexter into the dense insect-loud brambles
of cane, briers and sumac, holding branch-
es aside and breaking trail as they walked
across the ruined park back to the truck.

%,

“I thought he was a stiff the first couple of weeks, but
suddenly, the money kicked in.”
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CARS ’88

(continued from page 111)
all over the map in this category, but the
Mazda RX-7 Turbo Convertible squeaked
by the competition. Stevens and Gross
liked it. (Gross's comment: “New-—a bhit
different and cleverly equipped with a
wind deflector. Its price, $21,800, versus
that of the RX-7 coupe, is 50 low it must be
a mistake.”) Other votes went to the Mer-
cedes-Benz 300E (Cogan), the Porsche 911
Cabriolet (Lamm), the Ford Mustang GT
convertible ( Jeanes) and the BMW M3.

°

Best Over-all New Car: You guessed
it; the big Bimmer, the BMW 750iL,
pulled votes from three of our six pan-
elists—Lamm, Stevens and Gross (the last
saying, “Best new engine and best import
sedan. BMW's new 12 is outselling the S-
class Mercedes in Germany. Do you sup-
pose they know something?”). Other votes
went to the Mercedes 300CE Coupe (Co-
gan), the Mazda 929 (Yates said it's an
“engineering sex goddess in a house
dress”’) and the Honda Prelude (Jeanes,
who would have picked the Lincoln Conti-
nental “if it weren’t available with those
awful casket-upholstery interiors™).

°

Best Suspension: The Mercedes-Benz
S560SEL pulied way ahead of the pack with
four votes—those of Cogan, Stevens, Yates
and Lamm. Lamm explained that while
the big Benz was a bit stifl for some tastes,
it was stll his favorite, with BMW and
Jaguar “just back of the Mercedes’ bump-
cr.” Other choices were the BMW 750iL.
(Jeanes) and the Jaguar XJ6 (Gross),
which “just edged out the BMW 750iL..

[ ]

Best Car for Trouble-Free Opera-
tion: For day-to-day reliability, nothing
beats the Honda Accord, in the opinion of
four judges (Cogan, Jeanes, Stevens and
Gross). Said Gross, *This car is like a hair

drier. You take it out of the box and it
works without fail for ten years. Then you
buy another one.” Other votes went to the
Tovota Camry (Lamm: “There has to be a
Toyota at the head of this list. Toyota
carned that reputation and hasn’t forgot-
ten how it was carned. We're talking anvils
here”) and the Acura Integra (Yates:
“These guys are beginning to act like the
smug bastards with the 160 1.Q. who ran
straight A’s in your calculus class”).
.

Best Engineering Innovation: Hon-
da’s latest contribution, four-wheel steer-
ing as available on the Prelude Si, picked
up five of our judges’ six votes. Yates won-
dered, however, if “it’s the first sign of
technological overkill.” Cogan was the
lone holdout, preferring Tovota’s super-
charging of its MR2, “This car handles
well, and when that's the case, adding
power is always a great idea.”

L ]

Best New Feature: The optional Buick
Riviera cellular phone, which is built in
and hands-free, got the call from four of
our judges, mainly because, as Lamm put
it, he'd “vote for anvthing that would get
drivers” hands back on the wheel, which is
where they belong.” Jeanes agreed, saying,
“Now you can ride down the freeways
velling *Get me Bernie on the Coast’ with-
out endangering your fellow motorists.
You can even call Buick to find out how
that ‘TV-monitor dashboard works.”
Gross’s vote went to Mazda’s new wind
deflector that's incorporated in the RX-7
convertible: “Long-hairs, take note: Maz-
da brings you the breeze without the wind-
blown look.” Yates chose the Chevrolet
Corvette ZR-Rated super-high-perform-
ance tires: “Now, il they could only make
the car as good as the tires. .

These are our winners for the best of
breed in 19 categories for 1988, Take the
information and ease on down your own
road driving the wheels of your choice.
Happy motoring.

“Now remember, if you start flapping your wings during
the jump, yow'll be disqualified!”

TRUE NORTH

(continued from page 105}

We're not as dumb as Tuchman thinks.

Most of us suspected that the Oliver
North story was more complicated than
that, but we didn’t have much information
to go on. So we shut up and walked
through the bocokstores and newsstands
and airports that were clogged with the
trappings of Olliemania. To calm my own
suspicions, | went to Washington, D.C. |
was working on the theory that no manis a
hero to his colleagues, that if vou want the
scoop on an individual, you interview his
peers; so I talked with people who had
served with North in the Marine Corps
and on the National Security Council stafl,

Every source I quote is a combat veter-
an. Each one knew North personally.
Most of my sources are still active-duty
Marines or intelligence personnel. They
have some interesting stories 1o tell about
their experiences with Oliver North, sto-
rics that run contrary to the publicized im-
ages of him. North is, to these men, more
complex than the TV picture we absorbed
last summer. Much more.

.

“Let’s have lunch with Ollie,” one for-
mer Marine officer wrote to another last
July. “He can lie to Congress. but he can’t
lie to us.” That comment may sound
flippant, but if so, the flippancy has been
well earned. Those two former Marines
are Vietnam veterans who spent several
months at Khe Sanh in 1968, participating
in one of the most difficult battles in
Marine Corps history,

Talk with Marines who know North and
have served with him, and if vou are an
outsider, an automatic code of silence will
go into effect. You will be frozen out. It’s
nothing personal, really. The Marine
Corps 1s one of the last truly tight-knit or-
ganizations in this culture, and it protects
its own people with fierce lovalty. But if
vou are a former Marine (as [ am), an in-
sider by virtue of your training and scry-
ice, vou will find Marines willing to ralk
with vou frankly, if anonymously, about
Oliver North.

Marines display a consistent reaction
when you ask about the veracity of North's
public image: They laugh at the gulf be-
tween the illusion and the reality. They
arc amused at how simplistically North
has been portrayed. They think that the
American people got only one side of the
Oliver North story during the Iran/Contra
hearings—not “the good, the bad and the
ugly,” as North claimed he was giving us,
but something more like “the good, the
better and the best.” There is, the Marines
with whom [ talked suggest, a large varia-
tion between true North and magnetic
North, between the complex human being
they know and the simple public picture
painted of him,

The bare bones of North's career are
these: Born in 1943 in Texas (the son of an
Army officer who earned a Silver Star in



World War Two), raised in the siate of
New York, North graduated from high
school in Philmont, New York, in 1961. He
took classes at State University College of
New York at Brockport in 1963 (school
officials deny North’s claim that he earned
a degree there). He attended the United
States Naval Academy, lost a vear of
school after he was badly injured in
an automobile accident, graduated from
Annapolis in 1968 (his class yearbook
says he “expertly concealed his scholarly
attributes from all but the Bull Depart-
ment”"), accepted a commission at gradua-
tion as a second lieutenant in the Marine
Corps and, upon completion of Basic
School (a rigorous course of instruction for
all newly commissioned Marine officers)
at Quantico, Virginia, in Novemnber 1908,
found himsel with orders to go to Vietnam.

North served in South Vietnam as an
Infantry platoon commander from De-
cember 3, 1968, 1o August 21, 1969. In
that time. he performed aggressively in
combat, winning both a Silver Star and a
Bronze Star. He left Vietnam in late
November 1969 for an assignment as an
instructor at Basic School. From 1969 to
1973, North remained at Quantico. He
was promoted to captain in 1971, In 1973
and 1974, he served on Okinawa as officer
in charge of the Northern Training Area
(essentially a jungle-warfare school).

In December 1974, something un-
planned happened to Oliver North. The
details are murky, the records unavailable,
but it is generally accepted ameong his col-
leagues that he cracked up. He was found
in a state of high anxicty onc day, holding
his .45-caliber pistol and threatening sui-
cide. He spent 22 days in Bethesda Naval
Hospital, near Washington, D.C. The
official diagnosis, according to reliable re-
ports, was “delaved battle stress.”™

The Marines who knew North at that
time were not willing to go into too many
details for the record, but there were com-
mon elements in their memories. Accord-
ing to them, North had exhausted himself
phvsicallv and emotionally while running
the Northern Training Area, and it was at
that juncture that he also had to face some
very real problems with his marriage and
his family back in the U.S.A.

*1 was in Washington in 1974 when Ol-
lie got back from Okinawa,” onc Marine
reports. “He was interviewing for a posi-
tion at Eighth and 1. the Marine Corps
barracks in D.C. It’s the show place of the
Marine Corps, really, a spit-and-polish
billet with lots of parades and reviews.
The next thing I knew, Ollie had disap-
peared. He didn’t get the Eighth and |
post. | was told he’d had some kind of nerv-
ous breakdown. I won’t go into the partic-
ulars, but I think Ollic was aflected by a
lot more than combat stress.™

After his release from Bethesda, North
spent the next four vears as a manpower
analvst at Marine Corps Headquarters i
Washington. D.C. In June 1978, he was
sent to Camp Lejeune, North Carolina,

where he was promoted to major and
served as a battalion stafl officer for two
vears. He then attended the Naval War
College in Newport, Rhode Island. On
August 4. 1981, he was assigned to duty
with the National Security Council. He
was promoted to lieutenant colonel on Oc-
tober 1, 1983.

That’s the basic structure of North’s ca-
reer, and it is fine as far as it goes. But
North apparently took it further. Accord-
ing to Marines who should know, he pre-
sented inflated credentials in the grand
Eighties tradition of the fictional résumeé
and the exaggerated autobiography. Men
in the public eve, such as Gary Hart, Joe
Biden and Pat Robertson, have all been
charged with creating their own myths,
editing their lives, inventing themselves,
fictionalizing their exploits. North, to
somc, is also a man who has played loosely
with biographical truth, who has orches-
trated some significant claborations about
his own history.

“Ollie came over to the NSC stafl in
1981, says a man I'll call Max, a profes-
sional intelligence oflicer who is still active
in some of the most difficult assignments
available. It is part of his job to keep a
closc watch on the world’s dangerous
characters. He is as tough as thev come,
and he has been down some alleys that
North has only dreamed about. A Viet-
nam veteran himself, Max speaks in con-
trolled, bemused tones about a man he
knows well. Ironically, we are sitting in
Lafayette Square, across from the old Ex-
ecutive Office Building, the home of the
National Security Council.

“In 1983, North wrote a single-page bi-
ography,” Max says. “It's been with-
drawn since then, but you should see it.
It's pure Ollie North, and it’s also pure
bullshit. He writes that he “participated in
both conventional and unconventional
warfare operations in Southeast Asia.’
He's putting that down in print. IUs sup-
posed to hint that he was plaving Green
Beret on the Ho Chi Minh Trail or that he
was doing cross-border operations into
Laos and Cambodia. He used to tell peo-
ple those war stories, you know. But here
he’s submitting them as truth in an autobi-
ographical document for the NSC. And
that ‘unconventional warfare operations’
stull is bullshit. Ollie North was an 03, an
Infantry officer in a line company—noth-
ing more, nothing less.

“Look at the rest of this biography.
When we got this picce of paper at the
NSC, we laughed and laughed. ‘Major
North is responsible for national-level con-
tingency planning, crisis management and
counterterrorism.” Do vou suppose any of
the rest of us on the NSC had any respon-
sibilities? Was he really in charge of all
that, as he claims? No way, José. You stll
reading? ‘He has organized and directed
combined operations with more than a
dozen of our allies.” This is dated Septem-
ber 1983; he’s been on the stafl two vears
at this time and he’s directing combined
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operations with our allies? Sounds like
grade-A bullshit to me. Ollie’s writing a
novel here. He's claiming primary respon-
sibility in areas where he was nothing spe-
cial, just another gofer.

“This whole damned bio sheet is sus-
pect. He says he ‘has published works in
various military journals.” Where are
they? We can’t find them.™”

Max hands the sheet of paper to me
with a chuckle. It 1s autumn in Washing-
ton, still hot and muggy, and as | read

North's description of himself. I think of

the years he worked in the building 1 can
sec from where | am sitting.

“You want to know what we think of Ol-
lic at the NSC?™ Max asks. “We think he’s
the ultimate sell-promoter. He's out there
blowing his own bugle, baby. Full blast.
All the time. And here he is. in print, for
the record, jiving us as usual.”

We sit for a ume without talking. Max
hdgets, stands up to leave, sits down again.

“One more thing. It may scem small.
but it really has a lot o do with how
America looks at this guy. Oliver North
never wore his unilorm to work while he
was with the NSC. Not for six vears. Not
until the dav he was fired. He wore civilian
clothes at all times. I've often wondered
how his testimony would have gone down
il he'd been sitting there in front of the
Lran/Contra committee in a three-picce
suit, You know how many Marines hated
to sce him up there in that uniform? He
dragged the corps into the scandal and
he successlully exploited the image. But he
wasn’t working for the Marine Corps
when he did all that slick NSC stufl. So he
should have left the corps out of it.”

This is the one theme | heard more than
any other from the Marines who had
worked with Oliver North. They were
frustrated with their powerlessness to cor-
rect the image he had projecied of a
Marine oflicer, in uniform, admitting that
he lied to his superiors, shredded vital evi-
dence and deceived the nation,

“I worked with Ollic practically every
day for hive vears,” Max says. “I've scen
him kiss ass like a choirbov and I've seen
him buddy up to admirals and generals on
a first-name basis. I've heard Fawn Hall
call him an asshole when he got wo stuck
on himselll I've been on secret trips where
I was embarrassed to be with him, he was
so standoflish and undiplomatic.”

I ask a question that has bothered me
lor a long time: How did a man with some
fairly erratic behavior in his past gain en-
trance to an agency as important as the
National Security Council?

Max smiles. “If you understood Ollic’s
history at the NSC, it might help put him
in perspective. Ollie was at the Naval Wa
College in 1980, That's a one-vear stint,
but he made the most ol it. He wrote a pa-
per about the recommissioning of World
War Two battleships. Why did he choose
that subject? Well. it may be more than a
coincidence that the recommissioning of

World War Two battleships just happened
to be the pet project of the new Secretary
of the Navy at the time, John Lehman,
And it may be more than a coincidence
that Ollic’s paper ended up on Lehmans
desk. Ollie and Lehman got 1o be buddies.
and Lehman had a lot 1o do with North's
NSC appointment.

“When Ollie got to the NSC, he was
basically an casel carrier. He helped setup
exhibits and carry briclcases when senior
officers went up to Capitol Hill to testify.
Luckily lor Ollie, the Reagan Administra-
tion was in the process of making the NSC
its secret operational arm in all sorts of
crises. Ollie was in the right place at the
right time, made himself noticed by work-
ing nights and weckends, became indis-
pensable in small ways that started 1o
grow as the NSC grew. The Reagan Ad-
ministration was saving, ‘We're looking for
a few good cowbovs,” and Ollic was say-
ing, ‘I just happen to have my horse with
me.” And when Ollie and Bill Casev met,
it was two character flaws falling in love
with cach other. But let me make it clear:
No matter what Ollic says on his own bio
sheet, he was never the number-one hon-
cho: he was not 1op dog in every depart-
ment at the NSC. He had hosses. He had
people to report 10,

Max talks about his exasperaton as he
watched North testify at the Iran/Contra
hearings. I started velling at the TV set. 1
couldn’t believe how much they were let-
ting him get away with. Finally, I went up
to onc of the Senators 1 know. “Why don’t
vou blow him away? | asked. "Why are
vou letting him build himself into a nation-
al hero? You know his real biographv. He's
not that special. He's got some glitches.”
The Senator didn’t even blink. “Nobody
wants to take him on,” he said. “We know
he’s gilding his lilv. But nobody wants o
be the bad guy.”™

Max and I shake hands and part com-
pany. It is dusk. There are lights on in the
windows of the NSC ollices as 1 jog by the
old Executive Office Building later that
evening. | laugh to mysell, wondering how
many nights Olver North worked under
those lights. wondering whether the brief
biography ol North that Max showed me
had been prepared and tvped in that very
building.

This business of North’s exaggerated
claims and false credentials crops up ofien
as Marines reflect on his image. Retired
Marine licutenant general Vietor Krulak
wrote a column about that lor the San
Diego Tribune: “There has been a lot of
press discussion about what a wo-fisted
tighting man North is. His combat exploits
m Vietnam are romanticized, hke the
Sunday-supplement tale of his valiam
singlchanded midnight foray across the
Demilitarized Zone to capture and bring
back a North Vietnamese prisoner. Itis an
exciting story, but, like many others. it
never happened.”

A former Marine Corps oflicer who



knew him well told me that North had had
an carly reputation for seli-promotion.
“I'm a charter member of the Olliewatch-
ers Club,” he savs. “A bunch of us formed
it back in Basic School when we were com-
missioned. We've been watching Ollie pro-
mote himsell since 1968. He was in our
Basic School class and he stood out. For
one thing, he was politically well connect-
ed. He alwayvs had a godfather, some
senior officer looking out for him. For an-
other, he hvped himself all the time. 1 re-
member working with Ollie on Okinawa
in 1973 and 1974. He did a good job run-
ning the Northern Training Arca. But he
also called newspapers and reporters and
got himsell written up in the Navy Times
and places like that. He was such a public-
ity hound. The Olliewatchers laugh about
it. Marine ofhicers don't go around arrang-
ing their own PR. But Ollie did. That's
Just his nature.”

To a man, the Marines with whom 1
talked resented North’s continual search
for the spotlight. “Showboat™ and “hot
dog” were terms often used to describe
him by men who had won as many medals
as he had, run as many risks.

“North’s not like any other Marine
oflicer I've ever known,” one active-duty

Marine says. I was at the 20th reunion ol

Khé Sanh veterans recently. 1 looked
around the room that night and I thought
about what great guys these Marines are,
what shit they'd been through in Vietnam,

how modest they were about it. Most ol

them were quality people then and are
quality people now—really normal guys
who went through hell and then came
back to America and tried to adjust. Some
of them stayed in the corps and did their
jobs and got promoted or passed over, but
I'm here to tell you, they never drew a lot
ol attention to themselves. Some of them
lelt  the Marine Corps and  became
lawyers, stockbrokers, real-estate sales-
men. One of my buddies is a janitor in
Alaska. Another writes children’s books.
Another runs a truck stop in Florida. Nor-
mal guys who adjusted as best they could.
They would never think of showboating
the way Ollie does. They really don’t ap-
prove of that. They see him as a very
strange anomaly, a two-percenter. He's
out on the fringe; that’s all I can tell you.™

The perception that North was some-
how outside the normal boundaries of a
Marine officer’s conduct, that he was too
willing 1o hype himsell to his burcaucratic
bosses at the NSC, too eager 1o succeed
and achieve in the civilian world while
holding a  military  commission, ran
through most of the comments [ heard
about him. Even men who had admired
him in his earlier years saw him as a per-
son who had lost the sharp focus of the
combat Marine and had turned himself'in-
to an office pohtician.

“*Oliver North is a tremendously com-
plex man,” says a Marine officer who
served with him at various times over a
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period of ten years. “Belore his problems
in 1974, he was one of the best olhcers 1'd
ever served with. He was good in combart,
outstanding as an instructor at Quantico,
terrific on Okinawa when he was running
the Northern Training Area. [ remember
once | literally put my ife in his hands
when he taught me how to rappel out of a
CH-53 helicopter. We were hovering 100
feet over the Okimawan jungle, and he
hooked a snap link to my line, checked the
knot and out of that chopper I went. He
was cool and competent, and if he'd
screwed up that day in 1974, I'd be dead.
It’s as simple as that.

“But Ollie went through tremendous
changes at the end of 1974. Face it: Hospi-
talization for emotional problems could
have a strong negative impact on an ol-
frcer’s advancement within the corps.

*“1 saw North at a Marine Corps Birth-
day Ball after he joined the NSC, and |
was surprised at his appearance. He had
the demeanor of a politician. There he was
in his dress blues, medals and all, but he
needed a haircut and he was talking like
an Assistant Secretary of State. He was
trying to be a burcaucrat, not a gung-ho
Infantry officer. I watched him at the
lran/Contra hearings and 1 felt the same
way. “Take off the uniform, Ollie,” 1 kept
mumbling at the TV. ‘Don’t bring the
Marine uniform into that charged political
atmosphere. A Marine officer doesn’t lie to
Congress. He doesn’t fudge the wruth. He
doesn’t shred documents. He stays politi-
cally neutral. because that’s whar his
officer’s commission requires him to be.”

“The real truth about Oliver North?
He’s an unusual alloy, a strange combina-
tion of things. He has displaved real
courage in combat, and 1o this day, |

would follow him int battde any time,
anywhere. But he’s also got an enormous
ego when it comes to scli-promotion. Both
halves ol that equation are true. but I sus-
pect that sometimes those two conflicting
parts collide. The bureaucratic self-pro-
moter and the combat Marine meet at his
center and cancel cach other out, What
happens to him then? I don't know, but
maybe he loses sight of himsell and has no
idea at that time who he really is.

There is a feeling among North's fellow
oflicers that Marines belong somewhere
other than the heady environs of the State
Department and the NSC. They sce North
as a man who, essentially, got fancy. They
think he didn’t really know what he was
doing as he tried to participate in aflairs of
state. He was holding the commission of a
Marine Corps officer, but, in the opinion
ol some of his colleagues, he seems to have
forgotten that. They think his actions dis-
play truly bad judgment. Bad as in deadly.

“I almost dropped at the knees when 1
heard about Ollie’s helping with arms
sales to Iran,” savs one former battalion
commander who served in Beirut in the
carlv Eighties. “He should have known
better. Those Iranians sponsored the ter-
rorists who blew up the Marine barracks
in Beirut and killed 241 of our men. What
was Ollie doing selling weapons and mis-
siles to those bastards?

“I think I know something about what
Ollie experienced at the NSC. He felt like
a big shot. I've been there. When I walked
around Beirut, the press wanted to talk to
me. | liked that. I liked being lionized,
being mterviewed, There’s a saving ‘Il
moncy doesn’t get you, power will.,” 1 un-
derstood that. And [ guarded against it.
But 1 think Ollie held himself in awe. And

“This 1s your captain speaking—the blonde stewardess
with the big tits is mine.”

he made some lousy judgments, like back-
ing arms sales to our enemies.™

The man pauses, scarching for words. |
remember how, when the news of the
bombing of the Marine barracks in Beirut
reached me, 1 almost vomited. | remem-
ber exactly where I was, what [ was doing,
how quickly I leit the room to be by myself
and hold down the nausea. That may scem
melodramatic 1o some people, but once a
Marine, always a Marine; you identify
with the corps, no matter what vour politi-
cal convictions, and the men who are lost
long alter you leave the Service are still,
somchow, vour brothers-in-arms.

“A lot of senior officers called Ollie
Licutenant Colonel Rambo long before the
public got to know about him. The only
way | can put it is this: Some guys have a
hidden agenda; you know what 1 mean?
Some guvs want to be in Marine recon a
littke too much. They want to carry lots of
ammo and four kinds of knives and wear
camouflage paint, even in the mess hall.
They hot dog it in front of the troops and
the troops love it, but vou have to ask
vourself what the agenda is for those guys.
I always thought Ollie had a hidden agen-
da. I think he loved power and glory a lit-
tle too much. I never would have agreed to
sell missiles to the people who blew up my
men, not for all the praise in Washington,
D.C. But Ollic had another agenda. ['m
not saving he lavored the bombing of the
barracks. I'm saving he didn’t think clear-
Iv about the consequences of his actions.
He wanted glory. And he got it. Sort of.™

Ollie North leaves behind a trail of sto-
ries wherever he goes. A lot of them are
about his overzealous behavior, and they
frequently evoke laughter. Take the one
about the lockers at Camp Lejeune.

“Ollie had a strange reputation at
Lejeune because he liked to stay up for two
or three days at a time—no sleep, no rest,
Jjust work,” a Marine colleague relates. It
was dumb to do that. Nobody can stay up
that long and not make mistakes. But Ollic
thought it made him look good. [ guess.
Sometimes some of the senior officers
would just shut Ollic down. They'd tell
him to take a break, go home, be with his
family. It was weird. Ollic was taken out
by stress in 1974, but he piled more and
more stress on himself in the next years.
Why? To prove he could take it? To prove
he was a man? I don’t know.

“Anyway, the battalion was coming
back from a Mediterrancan cruise. The
commanding officer wanted the lockers in
the barracks checked 1o make sure every-
thing was OK. So Ollie took over and
walked in with the advance party and cut
ofl all the locks on the lockers, without try-
ing to find keys or combinations or getting
any of the troops to help him. He just fired
from the hip and tore the place up. The
C.0. was pissed. He almost canned him
then and there. The rest of us were laugh-
ing. It was pure Ollie North: Leave him
unsupervised and he’ll break vour back.™

And what of the Marine Corps itsell ? [s



it responsible for the actions of Oliver
North? Did it manufacture him out of
whole cloth, encourage him to exaggerate
his autobiography, ask him to become
more bureaucrat than grunt? Is Marine
Corps training delicient? Does it reward
workaholism and hot dogging, punish m-
depth thinking and careflul planning?

It's not as if the Marine Corps leader-
ship hasn’t considered the problem. Listen
to the statements of one of the men in
charge of officer training.

“Long before it was public, we were
aware of Ollie's activities, and we were
very uncomfortable with some of them. We
asked ourselves a basic question: Did our
training support this kind of personality? 1
hate to say it, but the answer is, in some
Wilys, YOS, We are re-
sponsible  for  the
mind-set of Oliver
North. He brought a
lotof problems 10 us,
but he's also a prod-
uct ol our system.

“When vou train
Marines lor combat,
you aren’t sitting
around a table
somewhere dis-
cussing computer
programming.
You're training
Marmes to go to
war and get the job
done. So it's always
a delicate balance.
You want a man
who will take the
hill when it has
be taken—but you
also want a man
who will coordinate
his efforts and be
part of the combat
team while he's do-
ing it

“After the Iran/
Contra scandal
broke, | was really
surprised by the re-
actions of the voung
licutenants who
were in Basic School
at the time. I's true
that North was a hero to some of them, but
i’s also true that they had a pretty good
perspective on the guy. The term hot dog
came up a lot when they discussed him,
They could sense that Ollie was a grand-
stander.

“The waining has changed since North
went through Basic School. We're trying to
teach Marines how to fight smarter, bet-
ter. We don’t train them to go hi diddle
diddle right up the middle, the way we
used to. ‘Don’t confuse bravery with intel-
ligence,” we tell them. “II vou've got the
time to {all on a grenade for vour buddies,
vou've also got the ume to  yell,
“Grenade?” and hit the dier.””

The man pauses and thinks about his
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own example. So do . We both know men
who have sacrificed themselves in just that
fashion. There is a terrible beauty in such
gestures. But vou are sometimes left won-
dering if, just hefore that moment of self-
sacrifice, there wasn’t a better choice.
“Today we emphasize that we don’t
want people with a hidden agenda. We
don’t want people with a death wish. I tell
every class I teach about a company com-
mander I knew at Khé Sanh who stood up
and walked around and plaved macho man
every time we had incoming artillery fire.
At Khé Sanh, we were taking several thou-
sand rounds of incoming every day. I tell
them what a jerk I thought that company
commander was, how it was his job to be
on the horn planning counterbattery fire,
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how he should have been helping his
troops by thinking and coordinating and
strategizing, not swaggering around like
some cowboy. We're looking for that deli-
cate balance between aggression and com-
mon sense.”

The Marines have spoken, and it is clear
that they see Oliver North as a man, not a
myth. He is more than a picture on a
poster, more than a talking head on TV,
“North’s behavior,” writes General Kru-
lak, “has gained for him a variety of
descriptives: zealot, extremist, mystic, rad-
ical, missionary, hero, prophet. While
none of the descriptive terms is totally cor-
rect, all ol them portray a man who has an
apostolic devotion to his cause—a devo-

NG CO LAWRENCEBURC Ky @987

tion, however, that created a blurring be-
tween means and ends.”

It is precisely that blurring between
means and ends that we, the American
people, sensed last summer. We knew
something was missing as we watched the
tube and put up the posters and bought
the books and read the magazines.
“What’s wrong with this picture?”” we kept
asking ourselves. We didn’t articulate our
doubts, really, but thev were there. And
rightlully so, it turns out. We were practic-
ing a quict, patient, carcful form of patri-
otism in the midst of all that noise and
hoopla, and we were not as dumb as some
people thought.

“I always assumed Ollie would have
been happy in northern Bavaria in the late
Tharties,” a Marine
olhicer told me with
a smile. **He stood
up and clicked his
heels whenever he
talked to the Presi-
dent on the phone.
It secemed like some-
thing out of a bad
movie o me, but he
meant it. And that
scared me.”

It is possible that
if Oliver North were
to graduate from the
United States Naval
Academy this sum-
mer and  were 10
head for Marine
Corps Basic School,
he would receive the
kind of traming that
would help him be-
come a more secure,
less frantic officer,
and he would grow
into a man less ea-
ger to please his su-
periors  and  more
genuinely modest
and  humane. He
might also find role
models who could
teach him that war-
riors need wisdom
as much as they
need ambition and
that there are many forms of self-destruc-
tion, including that sneakiest of contempo-
rary vices, workaholism.

But harsh recality has a way of declaring
itsell in the military. The fact seems 1o be

that no educational system and no series of

role models can subdue those few officers
who romanticize their purpose, overdram-
atize their importance and fictionalize
their history. Those few officers will do
anything their superiors tell them o do,
and they will do itwith flair, gusto, bravery,
efhiciency, shrewdness, encrgy—and one
more thing: a certain kind of blindness.
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“Remember the words of Baron Rothschild: “When the
streets of Paris are runnming with blood . . . I buy.””

a stockbroker, marking up municipal
bonds four points lor widows. (A point is
ten dollars per $1000 bond, the usual
charge. Four ponts i1s considered a
felonv.) He cold-called  gullible  doc-
tors and lawyers at dinnertime o sell
specialized products such as movie syndi-
cations, storage centers, commodity-strat-
cgy lunds and options on anything lrom
gold o IBM. With their sizable commis-
sions, options tend to be brokers’ dreams
and  customers’ nightmares.  Mickey
plaved the market himself, heavily into op-
tions on the Standard & Poor’s 500 aver-
age, heavily into low-price stocks on
margin. Mickey also bought everything
clse in his life on margin: a _Jaguar, a beach
house, a Wagonceer for ofl-road picnics, a
condominium in town, a fisher coat for his

Cor s~

“Wake up! Who's

wile, private schools for his kids—the
Wise Guy's dream. Even while making
S700,000 a vear in commissions, Mickey
would deliberately  send  the mortgage
check on the beach house o the finance
company holding the paper on his car
loans and vice versa, to pick up the float.

I recentdy saw Mickey in the men’s
room of a restaurant. He was locked into
his own image in the mirror, combing his
hair imto a DAL endlessly combing. Ev-
ervthing had been sold out from under
him. “They say that the Eighties are like
the Filties,” Mickey told me tonelessly.

“It’s not like the Fifties. My pants aren’t
pegged. My killer smile is gone. 1 can’t
skip on my loans from the girls.”" [ left him
trying to recapture his DAL and saw the
death of the Wise Guys all over America.

Shirley MacLamne?”

Il the casy money has been made and
now unmade, and i’ we all must get back
to the work ethic that made this country,
what also is necessary more than ever is a
plan. I suggest a three-pronged program,
cither o initiate & financial scheme or w0
rebuild from the rubble.

L. Reconstruct by buying zero-coupon
Treasury bonds. These double vour money
in about eight vears and are an ideal way
tor some mmvestors to get back in the game
with virtually no risk. Some high-grade
zero-coupon corporate bonds have an even
higher vield and may be appropriate.

2. Make a small list of several blue-chip
companices, such as IBM, AT&T, General
Motors. Dollar-cost averaging over several
vears will provide, in my opinion. @ sig-
nilicant positive return, and vou have the
chance to initiate buys in companies at
major discounts from their highs. Patience
is the key in this strategy, as it always is
when vou are serious about vour money.

3. Compile, or have your new stockbro-
ker or advisor compile, a list of quality
secondary companies—something I am
calling a Vulture Fund. This third part of
a portlolio that can aflord risk for possible
greater return should be invested in com-
panies that either have lots of cash and no
debt or have unusual long-term prospects.
These stocks (particularly in the over-the-
counter market) should have been ham-
mered down out of all proportion to their
worth and should be selling at two, three,
four, five dollars to nine dollars a share—
though they had been selling as high as
ten dollars w $25. If you buy 1000 shares
of ten such companies on the bargain
counter, it would cost, say, $35,000. This
is a portlolio designed o perhaps triple
over the next several years because of the
fictional prices of many issues that got de-
stroyed in emotional selling. Many of
these are true bargains, regardless of the
pessimism that surrounds us all right now.,
Remember the words of Baron Rothschild
when asked how he made all of his money:
“When the streets of Paris are running
with blood . . . 1 buy.”

The next several years will also be a
time lor concentration, for judgments that
are not emotional. Gone will be the chichés
of recent umes, such as “Good real estate
only goes one wayv—up.” Or “Mutual
funds are the path to riches.” Or “Sure,
relmance your house; a home-equity line is
the best tax shelter there is.” This is what
1 mean by concentration:

Luigi, a tailor from a small village in the
hills of Umbria, gets an audience with the
Pope. He stays with the Pope a long tme,
20 minutes, a private audience. When he
goes home to his village, the people line
the streets. They eelebrate a huge welcome
home for Luigi. The people crowd around
their hero. “The Pope,” they cry. Il Papa.
What was he like?”

The tailor looks at them. “What was he
like?” Luigi says. “A forty-two long.”

It is going to be a time to focus on a
specialty, o make yoursell particularly




good at what you do or what you are
thinking of doing. In an economic climate
in which fat is going to be trimmed, com-
panies are going to be more bottom-line
conscious than ever. You are not going to
be allowed 1o fake it anvmore.

For many, it will be a desperate period
as well; people will not believe that the
big-spending days are done. Before every
period of stress in the past 20 years, a man
has appeared in my office, wild to make
the last big score before reality sets in. He
is Sid the Schemer. His appearance always
augurs tough times ahead. Sid is a psy-
chologist by profession. He is the kind of
person who gives psvchology a bad name,
the way doctors and dentists who spend
ume on real-estate deals and tax scams
give medicine a bad name. In the mid-
Seventies, Sid tried to gel me to raise
$100,000 for a device he was promoting
that would enable women to pee standing
up. This time, the stakes are higher, be-
cause Sid’s time is running out. “I’ve got
letters to IBM, Digital, Wang,” he says.
“I’ve got something that will not only
make us a fortune but earn us the thanks of
every mother in the world. A quarter of a
mil will return a billion in five vears.™

“What is it, Sid?” | ask ham.

“I'm working on an implant for chil-
dren, an alarm system to prevent kidnap-
ing or sexual abuse. It's put in a tooth or
underneath an arm, and it emits a signal if
the child is threatened. It rings in police
headquarters, and it’s gonna win me the
Nobel Prize. Except for IBM, Digital and
Wang, 1 came to vou first.”” | usher Sid
from my office and tell him to wait until he
hears from [BM.

Frantic people will be coming out of the
woodwork, They don’t want to have to go
to work.

But one result of the crash of 1987 will
be a bonus. My wile and [ recently went to
a cocktail party given by a novelist to cele-
brate nothing more than the season. He
provided entertainment, an old-fashioned
idea—a singer accompanied by a piano.
The singer sang songs by Gershwin,
Rodgers and Hart, Cole Porter. She sang
songs of romance and finished with “Let’s
do it, let’s fall in love.”

We are heading into a time when ro-
mance will be in fashion—the simple ro-
mance of strolls in the country and walks
in the rain. Lyrics will inspire and sustain
us. This isn’t all bad.

I tried this observation out on the per-
son who shines shoes in the olfice for two
dollars a shine. Usually the tip is another
dollar. *1 agree with vou,” the shoeshine
person said. “But that’s maybe your child-
hood. My (riends and I want to go back to
softer days also—the Beatles of Strawberry
Fields, the blues, people sharing low-down,
not high time.” I ignored my Quotron and
listened. The shoeshine lady graduated
from Wellesley College, class of 1987, She
majored in history.

‘MAKES YOU
ALMUST 2”
TALLER

WIDTHS: B-EEE
FINEMENS’
SHOES
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Looks just like an ordinary shoe,
except hidden inside is an innermold
which increases your height almost
two inches. Choose from a wide
selection of ELEVATORS® including
dress shoes, boots, sport shoes and
casuals. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Exceptionally comfortable. Call or
write today for vour FREE color
catalog so you can look taller in no
nme. “MD. RESID. CALL 301-663-5111"

TOLL FREE 1-800-343-3810

ELEVATORS [l

RICHLEE SHOE COMPANY, DEPT_ PB83

\ P.O. Box 3566, Frederick, MD 21701 j

Add inches to arms, chest

and thighs. Sculpt abdomen, ~ Body Maker 700
buttocks and calves. Burn fat Liﬁaifﬁmgw-
and tone muscles . . . with $599 + 10 PBH

The Body Maker. Safe, ad-
justable electrical impulses

work your body more effec-
tively than regular exercise.
Medically proven and guar-
anteed
= Computer controlied
operation
+ Portable & ex-
pandable
« Exclusive Pat. Pend.
muscle growth system Also available—
+ FREE instructional videp 500 Maker 500
: 8 pads: §399 +
« FREE carrying case 10 PEH
Send check or money Body Maker 300
orders to: 4 ;ﬁ-‘ $189 +

HealthTech, Inc.

3430 Conn. Ave. N.W. #11207 Dept. PY 3/88
Washington, D.C. 20008 Visa & MC orders call
1-800-333-TONE, if busy call 1-800-872-8787
ask for operator 130 For info: {202) 362-5921

= 30-day money-back * Dne-year  Madein
guaraniee. warranty. UsA

24-HR. VALENTINE HOTLINE: R
1.718.P-AN.T.L.E.S g
= ’:5-2;_# @_—@. ,'@
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To place an ad in
PLAYBOY
MARKETPLACE
call
1-800-592-6677,
New York State
call
212-702-3952

VIDEO MOVIES

800-777-0075

{M-FS AM-7PM, SATBAM-6 PM,C.T.)

VHS & Beta, All Ratings

Let our huge Family and Nostalgic
catalogs (over 10,000 titles) put the
world of wideo as close as your mail-
box. Also, receive 12 monthly issues
of the “Coming Attractions” wvideo
magazine, as well as periodic flyerson
sdle items and blockbuster releases.

The above catalog package is available
for only $6.95.

Like Adult titles? Enclose an additional
$6.95 for our huge (210 page) Adulit
catalog.

Predator $89.95
Robocop $89.95
Spaceballs $89.95

Catalog free with order over $75.

Write or Call Toll-Free to order_ Visa,
MasterCard, Am. Exp., Diners Club,
Carte Blanche and COD orders
accepted. Please. No P.O. Boxes.

Non-USA, APO's, FPO's-Add $2.00

VIDEO AGE, INC.
4820 Excelsior Blvd., Suite 112

Minneapolis, Minnesota 55416
800-777-0075
(612) 927-7484
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette

Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide.

12 mg “tar," 0.8 mg nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Feb.'85.

- Mty for rest or relaxation.
ooth taste and low tar en]ayrnenn -
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S C ENIE

—AS THE SPIRIT MOVES YOU

raveling bars, flasks and other appurtenances for the
executive road warrior provide not only sustenance
for the journey but also a sense of panache upon
arrival. Why hunker down in a hotel bar when you can
relax with a snifter of your house call and a hot bath before
heading out on the town? Remember that drink accessories,

both contemporary and antique, have as much style and
grace as today’s luggage—they boast rich leathers with flashes
of stainless steel and sterling silver that mix well with glass
flasks and shiny jiggers. Whichever your favorite one for
the road, from a flask walking stick to a leather-cased bar,
such elegant accessories definitely make traveling easier.

Clockwise from 12: Circa 1920 English leather-cased traveling bar with decanters, cocktail shaker and utensils, from Kentshire Galleries, Lid.,
New York, $400. Calfskin Trafalgar Travel Bar, from Picadilly West, Fort Washington, Pennsylvania, $110. ltalian fruit/cheese knife, from Sointu,
New York, $30. Antique walking stick, circa 1875, with concealed flask and a sterling-silver cap, from Kentshire Galleries, Ltd., $600. A German
stainless-steel corkscrew, $28, half-pint English pewter flask, $80, and one-pint Finnish stainless-steel flask, $75, all from Sointu. Happy travels.




SUPERSHOPPING

The Pentax SF1, pictured here with the SMCP-
F 35-70mm zoom lens, is the first autofocus
SLR camera to incorporate built-in flash with
motor drive. A beep tone signals when the
focus is right and a large LCD readout panel
monitors the camera’s functions, eliminating
guesswork. SF1 body and 35-70 lens, $500.

The UNIiversal All-Directional
Shower adjusts within a 20"
vertical range and provides a
gentle cascade of water from
an Australian-made standard
U.S. ¥2” brass fitting covered in
a variety of baked-enamel
colors and finishes, from Gem-
ini Distributors, Tucson, Ari-
zona, $115. Splish, splash.

StereoSweats offer a clever personal sound sys-
tem built right into the zippered sweat shirt
shown here. The module, removable for wash-
ing, connects with any stereo radio or cassette.
(Sharp’s | C-F3 AM/FM personal stereo cassette
player, $39.95, is shown pocketed on the star-
board side.) Stereo-
Sweats come in

three colors, from

Sport Electron-
ics, North-
brook, lllinois,

$59.95.

VisiTel, from Mitsubishi, is a visual telephone display, the first still-
frame telephone designed specifically for home use, featuring a
built-in video camera and 4%” monitor. VisiTel enables callers to
send and receive freeze-frame black-and-white “video snapshots”
over standard telephone lines using any modular phone plug, and it
can also store images for use during the next call, about $395 each.

STEVE CONWAY ANO RICHARO 1ZUI



The Lone Ea-
gle flies again!
. For the 60th
) th\|-~ anniversary of
¥ Lindbe rgh’s
Atlantic crossing,
Longines produced a 4/5

scale, limited-edition replica

of the Hour Angle Walch, designed
by Lucky Lindy himself, about
$1950, including the leather band.

Talking Baseball, a hand-held
electronic game, by Video
Technology Industries, pro-
vides the announcer’s
voice and crack of
the bat, $39.95.

The Model 1060, by Thule, $76, is a mul-
tipurpose roof rack, designed in Sweden.
With it is an angled, lockable Model 33-

6 ski carrier, which holds up to six
pairs of skis, $136. The skis mount-
ed in it include Rossignol's 4S5
Kevar, the KV Comp from K-2
and Skis Dynastar's Fusion

HZ. They go for $375
per pair.

Clear the electronic decks for clarity. These three VCR models
almost double the usual 240 lines of horizontal resolution we're used
to seeing on the tube. Mitsubishi’s HS-423UR Super VHS VCR (top)
has hi-fi audio, MTS stereo sound, wireless remote with digital pro-
gram display and two-week, eight-event programing, $1200. Sony’s
Super Hi-Band Beta SL-HF1000 (center) has built-in editing func-
tions, including a character generator with eight-page memory, hi-
band record and playback and three-week, eight-event timer, $1700.
The VRD700HF Super VHS deck from Zenith (bottom) features
MTS stereo sound, VHS hi-fi audio, on-screen programing, index-
coded video search and two-week, eight-event timer, about $1300.




. _‘Bonet's
 Bonnet

Which did you
see first, LISA
BONET's flashy
hat or the flash of
her exposed
breast? Did you
know that Lisa’s
post-Cosby com-
edy, A Different
World, is a solid
number two in
the ratings?
There’ll be a quiz
in the morning.

y
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Two

Thumbs Up

Legendary rocker
BO DIDDLEY
(left) and Stone
RON WOOD are
still on the road to-
gether on the Gun-
slinger Tour. Bo
made the rock Hall
of Fame and Ron
has a book of his
portraits out. They
doubled our pleas-
ure. Go, guys!

PAUL NATKIN / PHOTO RESERVE. INC.
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Don’t Walk Away, Renee

Actress RENEE GRIFFIN may not look familiar
to you yet, but she will. She’s made appearances
on TV’s Head of the Class and Mickey Spiflane’s
Mike Hammer. We won't forget her sexy pout.
How about you?

Vital Idol

Rocker BILLY
IDOVL’s video is so
hot that the
unedited version
will be seen only in
clubs. Billy says,
“It’s about being a
voyeur and, at the
same time, being a
part of it all.”

i’




MARK LEVIN ' CDM-ARTS NEWSERVICE

She’s Got the Beat

Drummer KAREN BLANKFELD made three albums with a group
called the Pandoras. She also has a poster coming out from Com-
munication Arts. Karen's looking for a new band and we're looking
at Karen. Right now, we have the better deal.
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Brad’s Bad

Night Ranger's BRAD GILLIS' T-shirt
bears the ultimate rock-'n"-roll message.
In the case of Gillis and his band, the
news is all good. Their tour was a suc-
cess, a new LP is in the works and they
were nominated for a bunch of Bammies
for the Big Life album.

o 1887 MARK LEIVDAL

The Lady in Black

Not every woman looks good in a body suit. Actress ADRIANNE
SACHS looks terrific. You saw Adrianne in RoboCop, My Demon
Lover and The Stuff at the movies. Now you can cut her out and
hang her above your desk. Think of this as another public service
from your favorite men’s magazine. Do we deliver or what?




GO EAST, YOUNG MAN

The nme is the mid-16th Century. the age of war
in Japan, and vou're locked in a violent struggle
for land and power with four other formidable
war lords. Your weapons are secret strategies,
sneak attacks and a masterv of samurai warfare;
1t’s just the way politics 1s played in Washinguon,
D.C. But you're playing Milton Bradley's latest
military-strategy game, Shogun; and if vou make
one false move, it can be sayonarva. The price:
about $25 at game stores. Banzai!

LITTLE ENGINES THAT COULD

One glance through Great Tov Train Lavouts of
Amenica, by Tom McComas and James Tuohy,
will leave vou with little doubt that model rail-
roacding has pulled out [rom under the Christmas
tree and become the alternative to unkering with
the BMW. Great Toy Tram Layouts showcases the
best of them—including Ole Blue Eves’ own lay-
out. A hardcover copy is $31.95, postpaid. sent 1o
TM Books, Box 279, New Buffalo, Michigan
49117. The authors appraise old trains, o.

POTPOURRI

TEA FOR THE ROAD
Trumps, the rendy LA, catery that has raised high tea o a high art
a la Hollywood. has taken its four-o’clock act on the road with Tea
from Trumps—a luxurious ensemble in a hand-painted case that in-
cludes a cobalt-blue teapot with a porcelain tea infuser. Earl Grey
tea, scone mix, lemon-rosemary cake, sherry jelly, raspberry jam,
sliced pickled oranges. linen napkins and some of Trumps’s re-
nowned recipes for teatime snacks, plus a large rattan trav on which
to serve up vour aliernoon repast. Sweet Adclaide Enterprises in Los
Angeles distributes Tea from Trumps to Gump’s in San Francisco,
Carson Pirie Scott in Chicago and 1. Magnin and William Poll in
New York, among other stores. The price is S135—not insipid.

PLAYING BALL WITH VIDEO GOLF

Golf Shots, the first video magazine devoted (o golf, has just weed off:
and judging from what we've seen so far, the concept seems 1o be
better than par for the course. Each issue will provide the viewer
with a look at one of the world’s most challenging and picturesque
golf courses, with aerial shots and hole-by-hole instruction and strai-
egy on specific aspects of the game by a famous teaching pro. There
will also be a segment tided “Goll's Greatest Moments.” and “In
the Bag,” a feature on the latest and most eflective golf cquipment.
A subscription to the quarterly (one-hour segments) in VHS or Beta
costs 3199, sent 10 Golf Shots, Inc.. 5200 DTC Parkway, #400. En-
glewood, Colorado 80111. The ball's going for the green.




THE IMMORTAL MM
LIFE IN THE FAST LANE Back in 1956, Jack Cardifl, a

London cinematographer, was
granted permission to pho-
tograph Marilyn Monroe while
she was filming The Prince and
the Showgirl. Now Jannes Art
Publishing, 4840 West Belmont,
Chicago 60641, is olfering, lor
$100 each, a hauntingly beauti-
ful limited-edition hand-colored
22" x 30" continuous-tone
lithograph of the never-belore-

It's the ulumate automotive fantasy—a
week in Germany, Austria and France
with an English-speaking guide and the
latest-model BMW, Porsche, Mercedes-
Benz or Audi. Days are spent on the auto-
bahn, which has no speed limit, and
nights you're wined and dined in me-
dieval castles and historic hotels. There is
also an optional private driving lesson at
the Niirburgring, Prices begin at $1995,
not including air fare, and Transglobe

Travel, 212-765-0670 (call collect), will |)l.l|)li5ht'd pllulo {Arthur Miller,
give you all the details. Take your helmer,

Marilyn's third husband, said
the result was his favorite im-
age) printed on museum-quality
rag paper. A nice tribute to a
lovely lady, a lucky break for all
Monroe fans.

BEAR WITH US IN 88
ItU's not enough that the Chicago Bears
are exceptionally prolicient at grinding LUCKY DOG
gridiron opponents into the playing ficld; Fashion has gone to the dogs with Poochi Canine Couture, an exclu-
most of these guys are handsome. o. So sive line of jazzy dog collars and leashes featuring buckles designed
14 of the best-looking ones, including by Coty Fashion Award winner Robin Kahn. Styles available range
McMahon and Payton, posed for the from gold- and silver-colored karung snakeskin ($68 per collar, $112
Bear but Not Naked 1988 calendar, a col- per leash) to crocodile (8112 for the collar; about $200 for a leash).
lection of shots in which each player Poochi’s address is 8 Righy, Wavne, New Jersey 07470. Call the
chose his wardrobe to represent his per- company at 201-694-2637 to get the name of the nearest dealer.
sonality. It’s available from Clements and

Associates, P.O. Box 444, Glencoe, I1li-
nois 60022, for $7.95, postpaid. Hike! IN THE BAG

Rossoc, Inc.’s. Backase Bag, by
Tetto, has been designed as an
easygoing alternative to a back-
pack or a bricfcase. Hand-craft-
ed in Mexico of soft Italian
leather, it features a unique
Strapacross configuration that
keeps the bag perfectly balanced
on one shoulder while oflering
casy access to special compart-
ments and actually improving
your posture as you carry life’s
daily loads. Backase Bags come
1 in tan or black; the price is $179,

postpaid, from Rossoc, Inc., 89
Massachusetts Avenue, Boston
02155. Try it as an airline carry-

1988 catENDAR on and consign your hard-sided
bricfcase o the hall closet.
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NEXT MONTH

VANITY FAIK

“WILL THE REAL MICHAEL JORDAN PLEASE JUMP
UP?"—IF THE BULLS' SUPERSTAR COULDNT MAKE A
LIVING ON THE BASKETBALL COURT, HE COULD DO IT
ON THE GOLF COURSE. SUPPOSING HE NEEDED MON-
EY, THAT IS. PROFILE BY MICHAEL KIEFER

“THE BITTER TRUTH”—IS IT BETTER TC KNOW AND
SUFFER, OR IS IGNORANCE TRULY BLISS? A TIME-
TESTED ANSWER FROM ISAAC BASHEVIS SINGER

“PLAYBOY MUSIC '88”—LISTEN UP: THERE'S A NEW
FACE IN THE PLAYBOY HALL OF FAME; OUR CRITICS
PREDICT WHAT'S COMING UP BIG THIS YEAR; AND WE
DIP INTO A BARREL OF LAUGHS FROM THE PLAYBOY
MUSIC POLL'S GREATEST HITS

JAY LENO, HE WHO LOVES THE SOUNDS OF BIG EN-
GINES AND ROARING APPLAUSE, EVALUATES THE
LITTLE WHEELS: FOX, YUGO, HYUNDAI ET AL

VANITY JUST MAY BE ROCK'S SULTRIEST SINGER/
ACTRESS. GET A BETTER LOOK AT THIS TALENTED
TEMPTRESS IN AN EXCLUSIVE PICTORIAL

TOM CLANCY, BEST-SELLING AUTHOR OF THE HUNT
FOR RED OCTOBER AND PATRIOT GAMES, TALKS ABOUT

MUSICAL YEAR

WAR AND PEACE, SUBS AND SPIES AND REAL-LIFE
JAMES BONDS IN A PAGE-TURNING, GADGET-FILLED
PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“TELL IT TO THE KING”—IN THE YEARS HE HAS BEEN
A RADIO/TELEVISION INTERVIEWER, LARRY KING HAS
ACCUMULATED THOUSANDS OF STORIES. HERE ARE A
FEW OF THE BEST, FEATURING J.F.K, MARILYN
CHAMBERS, MARLON BRANDO, MARIO CUOMO, MEL
BROOKS AND OTHER FRESH CHESTNUTS

“THE DEAD MAN’S EYES”—IF ONLY FRAZIER'S WIFE'S
LOVER HAD BEEN, WELL, MORE OF A MAN, THE
WHOLE MISUNDERSTANDING MIGHT NEVER HAVE
HAPPENED—BY ROBERT SILVERBERG

HARRISON FORD DISCUSSES HEROES, BULLWHIPS,
CARPENTRY, MOVIE STARDOM AND DISPOSABLE DIA-
PERS IN A HIGH FLYING “20 QUESTIONS”

PLUS: “HAUTE PIZZA” WITH CELEBRITY CHEFS
WOLFGANG PUCK, ALICE WATERS AND OTHERS;
“PLAYBOY’S SPRING AND SUMMER FASHION FORE-
CAST,” BY HOLLIS WAYNE; “LUDICROUS SPEED,” IN
WHICH THE EVER-ADVENTUROUS CRAIG VETTER
CLIMBS BEHIND THE WHEEL OF A FUNNY CAR; AND
THE EVER-POPULAR MUCH, MUCH MORE




“I thought being in love couldn’t feel any better. -
And then I gave her this remarkable diamon i

b oy

She makes you feel so about 2 months’ salary:. Diamond Information Center

wonderful. No wonder you want So take your time. Seea  Dept. DER-YG-PL, Box 1344,
to share your life with her. A jeweler. Learn about the 4€% NY, NY 10101-1344.
t way to begin is by giving  that determine a diamonds After all, this is the one
something as remarkable as quality: Cut, color, clarity and thing that will symbolize your
she is: a fine quality diamond. carat-weight. And send for our love day of your lives.
Today that means spending  free booklet, “Your Guide to A diamond is forever.

Diamonds.’; Just write to

Is 2 months’ salary too much to spend
for something that lasts forever?




40% alc./vol. (80 Proof) Blended Canadian Whisky, Imported in Bottle by Hiram Walker & Sons, Inc., Farmington Hills, Mi € 1988

h— 1

Any great whisky come to mind?

Conadian Clot

A premium whisky, unrivaled in quality and smoothness since 1858.
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