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ligament until it “twangs like a guitar string.”
Unfortunately, popping your penis puls stvess
on the dense, spongelike sac inside, causing
it to balloon. Over time this cowld lead to
the curvature known as Peyronie’s disease,
which, according to one hypothesis, occurs
after repetitive injury ta the penis causes scar-
ring, thus tightening the ligament on one side.
So don’t purposely repeal it.

lima 24-year-old virgin and proud of
it. I take a lot of criticism from friends
and co-workers. It's not the criticism that
bothers me but the fact that they feel the
need to criticize. I'm not Quasimodo, I'm
not impotent, and I'm not a mama’s boy.
When I meet a woman I want to sleep
with, I'll do it. I've had opportunities but
turned them down because I didn’t want
to have sex with those particular girls.
When did it become a crime to be a vir-
gin past the age of 167 Sex is a rite of
passage, but it takes more than that to be
a man—D.R., Dover, New Jersey

Your friends and co-workers aren’l giving

you a hard time because you're a virgin but

because you won’t shut wp about it. What else
is going on in your life?

This is a response to all the men who
have written because they are frustrated
that their wives don’t fulfill them sexu-
ally. The discussion always focuses on
how men find it unacceptable to have a
relationship with love and affection but
no sex. Never mentioned, though, is that
women find it unacceptable to have a
marriage filled with sex but without love
and affection and that we also feel com-
pelled at times to have our needs fulfilled
elsewhere. It's not that we don't like sex;
I am as capable of getting horny now as
I have ever been. In fact, last week my
husband and I had incredibly hot sex;
however, in my mind I was fucking the
cute guy at work who flirts with me and
tells me I'm beautiful and deserve better.
It baffles me how a stranger is not ongdy
more capable of seducing me but mpy

willing to as well. So I also feel as thot¥8

I got conned. I propose a compro

We promise to quit pulling @3y
disgust every time you touch i‘

promise to occasionally touch
its having to lead to more.
port, Mississippi

Hold on a minute—wh

want affection and love? ¥ don’t want

sex to always be such a @MY drama. We're
told we should contingl ourt our wives,

but most guys under fgffidymarriage as a con-
tract that stipuld NQGXon’t have lo work as
hard to convince ite we're worthy. In her
book The Femal in, Dr. Lowann Brizen-
dine points that a man often interprets his
wife’s lack grest in sex as a signal that she
im anymore. A woman gets the
ul!wn her husband won't engage
. Men can always do !Jmf’

with that; and we're constantly reminded. Bul
when was the last time you heavd Oprah say,
“Ladies, fuck your husband twice a week for

Mail to notemart@gmail.com for any further request.

no reason!” Brizendine suggests wives may
[ind it constructive to view sexual intimacy as
“male communication.” The conflict we see in
your letter and others like il—and we concede
our bias—is that many women don’t appreci-
ate the importance of regular sex to a man’s
mental health. They believe sex shouldn’t mean
so much to men and that unbridled male desire
is crude and, as you say, disgusting.

You wrote in October that “the evidence
for biology’s influence on male mating
behavior is stronger than the evidence
that suggests it’s socially constructed.” In
fact, the evidence for biology’s influence
is scant and circumstantial at best. Most of
the research is based on studies of animals
such as mice or even ants. This leads to a
more significant error. You state, “To say
socialization alone makes the g genders act
a certain way is to argue an infant gn l can
be raised as a boy or vice versa.” View-
ing gender in the absence of the context
of culture is meaningless. It is true tha
socialization cannot remove a penis, sex
stricto, but beyond that, a “boy”
“natural” male behavior) can be an

a culture wants it to be. Hum _‘é
are much stranger animals tha 1ay
suspect—T.M., New Orleans siana

No argument there; it’s cg
day when we open the mail.
“male” ar “female” any
the fact is there are dif
biological templates thq
how were raised. T/
we’d get bared othe

d for that because
see previous letter).

Even thoug

. ush and gargle, my
mouth taste

Tole and probably smells

worse. Ar any remedies? How about
techniq determining if you have bad
breath es exhaling into your hand?

Whenever [ do, my breath seems to smell
ok f W., Chicago, Illinois

in [uck. For eons men and women
) cred from halitosis that has prrevented
n from getting laid. But now dozens of
Wientists are hot an the trail of reliable treat-
ments. Their research has revealed that 85 to
90 percent of cases begin in the mouth rather
than the stomach and are the results of bacte-
ria that feed on proteins and sugars, emitting
chemicals such as hydrogen sulfide (rotten
eggs), methyl mercaptan (feces), cadaverine
(mumg corpses), pmwamw (dfm)mg meat)
and isovaleric acid (smelly feet). Wanna
French? According to microbiologist Mel
Rosenberg, most cases of halitosis originate on
the back of the tongue, where bacteria feast on
postnasal drip. Beeause saliva usually washes
away the source of odors, anything that dries
out the mouth works against you. You will suf-
fer more if you smoke, breathe through your
mouth because of allergies, don’t eat break-
fast, talk too much or are stressed. In about
10 percent of cases the odor comes from the
nasal passages and in another three percent
Jfrom putrid tonsils. More frequent brushing of
the teeth and back of the tongue will resolve
most problems, and gargling with mouthwash
at night does wonders for morning breath.

The only surefire way to know if you have bad
breath is to ash someone; in studies, peaple
have not been able to judge their ow

Fortwo years I have been mesyg und
with this guy. When we are r heis
so sweet. But other times into him
and he treats me like a sffanger. The last
time we were together I t different,

"1*6(] me to din-
before. Should
has fed me BS

. Missouri

and as I was leavi
ner. He's never dont
I take it serious

M.S.,

player as a gift but have
1 not clear on the concept. 1
an download songs for a buck,
t about services with a monthly
D.M., Raleigh, North Carolina
tere are three ways to add music to your
wyer: (1) rip CDs to your computer and
mport the files o your playey, (2) buy and
download songs or albums to your computer
and import the files to yowr player or (3) pay
a monthly fee of $5 to $15 to rent songs or
albums. Rental services typically have two
tiers. The less expensive option allows you
to stream music through your PC but not
download it to your player. The more expen-
sive option allows you to do both. If you stop
paying the monthly fee, the files are disabled.
Notably, these rental services don’t work with
iPods or Macs, which is the major reason they
aren’t more popular. “It’s also psychological,”
says Paul Resnikoff, editor of DigitalMusic
News.com. “People want to own the music on
their hard drives. I think that is changing, as
more players have wireless connections and
there are more wi-fi spots, so you can down-
load musie from just about anywhere.”

| have been dating a woman for five
weeks, and we have started referring to
ourselves as girlfriend and boyfriend. But
her MySpace profile still says she is single
rather than in a relationship. Should 1
say something, change my own profile or
leave it alone? I don’t want to cr eep her
out—T.Y., St. Louis, Missouri

Change your profile and let her discover it.
But after five weeks we wouldn’t be concerned
about this unless her profile says she’s mar-
ried. The swinger oftion is also notable.

All veasonable questions—from fashion, food
and drink, stereos and sports cars lo dating
dilemmas, taste and etiquette—uwill be per-
sonally answered if the writer includes a
self~addressed, stamped envelope. The most
interesting, pertinent questions will be pre-
sented in these pages each month. Write the
Playboy Advisor, 730 Fifth Avenue, New
York, New York 10019, or send e-mail by vis-
iting our website at playboyadvisor.com. The
Advisor’s latest book, Dear Playboy Advisoy;
is available at bookstores, by phoning 800-
423-9494 or online at playboystore.com.




































































































































































































































Mail to notemart@gmail.com for any further request.













PLAYBOY

120

Mail to notemart@gmail.com for any further request.

S t a r l l g h t (continued from page 64)

I'm telling you I've been dealing with the devil and 1
could use some coaching. He really does talk to me.

arrested, and he sent it to us in the mail
like it was really something to write
home about? You know what I remem-
ber most about that picture? The bor-
ders were all ragged because he had to
tear it out of the page with his fingers.
My oldest brother is somebody who
the state of Texas won't let him possess
scissors. That’s your litter of geniuses,
jailhouse geniuses in orange Jjailhouse
overalls, rammed full of sin and picking
up trash by the road. Stuffing trash in
white sacks along the interstate.
Incidentally, if this program works
and if I get it together, if I reach a
point of balance, I will enroll in col-
lege. That's not what I started out to
say, but if I get so I can look people
in the eye, get so I can make change
and carry on conversations, I will get
a part-time job and enroll in college.
But as for my grandma, as for last
Family Group day....

Dear Pope John Paul,

Do you have two first names, or is
Paul your last name, like you're Mr.
Paul?

And I know it’s not just dumb luck, I
know I ordered the circumstances.

At first I was interested in getting
high, I liked the feeling, I liked to laugh
at nothing and get my feet crossed and
go down on my ass. Then later it wasn't
fun, it was torture, but it was a button
I could push to destroy the known
world.

I mean it’s like I get that glass as far g9
as just touching against my lower Ij Q'

and next thing I know I'm on the gh
bus to Vegas, there’s a certain pow
that, you know, it's like if you do
the movie you're in you justg,
Jug going by and it takes you z
vou into a completely differ
What do they feed you
the pope? Try the stuff ¢
sometime. For lunch give you a
marshmaller and a :@bmn It's
salvage yard for who totaled
their souls cal he Starlight
Recovery Cen Ukiah, Califor-
nia, on Idal ue. Ah hell what’s

wrong wit ®1 won't be sending
no letter to pope.
But I’%ﬂ‘mg you I think I've been

dealin the devil and I could use
sorge rt coaching. There really is
& Ie1lh does talk to me, and

1t might be coming from some

—'mt“n use gn ing me side effects, but
be that as it may I need to know the

rules. So far I think I've found out
that I don’t have to obev his orders,
I can just ignore him, sort of, but if I
keep pissing him off is he going to get
after my people?

Mark Cassandra

Dear Satan,

Senor Mr. Business, you are one big
fucking bubble and I'd hate to be there
when you go POP because then I'd get
a lot of really rank stuff on me.

I mean I'm here to change or die try-
ing but all I can think about is if this was
still the old Starlight, the Motel of Ba
Dreams, I'd scrape together a cou
hundred dollars and lay up here drt
until they smelled my corpse and
the lock. But everything chang
the Starlight’s all different, an
ter get there too, and find

way of filling up than alco e the
thing this guy Wendell Qying in
group. He put out thegdea®f pouring
in the right thoughw our poison
thinking—like pourffig good water into
a glass of dnt) w

out cros
ied in g

and you’ll end up bur-
ge town with your name
ng On your grave.

Sis,

I am—y .
but this time I swear it’s feel-
different. You're the one person
ve never jived, so that’s as far as I'll
go with that one. It's feeling different,
that’s as much as I'll swear to.

If vou want to come to Family
Group you can. I have had one Fam-
ily Group but nobody came but dear
old Grandma and that led to an inci-
dent. I realize you're stuck in Dallas
but if you come home for a vacation,
1 wouldn’t mind seeing a friendly face.
And if it was my sister Marigold, I'd be
smiling. Marigold, sister Marigold. My
noble young petunia. It’s every Sunday,
two M. You'll do better than Grandma
I'd lay odds. She didn’t have a word
to say, not until about 3:15. Family
Group goes for two hours—the wives,
husbands, children, any close people,
they all come for group therapy. Mostly
sitting with rods up their butts and
every face pulled tight, nobody knows
if they're about to get ratted out, get
their covers pulled. Playing it close,

in other words, as far as their twisted
little games they play with their
ones. Jerry asking, “What wo
say to your loved one,” and
“I'don’t know. I pass,” lik
this one guy Kevin who's |
places plenty, he looks at @is pife when
it’s their turn and jyst col®s out with
it—he looked at h e you,” he
was looking straight r and he was
sniffling, crying. § ed at him and
went “[—]—I]—g oked at him like
he was trying her to jump from
a high-rise fid ave herself, but she
just could e say something real.
*1 don’ bout these people,”

Kevir ' [¥on’t give a damn about
anyt cept that I love you.” “I
lo 0,” she said, “Baby, I love

i

" and while we all watched,
mean Grandma too, this couple
embracing and crying for about
minutes. I don’t know how much
1g-run good it does to be doing that,
but I tell vou this, it certainly livens up
the Family Day when you see that kind
of thing happening, it just keeps the
whole thing fascinating. So I was going
to tell you about Grandma. Jerry there,
they call him the counselor or facilita-
tor, Jerry, at the start of the session,
he comes out with a pretty harmless
lecture about how the booze isn't any-
body’s fault, it might be in the genes,
in the blood, inherited. Grandma’s sit-
ting there like Sunday school with her
hands in her lap for I'd say one and
one half hours, never a peep until I
notice she’s cutting her eyes at Jerry,
I mean they're down to burning slits,
man, and right in the middle of some-
body else’s stuff she just lays into him
with something to the effect of “Jerry, if
that’s really your name, I think you'd
climb a tree and tell a lie before you'd
stand on the ground and tell the natu-
ral truth.” Jerry’s going wuh wuh wuh
and she just draws up another lungful
of this good old California air which
she always claims is poison and says,
“Do you mean to say you're going to
pin all this on me his grandmother and
on my ancestors too when we are good
Nantahala Mountain people who never
should’ve left North Carolina and my
husband wrote speeches for the mayor
of Odessa, Texas and our blood’s as
good as yours and you say it's passing
down alcoholic generations like the sins
of the fathers?” and rolls right along
with a whole bitter lecture of her own
about “you've got to stand on your own
two feet and not blame your relatives
for your own miserable mistakes” with
her face three inches from Jerry's. He
looked like he was ready to go out and
hang himself. I enjoyed that.

Needless to say, the subject of Jesus
came up in this c]Lscussmn, right about
13 seconds into it. “The Alcoholics

=1
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(continued from page 54)

“My guess is the Y chromosome of most living men has spent
at least one generation inside the testes of a warlord.”

female: XX. One of the scientists who dis-
covered this simple mechanism, in 1905,
was a Stanford grad named Nettie Maria
Stevens, whom biologist Steve Jones calls
“the Albert Einstein of manhood.” It
would take another 85 years for scien-
tists to nail down the specific part of the
Y that makes the man, and they learned
this (as they usually do) through muta-
tions. In the mid-1960s scientists found
two women who had, rather than a sec-
ond X chromosome, a partial Y. Since the
women did not have testicles, scientists
could rule out a good portion of the Y as
the source of genes that lead to maleness.
Through a series of similar deletion map-
pings, including those from XXY men,
a team of British geneticists pinpointed
the male trigger, a gene they called SRY,

for sex- determmmg region of the Y. The
gene takes up just 3,000 spaces on a DNA
string 55 million spaces long. To confirm
the finding, they injected a female mouse
embryo with a tiny sliver of Y that con-
tained only the SRY gene. As expected,
the embryo developed into an XXY
male. The discovery was announced in
Nature, which paid tribute by putting the
big-balled rodent on its cover. By show-
ing that only this tiny fragment is needed
to make a male, scientists seemed to con-
tirm a long-held belief that 95 percent of
the Y is useless.

After nailing down SRY, scientists
turned their attention to the rest of the
chromosome. Beginning in 1999 a team
of 40 geneticists spent five years ana-
lyzing a Y provided by an anonymous
donor recruited through a classified ad
in The Buffalo News. The good news is the
team discovered many more genes thz
expected. The bad news is there are
about 76. The X, by comparison

1,098. What's worse, the Y apg t

have lost so much genetic materpy ce
its origin as a mutated X, abou () mil-
lion years ago, that tearjer tuch as
Adam’s Curse: A Future With fen, by
geneticist Bryan Sykes, an appear-
ing in bookstores. Giv apparent

rate of decay, Sykes g Y as little as
125,000 years to liv
For some feminj
may someday
romance. It |
for geneticist |

e idea that men
ear has a certain
ome a calling card
er A. Marshall Graves
National University, who
[ as a wimp because most
including those responsible
oduction, originate with the
as noted that several mammals,
including the Armenian mole vole and
the Scandinavian wood lemming, have

130 shown a species can survive without a

male chromosome. “The rodents are
leading us into the new era of Y-less exis-
tence,” Graves declares, and in fact a few
fully functional men have been discov-
ered who are XX with no apparent SRY.
The notion that humankind can survive
without the Y has also inspired colum-
nist Maureen Dowd, who makes it the
centerpiece of her book Are Men Neces-
sary? “Now that we don’t need men to
reproduce and refinance, the question
is, Will we keep vou around?” Dowd
asked during an appearance on CNN.
The answer is yes, she said, but “you’ll
be more ornamental.”

Dr. David Page, a professor of gene
ics at MIT, has been studying the Y
more than 25 years. It has never be
popular area of genomics—decodi
repetitive DNA inside the chrox
complicated and time-consumi
likens the process to compari
ial views of Manhattan thajg nly in
the placement of a few ﬁr?ants and
mailboxes.) A slim, gregariO®s 50-year-
old, Page says he is at with the fact
that his own Y will rvive—he has

three teenage daug F—but admits he
e a male puppy.

recently brough a me
Only later do% the scientists in his
lab at the Wig ad Institute for Bio-

medical Res reveal that the dog will
following week and that

be neuter, :
Page hlm ned her to retrieve its tes-
|

ticles i event he decides to decode
the cani

Vhen Jennifer Graves's name comes
nversation, Page seems more
d than impatient with her con-
ion that the Y is doomed, although
the past he has dismissed many of
1er assertions on the topic as “rheto-
ric and theory unburdened by experi-
mental data.” To summarize her view
that the Y began millions of years ago
with as many genes as the X but will
eventually die off, he draws a graph
on the board in his office at White-
head, with the line representing the Y
continuing downward like a crippled
fighter plane crashing into the sea.
“But what if,” he asks, “the line goes
this way”—he curves his marker gently
to the right so the line levels out—"and
stabilizes?” That is precisely what his
research indicates is happening. After
comparing Buffalo Man’s Y with that
of a chimp, Page and his team found
that four genes on the chimp Y have
mutations that make them inactive,
while the same genes in the human Y
are going strong. This suggests that
our Y has held steady for at least the
past 6 million years, ever since chimp

and man di\elge(] In other words,
Page says, the Y is not falling.

Even so, no one debates the
the chromosome has suffere
ning decline. It has decayed 3
that big-screen televisions all and
cigars should probably n t. Much
of its shrinkage can I?j@nbuted to
how the Y exchanges with the X
during the making $erm cell. In a
complex process c meiosis, the 23
pairs of chromos inside each germ
cell exchange ith their partners
and then are violently separated,
giving you ly minted sperm car-
rying 23 j ual chromosomes and
a unic f paternal and maternal
blem is that when the X
together during their initial
> they can swap genes only at
s. Otherwise the testicle- m“ll\mg
p gene would jump to the X, mak-
everyone male. (Fun for a weekend,
s, but we'd get lonely.) Over hun-
reds of millions of years, this limited
exchange has caused most of the Y’s
genes to disappear. So what has slowed
the process? Faced with annihilation,
the Y learned to fuck itself. Within each
Y is a DNA strand that consists of eight
palindromes—sequences that are identi-
cal whether read forward or backward.
By folding into the shape of a hairpin,
the strand can replace damaged genes
in one section with healthy genes from
another, without inv ol\mg the X.

This clever adaptation has kept men
around, but it hasn’t solved every prob-
lem. For instance, 60 genes that control
sperm production are inconveniently
located on the tips that recombine with
the X, meaning they are sometimes lost,
which is a major cause of male infertil-
ity. And the fact that the Y largely keeps
to itself means it can’t serve as a backup.
The only way a woman suffers an X-
related genetic disorder is if she inherits
the same bad gene from both parents.
But if a gene on a man’s X is broken,
he's screwed. This is why more males
suffer from such X-linked disorders as
color blindness, hemophilia, Duchenne
muscular dystrophy and fragile-X retar-
dation. There are at least 307 X-linked
disorders, and each occurs more often
in men. On the bright side, the male X
provides a gold mine of genetic data for
researchers hoping to eradicate disease.

Men and women both inherit an X
from their mother, the Y doesn’t do
much besides make testicles, and wom-
en’s second X is thought to be largely
inactive, so biologists have long insisted
that the genders are not very different.
However, in 2005 two scientists discov-
ered as many as 300 active genes on
the “dormant” female X. Combined
with the fact that the Y has more genes
than thought, this means men differ
more from women genetically than
humans do from chimps. It also means
men and women are hundreds of times










Mail to notemart@gmail.com for any further request.

SIMON COWELL (continued from page 48)

That’s
money? .

the only thing we think about:

WAall it make
e artists as well.

PLAYBOY: Who is your favorite American
Idol singer?

COWELL: Well, I love Fantasia. And I love
Tamvyra. In terms of pure quality I love
Kelly. I said a few unkind things about
her after she refused to allow her songs
to be sung on Idol, and I stand by that.
But Kelly’s really one of the top five
singers in the w orld today. This girl is a
young Aretha Franklin.

PLAYBOY: Judgmg from what you said on
the show, it’s surprising you haven’t men-
tioned Carrie Underwood, who won sea-
son four. You told her, “Not only will you
win this competition, but you will sell more
records than any previous Idol winner.”
COWELL: | was looking at Carrie purely
from a marketing perspective. We
needed a nice, cute, blonde middle-
American country crossover artist that
vear, and we got it.

PLAYBOY: So while you judge the contes-
tants, vou think about which one can
most help the show.

COWELL: Of course. If they're not success-
ful on the back end, there’s no point in
doing the show. I'm looking for the per-
son who will sell a lot of records, because
then the show will have more validity the
following year.

PLAYBOY: Does that mean sometimes the
best singer doesn’t win?

COWELL: I think the American audience
has pretty much gotten it right every
vear. Tamyra was the one instance when
I felt disappointed. I would like to have
seen her compete with Kelly in the
final. It would have been well matched,
whereas Kelly versus Justin Guarini was
just a ridiculous mismatch.

COWELL: Do I prefer Kelly Clarkson’s
music to Bob Dylan’s? Yes. I've never
bought a Dylan record. A singing poet?
It just bores me to tears. And I've got to
tell you, if I had 10 Dylans in the final of
American Idol, we would not be getting
30 million viewers a week. ) '
PLAYBOY: But is the show only about get-
ting 30 million viewers? Isn’'t there a
poiht when you think, It would be great
to discover the next Dylan?

COWELL: I don’t believe the Bob Dylans
of this world would make American Idol
a better show—and that’s no dlSIE‘SpE‘C[
to Dylan. Good luck to you; you're very
talented. Just not my thing.

PLAYBOY: If you went to a club tomg t

saw the 21-year-old Dylan singing “Bl

in the Wind,” what would you do*

COWELL: I'd plug my ears and
other direction.
PLAYBOY: In 1995 Robson &

of the first acts you signe a pair
of actors who had sung ighteous
Brothers song “Unchaj felody” on

a British TV series. Y
to cash in quickly o
COWELL: I knew
were trying to
the record ou
made a lot

money, an

e just looking
tame.
ands of people
e record, so I put
as simple as that. It
ey, they made a lot of
still friends today. No,
we didn @ o it with a 20-year plan.
PLAYBO, you think the Undertaker
was gQO have a career as a singer
when yoll signed him?
CQWEpL: Oh God, no. That was just my
L% businessman. If you can sell
_ stadium seats, chances are you're
ing to sell a few hundred thousand
ecords alongside that

PLAYBOY: Did you see the movie they \ 'y s :
From [ustin to ]&dh' PLAYBOY: Lots of other executives would

COWELL: No, I couldn’t bring my
watch it. I was dead against it. ¢
PLAYBOY: Do you think it w
just for money?

COWELL: Yeah, I mean, tt
other reason.

PLAYBOY: Have vou bega offeYed any
film roles? Q

COWELL: I did a ca Seary Movie 3
and realized I can’ he money was
good. Normally ry confident; I'm
in my envirof Plooking at every-
body, going, a, you don’t know
what you're F.” Then I was the one
know what he was doing,
t mind-blowingly embar-
i role I'm offered now, for-
interested.

: You think Clarkson is fantastic,
but in your autobiography you say Bob
Dylan is earnest and boring. To you, is
Clarkson better than Dylan?

'as no

be embarrassed to sign a professional
wrestler, the Teletubbies or TV actors.
Why are you different?

COWELL: I'm interested only in making
money, for myself and the people I work
for. I mean, that’s absolutely the only cri-
terion I attach. That’s it.

PLAYBOY: Your only interest is money?
COWELL: That’s the enly thmg we think
about: Will it make money? And not just
for us—for the artists as well. Let me tell
you, artists are as interested in making
money as we are. They're not donating
their money to charity, trust me.
PLAYBOY: What do you do with all your
money?

COWELL: Mainly buy houses. I have four.
1 love houses.

PLAYBOY: Are you extravagant? Is that
Teshirt particularly expensive?

COWELL: No, it was probably $100. The

jeans were probably $200. My extrava-

gances in life are cars and houses. I take
only one vacation a year.

PLAYBOY: Okay, we know a gug who's
a murderer. And this murd as a
pretty decent singing \oice
COWELL: [Laughs] No!
PLAYBOY: But vou thou ut it for

a second. b
i ] laughing at

COWELL: No, I didr
the question. No M interested in
er people sign

signing murderer
murderers.

PLAYBOY: Who
COWELL: I the

urderers?
lot of rap acts have

murdered :

PLAYBOY: fa murderer could make
you lo ev’?

co . the truth is I don't need
to

¥ Okay, today you're incredibly
Wut imagine this——
&ELL You haven’t forgotten about the
rderer, have you? You're not going to
thls one go.
PLAYBOY: It's 1994. You haven’t had a
hit record yet. You have the chance to
sign a murderer with a nice voice. Do
you sign him?
COWELL: Manslaughter I may consider.
Murder I think I'd have to say no.
[laughs]
PLAYBOY: What was your reputation in
the mid-1990s, when you began hav-
ing hits?
COWELL: People thought I was stupid for
signing the music rights to the Power
Rangers and the World Wrestling Fed-
eration. I was a laughingstock.
PLAYBOY: Did you mind that you were a
laughingstock?
COWELL: Oh, I couldn’t have cared less. I
was learning the business. If I could put
a Power Rangers record on the charts, I
must have been good.
PLAYBOY: Let’s talk about the history of
Idol. You guys had a terrible time sellmg
the show in the U.S., didn’t you?
COWELL: We sold Pop Idol to the U.K. on
one meeting, which is rare. The meet-
ing lasted 20 or 30 minutes, and within
two minutes we'd made the pitch and
were told yes immediately. It was that
casy. When the show was in production,
we thc:-ught it was the right time to do
the same thing in America. We flew to
L.A. and had five or six meetings. I was
expecting the same kind of reaction we’d
had in the U.K.
PLAYBOY: “Simon, you're a genius!”
COWELL: Well, yes. It was a mistake to
have those meetings before the U.K. rat-
ings came in. '
PLAYBOY: Even UPN passed on American
Idol. What worse indignity is there?
COWELL: I thought the whole thing was
quite amusing, to be honest with you.
Because the meetings were so bad, I quite
enjoyed the fact that everyone hated the
idea so much. I was kind oflaughmg and
sniggering and making the meetings last
as long as possible before we'd actually
get thrown out.
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HEARTHRERAK

(continued from page 76)
had come out and done pretty well, and
I felt an enormous pressure to live up to
it. But what I wrote each day seemed to
turn to shit overnight and leave me star-
ing at a blank computer screen, wonder-
ing what I had gotten myself into. Days
went by, and weeks and months, and
still nothing broke.

Then one night, at three in the morn-
ing, I woke up out of a deep sleep and
saw it: another novel, a short one, easy.
I saw the whole landscape of the thing
and knew how to get from beginning
to end. It would be a novel about first
love, and—if I didn’t dawdle, tarry, screw
around or subject myself to excess self-
criticism—I could get the thing done
and off my desk in nothing flat. I saw
it. I knew it, with the kind of clarity that
comes only when you're half dreaming.

I set to work the next morning. The
rules were these: (a) put the writin-g first,
(b) keep this project a secret, (c) no days
off and (d) no revising and no going
backward. In a panicky and joyful frenzy
I charged forward, ignoring my children,
my wife, my students and my pets. I lived
with these characters, I dreamed about
them, I drove around listening to Led
Zeppelin, beating on the steering wheel.
And I found her there, the girl, the one
who had dumped me. -

No, that's not her. No, that’s not
me. The characters are just characters,
smarter in many ways, dumber in others,
with different clothes and different ideas
and different biographies and desires
than we had. But in my relentless charge
forward I didn’t have time to invent any-
thing except the necessary stuff—the
lives of the central characters, the shape
of their twining fates—so I borrowed the
rest: this friend’s car and this friend’s
basement and this friend’s father. And
from her, the girl in question, 1 b?_

Mail to notemart@gmail.com for any further request.

of the time, my favorite. In the end, writ-
ing has given me a great gift, one I don’t
know how I would live without: Writing
has given me a use for suffering.

IN THE DOGHOUSE
BY ALEKSANDAR HEMON

The end of a marriage always comes
une\pectedl\' even if it is a lon;_. way in
coming. You don’t see it coming because
the pain and misery have become habit-
ual, part of the gruelmg daily work
of being adult and staying married,
for which you foolishly expect to be
rewarded. Periods of reasonable calm
squeezed between destructive fights
are taken to be happiness because you
grow to accept not fighting as the goal
and purpose of your marital union. You
show and recognize love only in the form
of trying hard to make up. All that you
do is a gesture of either reconciliation
or aggression—sometimes, confusingly,
both. You never stop building your cas
against your spouse, ever waiting for
opportunity to lay out the irrefutable
dence that it was not your fault, th

were the one being hurt. It i I-
ending process, restarted an led
by each furious fight. My ‘riage
ended at the top of the um 1 fight
unremarkable in and of 4 n that it

followed a recognizal wel¥rehearsed
pattern that inescap-&rded in fire-
works of screaming afd gnashing objects
at hand. It would een followed by
at least a week o le guilt for doing
everything po bereave yourself of
love and hur e other person in the
process, bu time, in the middle of
itall, I'r I couldn’t go on. There
was not wanted to say or prove to
my wi pthing was w orth a fight any
longel nothmg was worth trying. As in
ngarable, my bottom fell out and

%stant 1 was emptied of all the
nd love—it was over in less than
Pinute. That same night I drove my
ife, through a torrent of tears, to her

rowed a house, part of a mother an , through a 3 ars,
dozen bright moments. Writing is in { mother’s and came back to my marriage-

remembering, trying to find the pl:
your own life where the emotiog

trying to re-create first love I e P
reliving my own first love.

And it was all there: the parts
and the painful parts, too led up
in that corner of my br I had
abandoned these feel; verything

Yilences were
ses, with choc-
1 that feeling of
et and having‘ to
ause you are loved
iful and bulletproof.
are mine again, the bright
the dark ones—without

unresolved. The he
jumbled togetheI Wi
olate and red wi
walking down
stop and laug

the syfi r, I would never have tried
to d s book, would never have
trie hard to understand. All these

loose ends and wasted emotions came
together in the novel, Into the Great Wide

142 Open, which was my first and is still, most

empty apartment.

Once marriage ends, what is left is
dissolution. I decided to move out and
let my ex-wife-to-be back into the apart-
ment, so within a week I started looking
for temporary furnished lodgings where
I could stay until the mess was sorted
out. I was eager to leave what used to be
my home, for everything in it reminded
me of the marital fiasco. My funds were
limited, which meant the places I was
hurriedly considering were rather dis-
mal. Each of the dreadful furnished
apartments was shown to me by a build-
ing manager who desplsed the people
desperate enough to live in such places;
each was a door opening directly into the
world of thick, gloomy loneliness. One
studio available in the fancy Chicago
neighborhood known as the Gold Coast
looked as though someone had just been
brutally killed in it and the management

was considerate enough to whitewash the
blood-splattered walls.

After a few days of looking I segled for
a studio on the top floor of a t
building on Chicago’s Nort
The landlady—Ilet us call
lived on the second flo
adoption lawyer; she

-I ar }-‘—

s, the babies
stiny in their
ary seemed like
K too many ques-

bewildered by thejg
mothers’ adoptive
a nice person, di
tions and had
history, so I
on the spot.
hoped 1

several g

ly wrote her a check
in hand, she said she
ind dogs, for she kept
active at a dog shelter.

Oh, [ ¥ said. [ used to have a dog
myse 1 dog person. Mary, 1 thought,
erous, embracive woman, the

o accepted derelicts canine and
an. Her place seemed as good as
for my upcoming bouts of self-pity. I
nt back to my former home, packed a
ouple of suitcases, loaded them into my
car along with my stereo and rode west
into the sunset.

One of the few tapes in my car at the
time was Hank Williams’s 20 Greatest
Hats, and I listened to it almost all the
time. The sense of entering a new life can
make almost anything seem significant or
prophetic, and I could not help imagin-
ing myself as a ramblin’ man—the man old
Hank had written the song about—as 1
drove to Mary’s mansion on the hill.

The signification haze, however, some-
how did not include the overwhelming
stench I became aware of a couple of
days after moving in. I tried to remem-
ber whether I had smelled anvthing
when Mary showed me the studio, but
I could recall nothing that had irked
my nose, excited by the scent of new
pastures. I spent a lot of time trying to
parse the stench, as though understand-
ing it would make it bearable. Besides
the expectable dog shit and piss, 1 con-
cluded, there were other ingredients:
generic miasma, a touch of rank cat lit-
ter (Mary, it turned out, had a couple of
cats as well), fetid coffee, a whiff of weak
disinfectant. Most dominant was cheap
dog food, somehow tucked inside the
smell of Crisco, as though she fried it for
her puppies. '

I thought I could get used to the odor,
but in fact it was getting worse by the
day. At some point it was so intense that
I went to a supermarket on the spur of a
particularly stinking moment, willing to
splurge on luxurious air fresheners. But
I have always been cheap, and slouch-
ing toward a divorce made me even
cheaper—Air Wicks were on sale, and 1
bought enough in green apple and hon-
eysuckle to offset the reek of a houseful
of rotting cadavers. For a while there
was nothing but the sugary scent in my
studio, but then the two smells merged.
I had never before known anything like
the olfactory concoction of the fried dog













































































